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May it pleaſe Tur Majeſty, 
| HE Englip THEATRE throws itſelf, 
with this Play, at Your MAJESTY's 
Peet, for Favour and Support. 

As their Public Diverſions are a ſtrong 
Indication of the Genius of a People; the 
following Scenes are an Attempt to Eſtabliſh 

A 3 ſuch, 


DEDICATION: 
ſuch, as are fit to entertain the Minds of 
a ſenſible Nation; and to wipe off that 
Aſperſion of Barbarity, which the Yirtuo/# 


among our Neighbours have ſometimes 
thrown upon our Maſte. 


The Prevok'd Husband, is, at leaſt, an In- 
ſtance, that an Exgliſ Comedy may, to an 
unuſual Number of Days, bring many Thou- 
ſinds of His Majeſty's good ſubjects toge- 
ther, to their Emolument and Delight, with 
| Innocence. And however little Share of that 
Merit my unequal Pen may pretend to, yet 
I hope the juſt Admirers of Sir Jobn Van- 
b:ugh will allow I have, at worit, been a 
careful Guardian of his Orphan Muſe, by 
leading it into Your Majeſty's Royal Pro- 
tetion. 

The Deſign of this Play being chiefly to 
expoſe, and reform the licentious Irregula- 
rities that, too often, break in upon the 
Peace and Happineſs of the Married State; 
Where could fo hazardous and unpopular an 
Undertaking be ſecure, but the Protection 
of a Palxckss, whoſe Exemplary Conjugal 
Virtues have given ſuch Illuſtrious Proof, of 
what ſublime Felicity that holy State 1s 
capable ? 


And 


DEDICATION. 

And though a Crown is no certain Title 
to Content ; yet to the Honour of that In- 
ſtitution be it ſaid, the Royal Harmony of 
Hearts that now inchants us from the Throne, 
is a Reproach to the frequent Diſquiet uf 
thoſe many inſenſible Subjects about it, who 
(from His Majeſty's Paternal Care of his 
People) have more leiſure to be happy: And 
*Ztis our Queen's peculiar Glory, that we 
often ſee Her as Eminently rais'd above 
her Circle, in private Happineſs, as in 
Dignity. | 

Yet Heaven, Mapan, that has placed 
You on ſuch Height, to be the more con- 
ſpicuous Pattern of your Sex, had ſtill lets 
your Happineſs imperfect, had it not given 
thoſe ineſtimable Treafures of your Mind, 
and Perſon, to the only Prince on Earth, 
that could have deſerved them: A Crown 
receiv'd from Any, but the Happy Mo- 
narch's Hand, who inveſted you with This, 
which You now adorn, had only ſcem'd tne 
Work of Fortune: But Zu, beſtow'd, the 
World acknowledges it the due Reward of 


Provipence, for One You once ſo glo. i- 
ouſly Refus'd. 
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lernen 
But as the Fame of ſuch elevated Virtue 
has lifted the Plain Addreſſes of a whole 
Nation into Eloquence, the beſt repeated 
Eulogiums on that Theme, are but Intru- 
ſions on your Majeſty's greater Pleaſure of 
ſecretly deferving them. I therefore beg 
leave to ſubſcribe myſelf, 5 


May it pleaſe Your MajesT v, 


Your Majeſty's maſt Devoted, 
Mit Obedient, and 


Moſt Humble Servant, 


_ CoLLery CIIIER. 


TO THE 


READER. 


AVING taken upon me, in the Prologue to this 
1 Play, to give the Auditors ſome ſhort Account of 
that Part of it which Sir John Vanbrugh left unfiniſh'd. 
and not thinking it adviſable, in that Place, to limit 
their Judgment by ſo high a Commendation as I thought 
it deferv'd ; I have therefore, for the Satis faction of the 
Curious, printed the Whole of what he wrote, ſepa- 
_ rately, under the ſingle Title he gave it, of 4 Feurney 
to London, without preſuming to alter a Line. 

Yer when I own, that in my laſt Converſation with 
him, (which chiefly turn'd upon what he had done to- 
wards a Comedy) he excus'd his not ſhewing it me, till 
he had review'd it, confeſſing the Scenes were yet un- 
digeſted, too long, and irregular, particularly in the 
lower Characters, | have but one excuſe for publiſhing, 
what he never defign'd ſhould come into the World, as 
it then was, wiz. I had no other way of taking thoſe 
many Faults to myſelf, which may be juſtly found iu 
my preſuming to finiſh it. | 

However, a Judicious Reader will find in his Ori- 
ginal Papers, that the Characters are ſtrongly drawn, 
new, ſpirited, and natural, taken from ſenſible Ob- 
ſervations on high and lower Life, and from a juſt In- 
dignation at the Follies in faſhion. All I could gather 
from him of what he intended in the Cataſtrophe, was, 
that the Conduct of his imaginary fine Lady had fo pro- 
vok'd him, that he deſign'd actually to have mace her 
Husband turn her out of his Doors, But when his Per- 
| A 5 formance 


To te READER. 
fortnance came, after his Deceaſe, to my Hands, 1 
thougnt ſuch violent Meaſures, however juſt they might be 
in real Life, were too ſevere for Comedy, and would want 
the proper Surpriſe, which is due to the End of a Play. 
Therefore with much ado (and 'twas as much as | could 
do with Probability) I preferv'd the Lady's Chaſtity, 
that the Senſe of her Errors might make a Recon- 
ciliation not impraQticable; and I hope the Mitiga- 
tion of her Sentence has been, fince, juſtified by its 
Succeſs. | | | 

My Inclination to preſerve as much as poſſible of Sir 
Jobn, I ſoon faw had drawn the whole into an unuſual 
length; the Reader will therefore find here a Scene or 
two of the Lower Humour, that were left out after the 
fuſt Day's Preſentation. : 

The Favour the Town has ſhewn to the higher Cha- 
racters in this Play, is a Proof, that their Taſte is not 
wholly vatiated, by the barbarous Entertainments that 
have been fo expenfively ſet off to corrupt it : But, while 
the Repetition of the beſt old Plays is apt to give Satiety, 
and good new ones fo ſcarce a Commodity, we muſt 
uot wonder, that tie poor Actors are ſometimes forced to 
trade in Traſh for a Livelihood. 

] cannot yet take leave of the Reader, without en- 
deavouring to do }uilice to thoſe principal Actors, who 
have ſo evidently contributed to the Support of this 
Comedy: And I wiſh I could ſeparate the Praiſes due to 
them, from the ſecret Vanity of an Author: For all I 
can fay will ſtill inünuate, that they could not have fo 
highly excell'd, unleſs the Skill of the Writer had gi- 
ven them proper Occaſion. However, as I had rather 
appear vain, than unthankful, I will venture to ſay of 
Mr. Wills, that in the laſt Act, I never ſaw any Paſ- 
fron take ſo natural a Poſſeſſion of an Actor, or any Actor 
take fo tender a Poſſeſſion of his Auditors ——> — Mr. 
Milli too, is confeſs d by every Body, to have ſurpriz'd 
them, by fo far excelling himle)f- But there is no 
doing Right to Mrs, Olsficld, without putting People 
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in mind of what others, ot great Merit, have wanted 
to come near her- "Tis not enough to ſay, ſhe 
Here Out- did her uſual Excellence. I might - theretore 
juſtly leave her to the conſtant Admiration of thoſe Spec- 
tators, who have the Pleaſure of living while She is an 
Actreſs. But as this is not the only Time She has been 
the Life of what I have given the Public, fo perhaps 
my ſaying a little more of ſo memorahle an Actreſs, 
may give this Play a Chance to be read, when the Pec- 

ple of this Age ſhall be Anceftors — May it ther- 
tore give Emulation to our Succeſſors of the Stage, to 
know, That to the ending of the Year 1727, a Co- 
temporary Comedian relates, that Mrs. O/dfie/d was, then, 
in her higheſt Excellence of Action, happy in all the 
rearly-found Requiſites, that meet in one Perſon to com- 
plete them for the Stage She was in Stature 
juſt riſing to that Height, where the Graceful can only 
in to ſhew itſelf; of a lively Aſpect, and a Command 

in her Mien, that like the principal Figure in the fineſt 
Paintings, firſt ſeizes, and longett delights the Eye cf 
the Spectators. Her Voice was tweet, ſtrong, piercing, 
and melodious: her Pronunciation voluble, diſtinct, and 
muſical; and her Emphaſis always placed where the 
Spirit of the Senſe, in her Periods, only demanded it. 
If She delighted more in the Higher Comic, than in 
the Tragic Strain, twas becauſe the laſt is too often 
written in a lofty diſregard of Nature. But in Cha- 
raters of modern practis d Life, ſhe found Occaſions 
to add the particular Air and Manner which diſtin- 
guiſh'd the different Humours ſhe preſented. Whereas 
in Tragedy, the Manner of Speaking varies, as little, 
as the blank Verſe it is written in She had one 
peculiar Happineſs from Nature, ſhe look'd and main- 
tain'd the Agreeable at a Time, when other Fine Wo- 
men only raiſe Admirers by their Underttan.ing— 


The Spectator was always as much informed by her 
Eyes, as her Elocution ; for the Look is the only Proof 
that an Actor rightly conceives what he utters, there 
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being ſcarce an Inſtance, where the Eyes do their 
Part, that the Elocution is known to be faulty. The 
Qualities ſhe had acquired, were the the 
Elegant. The one in her Air, and the other in her 
Preſs, never had her Equal on the om. of and the 
Ornaments ſhe herſelf provided, (parti y in this 
Play) feem'd in all reſpects the Paraphernalia of a 
Woman of Quality. And of that Sort were the Cha- 
raters ſhe chiefly . excelled in; but her natural good 
| Senſe and lively Turn of Converſation made her Way 


{o eaſy to Ladies of the higheſt Rank, that it is a leſs 

Wonder, if on the Stage ſhe ſometimes was, what might 

have become the fineſt Woman in real Life to have 
lupported. a | e 


Tybeatre-Royal, 
Fan. 27, 3 : 
r C. CIBBER. 


PRO. 


- But left 0 Traces of his Plan behind. 


PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Mr. Wilks. 


HIS Play took Birth from Principles of Truth, 
To make amends for Errors paſt, of Touth. 

A Bard, that's now no more, in riper Days, 
Cunſcious review'd the Licence of his Plays: 

And though Applauſe his wanton Muſe had fir'd, 
Himſelf condemn'd what ſenſual Minds admir d. 
At length, he own'd, that Plays ſhould let you ſee 
Not only, What you are, but ought to be; 
Though Vice was natural, tauas never meant, 
The Stage ſhould ſpew it, but for Puniſhment ! 
Warm with that I haught, his Muſe once more took Flame, 
Raæſolvꝰd to bring licentious Life to Shame. 
Such was the Piece his lateſt Pen defign'd 


Luxuriant Scenes, unprun'd, or half contriv'd; 
Yet, through the Maſs, his Native Fire jurviv'd : 
Rough, as rich Ore, in Mines the Treaſure lay, 
Yet flull tæuvas rich, and forms at length a Play. 
In awhich the bold Compiler boaſts no Merit, 
But that his Pains have ſav'd your Scenes of Spirit. 
Not Scenes, that would a noily Foy impart, 
But ſuch as huſh the Mind and warm the Heart. 
From Praije of Hands no jure Account he draws, 
But fixt Attention is fincere fp Pg + 

F then (for hard, you'll c-cn - ack ) his Art 
Can to thoſe Embryon-Scenes ne part, 
The Living pr oudly aweuld cc: 
Aud to the buried Bard 5 11 
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nen 
SCENE, Lord Townly's Apartment. 
Lord Townly /olus. 
| HY did I marry !—— Was it not evident, my 
plain, rational Scheme of Life was impfaQti- 
cable, with a Woman of ſo different a way of thinking ? 


Is there one Article of it, that ſhe has not broke in 
upon? Ves. let me do her Juttice——her Re- 


putation— That have no Reaſon to believe is in 
Queſtion But then how long her profligate Courſe 


of Pleaſures may make her able to keep it is a 
ſhocking Queſtion! and her Preſumption while ſhe keeps 
i:—'nſupportable ! for on the Pride of that ſingle 
Virtue ſhe ſeems to lay it down, as a fundamental Point, 
that the free Indulgence of every other Vice, this fertile 
Town affords, is the Birth-right Prerogative of a Wo- 
man of Quality Amazing ! that a Creature ſo warm 
in the Purſuit of her Pleaſures, ſhould never caſt one 
Thought towards her Happineſs——Thus, while ſhe ad- 

mite 


the Lite you lead, Madam 
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mits no Lover, ſhe thinks it a ter Merit ſtill, in her 


Chaſtity not to care for her Husband ; and while ſhe 


herſelf is ſolacing in one continual Round of Cards and 
good Company, He, poor Wretch! is left, at large, to 
take care of his own Contentment "Tis time, in- 


| deed, forge Care were taken, and ſpeedily there ſhall be 


Let let me not be raſh——Perhaps this Diſappoint- 
ment of my Heart may make me too impatient ; aud 
ſome Tempers, when reproach'd, grow more untraQtable. 
— Here ſhe comes—— Let me be calm a while. 


Enter Lady Townly. 


Going out { ſoon after Dinner, Madam ? 


Lady Town. Lard, my Lord! what can ] poſſibly do 


gat Home? 


Lord Town. What does my Siſter, Lady Grace, do at 
Home? | 
Lady Tezun. Why, that is to me amazing! Have you 


ever any Pleaſure at Home! 


Lord Towns, It might be in your Power, Madam, I 
confeſ:, to make it a little more comfortable to me. 
Lady Tora. Comfortable! and fo, my good Lord, 


vou would really have a Woman of my Rank and Spirit, 


tay at Home to comfort her Husband ! Lord ! what No- 


tions of Life ſome Men have? 


Lord Town. Don't you think, Madam, ſome Ladies 
Notions are full as extravagant: 

Lady Tegen. Yes, my Lord, when the tame Doves 
tive coop'd within the Penn of your Precepts, I do think 
em prodigic':5 indeed! 

Lord Town. And when they fly wild about this Town, 
Madam, pray what muſt the World think of 'em then ? 

Lady Town. Oh! This World is not fo ill bred as to 
quarrel with any Woman for liking it. | 

Lord Town. Nor am I, Madam, a Husband fo well- 
bred, as to bear my Wife's being ſo fond of it; in ſhort, 


Lady Town. Is, to me, the pleaſanteſt Life in the 


World. | 


Lord Town. I ſnould not diſpute your Taſte, Madam, 
a Woman had a Rigiu to pleaſe no body but h. iclf. 
Lad, / «WH. 
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Lady Town. Why, whom would you have her pleaſe ? 

Lord Town. Sometimes her Husband. 

Lady Town. And don't you think a Husband under 
the ſame Obligation ? 

Lord Town. Certaialy. 

Lady Town. Why = we are agreed, my Lord 
For if I never go abroad, till I am weary of being at 
home——which you know is the Cale is it not 
equally reaſonable, not to come home till one's weary of 
being abroad ! 

Lord Town. If this be your Rule of Life, Madam, 

*tis time to ask you one ſerious Queſtion ? | 

Lady Town. Don't let it be long a coming chen 
for I am in haſte. 

Lord Town. Madam, when I am ſerious, I expect a 
ſenous Anſwer. 


Lady Town. Before I know the Queſtion 

Lord Town. Pſhah———have I „Madam, to 
make you ſerious by -Intreaty ? 

Lady Town. You have. 

Lord Town. And you promiſe to anſwer me fincerely ? 

Lady Town. Sincerely. 

Lord Town. Now then reclle. your Thoughts, aud 
tell me ſeriouſly, Why you married me? 

Town. You infſt upon Truth, you ſay ? 

Lord Town. I think I have a Right to it. 

Lady Town. Why then, my Look, ts give you, at 
once, a Proof of my Obedience and Sincerity————1 
think——] — whe of has Reſtraint, that lay 
upon my Pleaſures, while I was a ſingle Woman. 

Lord Town, How, Madam! is any Woman under leſs 
Reftraint after Marriage, than before it ? 

Lady Town. O my Lord ! my Lord ! they are quite 
different Creatures! Wives have infinite Liberties in 
＋ og would be * in an unmarried Woman 
to 

3882 Name one. jak bovis then, 

y Town. Fifty, if you — n 
in the Mornin — A 4 Woman may have 
Men at her Toilet, invite tkem to Dinner, appoint 
them a Party, in a Stage-Box at the Play ; cer 
on 


— — pu — 
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Mony, turn it off with a loud Laugh, and cry 


_ why 
again. [ Going. 
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Converſation there, call em by their Chriſtian Names; 
talk louder than the Players; From theace jaunt 
into the City take a frolickſome Supper at an India 
Houſe perhaps, in her Gaieté de Cour toaſt a pret- 
ty Fellow Then clatter again to this End of the Town, 
dreak, with the Morning, into an Aſſembly, crowd to 
the Hazard-Table, throw a familiar Levant upon ſome 
tharp lurching Man of Quality, and if he demands his 


you'll owe it him, to vex him! ha! ha! 
Lord Town. Prodigious | [ 4fge. 
Lady Town. Theie now, my Lord, are ſome few of 


the many modiſh Amuſements, that diſtinguiſh the Pri- 


vilege of a Wife, from that of a ſingle Woman. 

Lord Town. Death ! Madam, what Law has made 
theſe Liberties leſs ſcandalous in a Wite, than in an un- 
married Woman? 

Lady Town. Why, the ſtrongeſt Law in the World, 


Cuftom—— Cuftom Time out of Mind, my Lord. 


Lord Town. Cuſtom, Madam, is the Law of Fools : 


But it ſhall never govern me. 


Lady Town. Nay then, my Lord, tis time for me to 


| obſerve the Laws of Prudence. 


Lord Town. I wiſh I could fee an Inftance of it. 
Lady Town. You ſhall have one this Moment, my 


Lord: For | think, when a Man begins to loſe his 


Temper at Home; if a Woman has any Prudence, 
ſhe'll g9 abroad "till he comes to himſelf 


Lord Town. Hold, Madam——1 am amaz'd you are 
not more uneaſy at the Life you lead! You don't want 


| Senſe! and yet ſeem void of all Humanity: For with a 
_ Bluſh I fay it, | think, I have not wanted Love. 


Lady Town. Oh ! don't ſay that, my Lord, if you 
ſuppoſe I have my Senſes ? | 
Lord Town. What is it I have done to you? what can 


you complain of ? 
Lady Town. Oh! nothing in the leaſt: 'Tis true, you 


have heard me fav, I have owed my Lord Lurcher an 


Hundred Pound theſe three — what then 
— Hausband is not liable to his Wife's Debts of 


Honour, 
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Honour, you know. and if a filly Woman will be 
uneaſy about Money ſhe can't be ſu d for, what's that to 
him ? as long as he loves her, to be ſure, ſhe can have 
nothing to complain of. 

Lord Town. By Heav'n, if my whole Fortune thrown 
into your Lap, could make yeu deliglit in the chearful 
Duties of a Wife, I ſhould think myſelf a Gainer by the 
Purchaſe. | 5 tn 

Lady Town. That is, my Lord, I might receive your 
whole Eſtate, provided you were ſure I would not ſpend 
a Shilling of it. 

Lord Town. No, Madam; were I Maſter of your 
Heart, your Pleaſures would be mine ; but different, as 
they are, I'll feed even your Follies, to deſerve it 
Perhaps you may have ſome other trifling Debts of Ho- 
nour abroad, that keep you out of Humour at Home 
——at leaſt it ſhall not be my Fault, if I have not more 
of your Company There, there's a Bill of Five 
Hundred——and now, Madam | 

Lady Town. And now, my Lord, down to the Ground 
J thank you——Now am [ convinc'd, were I weak 
enough to love this Man, I ſhould never get a fingle 
Guinea from him. [Alu. 

Lord Town. If it be no Offenee, Madam 

Lady Town. Say what you pleaſe, my Lord; I am in 
that Harmony of Spirits, it is impoſſible to put me out 
of Humour. | 

Lord Town. How long, in Reaſon then, do you think 
that Sum ought to laſt you? 

Lady Town. Oh, my dear, dear Lord! now 
have ſpoil'd all again! How is it poſſible I ſhould anſwer 
for an Event, that fo utterly depends upon Fortune ? But 
to ſhew you, that I am more inclin'd to get Money, 
than to throw it away I have a ſtrong Poſſeſſion, 
—1 with this five hundred, I ſhall win five thou- 

Lord Toxwn. Madam, if you were to win ten thouſand, 
it would be no Satisfaction to me. 

Lady Town. O] the Churl! ten thouſand ! what ! not 
ſo much as wiſh I might win ten thouſand !——Ten 
thouſand ! O!] the charming Sum! what infinite pretty 

things 
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things might a Woman of Spirit do, with ten thouſand 
Guineas! O' my Conſcience, if ſhe were a Woman of 
true Spirit—ſhe—ſhe might loſe *em all again. 

Lord Town. And I had rather it ſhould be ſo, Ma- 
dam; provided I could be ſure, that were the laſt you 
would loſe. 

Lady Town. Well, my Lord, to let you ſee I deſign 
to 1 all the good Houſe-wife I can; I am now go- 
ing to a Party at Quadrille, only to piddle with a little 
of it, at poor two Guineas a Fiſh, with the Dutcheſs of 
Dutteright. [ Exit Lady Townly. 
| Lady Town. Inſenſible Creature! neither Reproaches, 
or Indulgence, Kindneſs, or Severity, can wake her to 
the leaſt Reflexion! Continual Licence has lull'd her 
into ſuch a Lethargy of Care, that ſhe ſpeaks of her 
Exceſſes with the ſame eaſy Confidence, as if they were 
ſo many Virtues. What a turn has her Head taken! 
I am afraid the Phyfic 
7 Lenitives, I ſee, 
are to no purpoſe take my Friend's Opinion 
Many will ſpeak freely —— my Siſter with Tenderneſs 
to both ſides. Tap know my Cale——Il talk with 
cM. 


 —}|But how to cure it 
muſt be ſtrong, that reaches her 
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Serv. Mr. Manly, my Lord, hs ft k 1er 
| Lordſhip was at home. 
Lord Town. They did not deny me ? 

Cv. No, my Lord. 

Lord Town, Very _ ſtep up to my Siſter, and ſay, 
I deſire to ſpeak with 

Serv. Lady Grace 1s =. my Lord. [Exit Serve 


Enter Lady Grace. 


Lord Town. So, Lady fair; what pretty Weapon have 
you been killing your Time with 
Lady Grace. A huge Folio, that has almoſt kill'd me— 
T think I have half read my Eyes out. 
Lord Town. O! you ſhould not pore ſo much juſt after 
Dinner, Child. 
Lady Grace. 


my Word, as to Mr. Manh's having any ſerious 
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Lady Grace. That's true, but any Body's Thoughts 
are better than always one's own, you know. 
Lady Town. Whole there ? 


Enter Servant. 


Leave word at the Door, Iam at home to no body but 
Mr. Mandy. 
Lady Grace. And why is he excepted, pray, my Lord? 2 
Lord Town. I hope, Madam, you have no Objection 
to his Company ? 


Lady Grace. Your particular Orders, upon m being 
here, look, indeed, as if you thought I 22 , 

Lord Toon. And your Ladyſhip's Enquiry into the 
Reaſon of thoſe Orders, ſhews at leaſt, it was not a 
Matter indifferent to yoy ! 

Lady Grace. Lord! You make the odd Co cti- 

ons, Brother! 

"Land Town. Look you, my grave Lad) G 
one ſerious Word wiſh you had him. 

Lady Grace. 1 can't help that. 85 

Lord Town. Ha! you can't help it! ha! ha! The 
flat Simplicity of that Reply was admirable ! 

Lady Grace. Pooh ! you teize one, Brother ! ! 


Lo Town. Come, I beg Pardon, Child ——this 
is not a Point, I grant you, to trifle upon; therefore, I 


hope you'll give me leave to be ſerious. 


Lady Grace. If you defire it, Brother ! though upon 


Thoughts of me—1 know nothing of it. | 
Lord Town. Well — there's nothi Wrong, in 
your making a Doubt of it. Zut in „I find, 
by his Converſation of late, that he has been lookin 
round the World fora Wife; and if you were to 
round the World for a Husband, he's the firſt Man I 

would give to you. 

Lady Grace. Then, whenever he makes me any Offer, 
Brother, I will certainly tell you of it. 

Lord Town. O! that's the laſt thing he'll do; he'll 


never make you an Offer, till he's uy” ſure it won't 
be refus d. a 


Lady Grace, 
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Lady Grace. Now you make me curious. Pray! did 
he ever make any Offer of that kind to you? 2 
Lord Town. Not directly; but that imports nothing; 
he is a Man too well acquainted with the Female 
World, to be brought into a high Opinion of any one 
Woman, without ſome well-examin'd proc f of her Me- 
rit : Yet | have Reaſon to believe, that your good Senſe, 

our turn of Mind, and your way of Life, have brought 
him to fo favourable a one of you, that a few Days will 
reduce him to talk plainly to me: Which as yet (not- 
withſtanding our Friendſhip) I have neither declin'd, 
nor encourag'd him to. 3 333 5 
Lady Grace. I am mighty glad we are ſo near, in 
our way of thinking : For to tell yon the Truth he is 

much upon the fame Terms, with me: You know he 
has a ſatirical Turn; but never laſhes any Folly, with- 

out giving due Encomiums to its oppoſite Virtue : and 
upon ſuch Occafions, he is ſometimes particular, in 
turning his Compliments upon me, which I don't re- 
ceive, with any reſerve, leſt he ſhould imagine I take 
them to myſelf. 3 

Lord Town. You are right, Child: When a Man of 
Merit makes his Addreſſes ; good Senſe may give him 
an Anſwer, without Scorn, or Coquetry. 

Lady Grace. Huſh ! he's here — 


Enter Mr. Manly. 


Man. My Lord! your moſt obedient. Pr 
Lord Town. Dear Manly! yours I was thinking 
to ſend to you. 5 
Man. Then, I am glad | am here, my Lord 
Lady Grace, | kiſs your Hands !——What, only you 
two! How many Viſits may a Man make, before he 
falls into ſuch unfaſbionable Company? A Brother and 
Siſter ſoberly fitting at home, when the whole Town is 
a gadding ! I queſtion if there is ſo particular a Tete a 
Tee, again, in the whole Pariſh of St. Famer's! 
Lady Grace. Fy! fy | Mr. Manly; how cenſorious 

you are ? | 
Man. I had not made the Reflexion, Madam, but that 
I faw you an Exception to it. Where's my Lady : 
| 75 own. 
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Lord Town. That I believe is impoſſible to gueſs. 
Man. Then I won't try, my Lord | 
Lord Town. Bur, 'tis probable I may hear of her, by 
that time I have been four or five Hours in Bed. 

Man. Now, if that were my Caſe, I believe I ſhould 
But I Pardon, my Lord. 

Lord Tewn. Indeed, Sir, you ſhall not: You will 
oblige me, if you ſpeak. out ; for it was upon rhis — 
I wanted to ſee you. 

Man. Why then, my Lord, fince * oblige me to 
proceed If that were my Caſe = =] believe * 
ſhould certainly fleep in another Houſe. 

Lady Grace. How do you mean ? 

Man. Only a Compliment, Madam. 

Lady Grace. A Compliment! 
| Man. Yes, Madam, in rather turning myſelf out of 
Deors than her. 


Lady Grace. Don't you think, that would be going 
too far ? 

Mar. I don't know but it might, Madam ; for, in 
ſtrict Juſtice, I think ſhe ought rather to go, than I. 

Lady Grace. This is new Doctrine, Mr. Manly. 

Man. As old, Madam, as Lowe, Honour, and Obey ! 
When a Woman will ſtop at nothing that's wrong, why 
ſhould a Man balance any thing that's right. 

Lady Grace. Bleſs me but this is fomenting thing 

Man. Fomentations, Madam, are ſometimes neceflary 
to diſpel Tumours : tho' I don't directly adviſe my Lord 
to do this This is only what, upon the fame Pro- 
vocation, I would do myſelf. 

Lady Grace. Ay! ay | You would do Bachelors 
Wives, indeed, are finely govern'd. 

Man. If the married Mens were as well I am apt 
to think we ſhould not ſee ſo many mutual Plagues 
taking the Air, in ſeparate Coaches 

Lady Grace. Well! but ſuppoſe it your own Caſe ; 
would you part with a Wife, becauſe ſhe now and then 
ſtays out, in the beſt Company ? 

Lord Town. Well ſaid, Lady Grace ! come, ſtand up 


for the Privilege of your Sex ! This is like to be a warm 
— 


Man. 
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Man. Madam, I think a Wife, after Midnight, has 
no Occaſion to be in better Company than her Huſ- 
band's ; and that frequent unreaſonable Hours make the 
| beſt Company — the worſt Company ſhe can fall into. 

Lady Grace. Butif People of Condition are to keep 
company with one another ; how is it poſſible to be 
done unleſs one conforms to their Hours ? 

Man. I can't find, that any Woman's good Breeding 
obliges her to conform to other People's Vices. 

Lord Town. I doubt, Child, here we are got a little 
on the wrong fide of the Queſtion. 


Lady Grace. Why ſo, my Lord? I can't think the 


Caſe ſo bad, as Mr. Manly lates 1 of 


lity are not ty'd down to "the Rules of thoſe, 44 2 


their Fortunes to make. 
Man. No People, 
to ſome Rules, that have Fortunes to loſe. 


rd of the A 


thing more for it. 
Lord Town. Well, what fay you to that, Manly ? 


Man. Why, roth my Lord, I have ſomething to 


Lady Grace. Ay! that I ſhould be glad to hear now ! 
Lord Town. Out with it! 


Man. 'Then in one Word, this, my Lord, I have often 


thought that the Miſ conduct of my Lady has, in a 
great Meaſure, been owing to your Lordſhip's Treatment 
of her. 

Lady Grace. Bleſs me 

Lord Town. My Treatment! 

Man. Ay, my Lord, you ſo idoliz'd her before Mar- 
riage, that you even indulg'd her, like a Miſtreſs, after 
it: In ſhort, you continu'd the Lover, when you ſhould 
have taken up the Husband. 

Lady Grace. O frightful ! this is worſe than t'other! 
can a Husband love a Wife too well ! 

Man. As ealy, Madam, as a Wife may love her 
Husband too little. 

Lord Town. So! you two are never like to agree, I 


Lady Grace. 


Madam, are above being ty'd down 


Pooh ! I'm ſure, if you were to take my 55 
Argument, you would be able to ſay Rs 


9 EY r - 22 2 4 
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Lady Grace. Don't be politive, Brother; -I am afraid 
we are ” both of a Mind already. ¶ 4fde.] And do you, 
at this rate, ever hope to be married, Mr. Manly ? 

Man. Never, Madam; till I can meet with a Wo. 
man that likes my Doctrine. 

Lady Grace. Tis pity but your Miſtreſs ſhould hear it. 
Man. Pity me, Madam, when I marry the Woman 

that won't hear it. 
Lady Grace. I think, at leaſt, he can't ay, that's me. 
[ Aide. 

Man. And ſo, my Lord, by giving her more Power 
than was needful, ſhe has none where ſhe wants it; hav- 
ing ſuch intire Poſſeſſion of you, ſhe is not Miſtreſs of 
herſelf! And, Mercy on us! how many fine Womens 
Heads have been turn'd upon the ſame Occaſion ! | 

Lord Town. O Manly 'tis too true] there's the Source 
of my Diſquiet ' ſhe knows, and has abus'd her Power! 
Nay, I am ſtill fo weak {with ſhame I ſpeak it) 'tis not 
an Hour ago, that in the midit of my Impatience——L 
gave her another Bill for Five Hundred to throw away. 

Man. Well—myv Lord! to let you | fee I am ſometimes 
upon the fide of Good-nature, I won't abſolutely blame 
you ; for the greater your Indulgence, the more you 
have to reproach her with. 

Lady Grace. Ay, Mr. Mandy. here now, I begin to 
come in with you: Who knows, oy Lord, you may 
have a good Account of your Kindneſs ! 

Man. That, I am afraid, we had not beſt depend 
upon : But fince you have had ſo much Patience, my 
Lord, even go on with it a Day or two more ! and upon 
her Ladyſhip's next Sally, be a little rounder in your 
Expoſtulation ; if that don't work drop her ſome cool 
Hints of a determin'd Reformation, and leave her— 
to breakfaſt upon em. 

Lord Town. You are perfedtly right ! how valuable i is 
a Friend, in our Anxiety ! 

Man. Therefore to divert that, my Lord, ] beg, for 
the preſent, we may call another Cauſe. 

Lady Grace. Ay! for Goodneſs ſake ts have done 
with this. 

Lord Town, With all my Heart. 

B 


Lady Gre ce. 


rr 


| Joon Worthland. wn, 


26 7e PRovok'd HuspanD; or, 


Lady Grace. Have you no News abroad, Mr. Manly? 
Man. A pr ofs ] have ſome, Madam; and I be- 


lieve, my Lord, as extraordinary in its kind 


Lord Tewn. Pray let's have it, 

Man. Do you know, that your Country Neighbour, 
and my wiſe Kinſman, Sir Francis Wronghead, is com- 
ing to Town with his whole Family? 

Lord Toten. The Fool! what can be his Buſineſs here? 

Man. Oh! of the laſt Importance, I'll aſſure you 


No leſs than the Buſineis of the Nation. 


Lord Town. Explain | 
Man. He has carried his Election 


—againſt Sir 

Lord Teen. The Duce ! what! for for 

Alan. The iamous Borough of Guzz/ed;avn “ 

Lord Tosu. A proper Repreſentative, indeed. 

Lady Grace. Pray, Mr. Mas ly, don't I know him ? 
Nanu. You have cid with him, Madam, when I was 
laſt down with my Lord, at Billucnt. 

Lady Grace. Was not that he, that got a little merry 
before Dinner, and overſet the Tea-table, in making his 
Compliments to my Lady? | | 

Mun. I he fame. | | 7 

Lad Grace Pray what are his Circumſtances ? I know 


but very little of him. 


Man. Then he is worth your knowing, I can tell 
E Madam. lis Eſtate, if clear, I believe, might 
e a good two thouſand Pounds a Year : Though as it 
was leit him, ſaddled with two Jointures, and two 
weighty Mortgages upon it, there is no ſaying what it 
15- — hut that he might Le ſore never to mend it, 
he married a profuſe young Hutly, for Love, with- 


out a penny of Mony! Thus having, lice his brave 


Anceſtars, provided [leirs for the Family (for his 
Dove breeds like a tame Fiocon) he now finds Chil- 
dren and Intereit-Money make tuch a bawling as 
bout his Ears, that, at lai:, he has taken the friend- 
ly Advice of iis Kinſman, the good Lord Dangle- 
ecuri, to run is hate two thouſand Pounds more in 
Deot, ta the winvle Management of what's left 


into „% Tands, that he may be at leiſure 


himſelf 


„ 


Sir Francis was Heir at Law to: But 
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himſelf to retrieve his Affairs, by being a Parliament- 
Man. 

Lord Town. A moſt admirable Scheme, indeed ! 

Man And with this Politic Proſpect, he's now upon 
his Journey to London 

Lord Town. What can it end in? 

Man. Pooh ! a Journey into the Country again. 

Lord Tecon. Do you think he'll ftir, 'till his Mony's 
gone ? or at leaſt, till the Seflion is over? 

Man. If my Intelligence is right, my Lord, he won't 


_ fit long enough to give his Vote for a Turnpike. 


Lord Town. How fo ? 

Aan, O] a bitter Buſineſs! he had ſcarce a Vote, in 
the whole Town, beſide the Returning Officer: Sir 7% 
will certainly have it heard at the Bar of the Houle, and 


ſend him about his Bufinels ; again. 


Lord Jesu. Then he has made a fine Buſineſs of it 
indeed. 


Man. Which, as far as my little Intereſt will go, mall 
be done, in as few Days as poſſible. | 
Lady Grace. But why would you ruin the * Gentle - 


man's Fortune, Mr. Manly? 


Man. No, Madam, I would only ſpoil his Project, to 
ſave his Fortune. 


Lady Grace, How are you concern'd enough, to do 


| eltaer ? 


Man. Why ad have ſome Obligations to the Fami- 
ly, Madam : I enjoy at this time a pretty Eſtate, which 
by his being 


a Booby ; the laſt Will of an obſtinate old Uncle gave 
it to me. | 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. [to Man.] Sir, here's one of your Servants from 
your Houſe, deſires to ſpeak with you. 


Man. Will you give him leave to come in, my 
Lord? 


Lord Town, Sir the Ceremon/'s of your own 
—_— 


B 2 Enter 
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Enter Manly's Servant. 


Ilan. Well, James!“ what's the Matter now? 

James. Sir, here's John Mecody's juſt come to Town; 
he fays Sir Francis, and all the Family, will be here 
to-night, and is in a great Hurry to ſpeak with you. 

Alan. Where is he ? 

James, At our Houſe, Sir : He has been gaping and 
ſtumping about the Streets, in his dirty Boots, and ask- 
ing every one he meets, if they can tell him where he 
may have a good Lodging for a Parliament Man, *till 
he can hire a handſome whole Houſe, fit for all his Fa- 
mily, for the Winter. 

Man. I am afraid, my Lord, I muſt wait upon Mr. 
Mcady. 
Lond Town. Pr 'ythee ! let's have him here: He will 


divert us. 


Man. O my Lord! he's ſuch a Cub! Not but he's 


ſo near Common Senſe, that he ow for a Wit in 
the Family. | 

Lady Grace. I beg of all things, we may have him : : 
I am in love with Nature, let her Dreſs be never fo 
homely! 

Man. Then defire him to come hither, James. 

[Eri James. 

Lady Grace. Pray what may be Mr. Mocdy's Poſt ? 

Mas. Oh! his Maitre d' Hotel, his Butler, his Bailiff, 
his Hind, his Huntſman; and ſometimes—— his Com- 

1 

Lord Town. It runs in my Head, that the Moment 
this Knight has ſet him down in the Houſe, he will get 
np, to give them the earlieſt Proof, of what Importance 
he is to the Public, in his own Coun 

Man. Yes, and when they have AT him, he will 
find, that his utmoſt Importance ftands valued at 
ſometimes being invited to Dinner. 


Lady Grace. And her Ladyſhip, I ſuppoſe, will make 
as conſiderable a Figure, in her Sphere too. 

Man. That yon may depend upon: For (if I don't 
miſtake) ſhe has ten times more of the Jade in her, than 

ſhe yet knows of: And ſhe will ſo i improve in this rich 
2 ol 


5 

0 
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Soil, in a Month, that ſhe will viſit all the Ladies, 
that will let her into their Houſes : And run in Debt to all 
the Shop-keepers that will let her into their Books : 
In ſhort, before her Important Spouſe has made five 
Pounds, by his Eloquence, at We/tminfter ; ſhe will have 
loſt five hundred at Dice and Quadrille, in the Pariſh of 
St. James 8. | | 3 
Lord 7own. So that, by that time he is declared un- 


duly elected, a Swarm of Duns will be ready for their 
Money; and his Worſhip will de ready for a Jail. 


Man. Yes, yes, that I reckon will cloſe the Account 
of this hopetul Journey to Loxdon——But ſee here comes 


the Fore-horſe of the Team | 


Enter John Moody. 


Oh! Honeſt Jahn“ 


John Moody. Ad's waunds, and heart! Meaſter A, 
I'm glad I ha' fun ye. Lawd ! lawd! give me a Buss! 
Why that's friendly naw ! Fleth! | thought we ſhould 


never ha” got hither! Well! and how d' ye do, Meaſter? 


—— Good lack! I beg Pardon, for my Bawicdnels 
I] did not fee, at his Honour was here. | | 
Lord Town. Mr. Moody, your Servant: I am glad to 
ſee you in London. | hope all the good Family is well. 
Jehn Mandy, Thanks be prai d your Honour, they 
are all ia pretty good Heart; thof we have had a power 
of Croſſes upo 1 Road. | 
Lady Grace. I hope my Lady has had no hurt, Mr. 


Moody. 


John Mody. Noa, and pleaſe your Ledyſhip, ſhe 
was never in better Humour: There's Mony enough 
ſtirring now. 

Man, What has been the Matter, John. 

Fohn Moady. Why, we came up in ſuch a Hurry, you 
mun think, that our Tackle was not ſo tight as it 
ſhould be. 

Man. Come, tell us all- Pray how do they 
travel ? ” — 


Fobn Moody. Why the awld Co: ch, Meaſter, and 
'cauſe my Lady loves to do things handſom, to be ſure, 
ſhe would have a couple of Cart-horſes clapt to th' four 
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old Geldings, that Neighbours might ſee ſhe went up 


t Londen in her Coach md Six ! And fo Giles Joulter, the 
Plowman, rides Poſtillion! 


Man. Very well! The Journey ſets out as it thould 


do. [| 1/ice.) What, do they bring all the Children with 


them too? 

Jahn Mecd). Noa, noa, only the younk Squoire, and 
Mis Jenay. The other Five ate all out at board, at 
half a Crown a lead, a We:k, with Jeu Grewye at 
Smote-Dunghiii Farm. 


Man. Good-agaiu ! a right Engl Academy for 


younger Children! 


Town Miody. Ar on, Sir. [N: underflanding 75 nt. 


La y Crace. Poor Souls! What will become of em? 

John INlondy. Nay, nay, for that Matter, Madam, 
they arc in very good Hands: u loves 'um as thof' 
they were all her own :; For he was Wet Nurſe to every 
Mother's Babe of 'um—— Ay, ay, tney'll neer want 
for a Belly- iul t ere! 1 

= ady Grace.” hat Simplicity! 4 

en. Vhe Luc 'n Mercy oon all good Folks ! What 
V, oike will theſe People make [ Holding up tis Hands. 

1. ord Jer. And when do you expect them here, John? 

Jen Med. Why we were in hopes to ha' come 
Yeiterday, an' 5 had no* been, that th' owld Wheaze- 
belly Horſe tyr'd: And then we were fo cruelly loaden, 
that he tro Fore-Wheels came craſh! down at once, in 
Bi. argon. u. Lane, and there we lot tour Hours fore 
we cou'd ſet things to rights again. 
lan. So they bring all their Baggage with the Coach 
then ? 
 Febn Moody, Ay, ay, and good Store on't there i 
Why, my Lady's Geer alone were as much as fill'd 
four Portmantel Trunks, beſide the great Deal-Box, 
that heavy Ralph and the Monkey fit upon behind. 

Lord Town. Lady Grace. and Manu. Ha! ha, ha! 

Lady Grace. Well, Mr. Mocd), and pray how many 
.are they within the Coach ? 

John Nlocdy. Why there's my Lady, oy” his Worſhip; 
and the younk Squcire, and Miſs Ferny, and the tat 
Lap- -Dog, and my Lady's Maid, Mrs. Har dy, _ 
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And I find that the bell 
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Doll Tripe the Cook, that's all Only Doll puked a 
little with riding backward, fo they hoitted her into the 
Coach-Box—And then her Stomach was eaſy. 
Lady Grace, Oh! I ſee em! I ſee em go by me. Ah! 
ha! [ Laug91g. 
Fehn Mood. Then you mun think, Meaſter, there was 
ſome Stowage for the Belly, as well as th' Back too; 
Children are apt to be famiſlit upo? the Road; fo we had 
ſuch Cargoas of Plumb-Cake, and Baskets of Tongues, 
and Biſcuits, and Cheeſe, and cold boil'd Beef——And 
then, in caſe of Sickneſs, Bottles of Cherry Brandy, 


Plague water, Sack, Tent, and Strong beer ſo plenty as 


made th' owld Coach crack again! Mercy upon them 
and ſend 'em all well to Town, I ſay. 
Man. Ay! And well out on't again, John. 
| John Mood. Ods bud! Meaſter, you're a wife Mon; and 
for that Matter, ſo am I Whoam's whoam, I ſay 
I'm fure we ha got but little Good, e'er fn' we turr'd 
our Backs on't. Nothing but Miſchief! Some Devils. 


Trick or other plagued us, aw th' Dey lung! Crack! 


goes ove thing: Bawnce! goes another. Won, fas 
Rog er Then ſowſe ! we are all fr faßt in a Slough, 
Whaw! cries Miſs! Scream go the Nialds! and bas“, 
juſt as thof' they were fuck! and ſo Mercy on us! this 
was the Trade from Alorning to Night. Bet my Lady 
was in ſuch a murrain hatte to be here, that ro out the 


would, thof' I told her, it was Ciiiirmas ay. 


Man. | heſe Ladies, theſe Ladies, 7. —— 
John Need. Ah, Mealtier? lia {cn a little of 'em; 
when He's mended, went 


ha' much Goodneſs to ſpare 
Lord Tex ». Weil faid, Yun. Ha! ha! 
Man. I hope at lea, you and your good Woman 
agree ſtill. | 
Fehn Mord. Ay! ay! much of a Muchneſs. Prigget 


| ſticks to me: Tho? as for her Goodneſs - Why, the was 


willing to come to Lerden too But hawld a Bit! 
Noa, noa, ſays I, there may be Miichief enough done, 


Without you. 


Mau. Why that was bravely ſpoken, V, and like a 
Man. | | 
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Torn Mood. Ah, weaſt Heart, were Meafter but hawf 
tie Mon that I am  Ocds wookers ! thof' he'll 
ſpeak ſtawtly too ſometimes — Bat then he conno'” 
hawld it —— no! be conno' hawld it. 

Lord Tou. Lady Grace. Man, Ha! ha! ha! 

John Mond. Ods fleſn! But I mun hye me whoam ! 
th' Coach wilt be coming every Hour naw— but 


Mc: aiter charg'd me to find your Worſhip out; for he 
has hugey Buſineſs with you; and will certainly wait 


upon you, by that time he can put on a clean Neckcloth. 
Man. O Fobn! Fil wait upon him. 

Fecha Mood. Why you wonno' be fo kind, wull ye ? 

Alan. It you'll tell me where ycu lodge. 

John Mod. Juſt i'th' Street next to where your Worſhip 
dwel!s, the Sign of the Coden Ball. 
over; where they fell Ribbands and * and other 
fort of Geer for Gentlewomen. 

Man. A Milliner's? 

Jobn Mocd. Ay, ay, one Mrs. Motherly : Waunds ! ſhe 
has a Couple of clever Girls there ſtitching i'th' Fore- 
room. 

Man. Yes, yes, ſhe's a Woman of good Buſineſs, no 
doubt on't——— Who recommended that Houie to you, 
John? 

Jiu Med. The greateſt good Fortune in the World. 
fare | Por as I was gaping about Sticers, who ſhould 
book out of the Window there, but the fine Gentleman, 
tiit was always riding by or Coach Side, at 2% Races 
— (coun:— 3. Lot ; z ay that's ke. 

Alan. Baſet? Oh, I remember ? 1 know him by 
Sight. 
> bn Mecd. Well! to be ſure, as civil a Gentleman, 

to fee to 

Man. As any Sharper in Town. [Alide. 

Zehn Med. At York, he us'd to breakfaſt with my _ 
every Morning. 

Man. Yes, yes, and I ſuppoſe her Ladyſhip will re- 
turn his Compliment here in Town. [ Afede. 

John Mood. Well, Meaſter 


Lord Town. My Service to Sir Fr, rancis, and my Lady, 
Lady 


Jioebu. 


It's Gold all 


Goodneſs bleſs and preſerve you. 


Share of the Compliment 
become of us! 
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Lady Grace. And mine, pray Mr. Moody, 


John Mood. Ay, your Honors, they Il be pound on d. 
I dare ſay. 


Man. I'll bring my Compliments myſelf: So, honeft 


Jobn. 


Fohn Mood. Dear Meaſter Manly ? the Goodneſs of 


[Exit John Moody. 
Lord Town. What a natural Creature tis 


Lady Grace. Well! I can't but think John, in a wet 
Afternoon in the Country, mult be very good Com- 


pany. 


Lord Town. O] the Tramontanc! If this were known 
at half the Qxadrille-Tables in Town, they would lay 


down their Cards to laugh at you, 


Lady Grace. And the Minute they took fem up again 
they would do the ſame at the Loſers But to let 
you ſee, that I think good Company may ſometimes 


want Cards to keep them together: what think vou, it 


we three fat ſoberly down, to kill an Hour at Ombre ? 
Man. I ſhall be too hard for you, Madam. 
Lady Grace. No matter! I ſhall have as much Adyva- 
tage of my Lord, as you have of me. 
Lord Town. Say you fo, Madam ; Have at you, chen! 


Here! Get the ( e-Table, and Cards. 


— Lord Townly. 
I know you 


Lady Grace. Come, Mr. Mandy 
don' t forgive me now ! 

Man. I don't know whether J . to forgive your 
thinking ſo, Madam. Where do you imagine | could 


paſs my Time fo agreeably ? 


$4 Grace. I'm ſorry my Lord is not here to take hi- 
But he'll wonder what”: 


Man, I'tl follow in a Moment, A 


| [Exit Lady Grace. 
It — be ſo She ſees I love her—— yet with 


| what unoffending Decency ſhe avoids an Explanation? 
How amiable is every Hour of her Conduct? What a 
vile Opinion have I had of the whole Sex, for theſe ten 
Years paſt, which this ſenſible Creature has recover'd 
in leis than One ? Such a Companion, ſure, might com- 


B 5 e 
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penſate all the irkſome Diſappointments, that Pride, 


Folly, and F alſhood ever gave me ! 


Could Women regulate, like her, their Lives, 
What Haulcyon Days were in the Gift of Wives! 
Vain Rovers, then, might envy what they tate ; 


And only Fools would mock the Married State. — 


ACT un $CENE L 
Mrs. Motherly's Houſe. 


Enter Caunt Batlet and Ars. MU other] y. 


Count By/. 1 TELL you a not ſuch a Family in 

Englani, for you ! Bo you think I would 
have gone out of your Lodgings for any Body, that was 
* fure to make you ealy ior the Winter ? 

/orh. Nay, I lee nothing againit it, Sir, but the 
8 5 being 2 Parliament- Man; and when People 
may, a it were, chin one Impertinent, or be out of 
Hemour, you know, hen a Body comes to ask for one's 
own 

Count Boy. Phah ! Priythee never trouble thy Head 
Ulis Pay is as good as the Bank! 
two thouſand a Tear ! 

Meath. Alas-a-day ! that's 3 Your People of 
ten thouſand a Year, have ten thouſand things to do 
with it. 

Count Za/. Nay, if you are afraid of being cut of your 


Money ; what do you think of going a little with me, 
| Mrs. Mother! ? 


Meth. As how ? 


Count B Wiyl have a Game in my Hand, in which, 


if you'll croup me, that is, help me to pay 1 it, you Mall 
80 bve — ta . 


Math. 


Why, he has above 


* 
— AS a "7 


faſt, and paſs an idle Hour with her 
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Meth. Say you ſo?— Why then, I go, Sir 
and now pray let's ſee your Game. 

Count Ba/. Look you in one Word, my Cards lie thus 
When I was down this Summer at Tors, I happen'd 
to lodge in the fame Houke with this Knight's Lady, 
that's now coming to lodge with you. 

Moth. Did you fo, Sir ? 

Count Ba/. And ſometimes had the Honour to Break- 


Meth, Very good; and here | ſuppole you would have 
the Impudence to Sup, and be buſy with her. 
Count Baſ. Pſhah! pr'ythee hear me! 


Moth. Is this your Game? I would not give Sixpence TT 
| for it! What, you have a Paſſion for her Pin- Mone 


no, no, Country Ladies are not fo fluſh of it! 
Croce Baj. Nay, if you won't have Patience 
Moth. One had need to have a good deal, I ain ſure, 
to hear you talk at this rate ! Is this your way of making 
my poor Niece Myrtilla ealy ! 


Count Baſ. Death! I ihall do it flill, if the Woman 


will but let me ſpeak 
Moth. Had not you a Letter from her this Morning? 
Count Bay. I have it here in my Pocket this is it. 
Hees it aud furs it up again, 

Meth. Ay, but don't find you have made any An- 
fwer to it. 

Count Ba/. How the Devil can I, if you won't hear me! 

AMzth. What! hear you talk of another Woman ? 

Count Ba/. O lud! O lud! I tell you, I'll make her 
Fortune——'Ounds ! PII marry her. 

Moth. A likely matter! it you would not do it when 
ſhe was a Maid, your Stomach is not ſo ſharp ſet now, 
I preſume. 

Count Ba/. Hey day! why your Head begins to turn, 


my Dear the Devil! you did not think 1 propos d to 


marry her myſelf ! 


Moth. If you don' t, who=the Devil do you think will 


marry her ? 
Count Ba Why, a Fool 


Meth. tlumph | there may be Senſe in that 
Count By. Very good One tor t'other then; if [ 
can 
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can help her to a Husband, why ſhould not you come 

into my Scheme of helping me to a Wiſe? 

: Mer. 

Affair, you know you may command me but pray 
where is this blefled Wiſe and Husband to be had ? 

Count Ba/. Now have a little Patience You muſt 

know then, this Country Knight, and his Lady, bring 


up, in the Coach with them, their eldeſt Son and a 


Daughter, to teach them ro——wath their Faces, and 
turn their Toes out. | | | 
Moth. Good! | 


| Count Ba, The Son is an unlick'd Whelp, about fix- 


teen, juſt taken from School ; and _ to hanker after 
every Wench in the Family: The Davghter, much of 


the ſame Age, a pert, forward Huſſy, who having eight 


thouſand Pound left her by an old doting Grandmother, 
ſeems to have a deviliſh Mind to be doing in her Way 
to) | | 


Alb. And your Deſign is, to put her into Buſineſs 


for Life ? 


Count Bay; Look you, in ſhort, Mrs. Metherly, we | 


Gentlemen, whoſe occaſional Chariots roll, only, upon 
the four Aces, are liable ſometimes, you know, to have 
2 Wheel out of Order: Which, I confeis, is ſo much my 
Caſe at preſent, that my Dapple Gravs are reduc'd to 
a Pair of Ambling Chairmen : Now, if with your Af- 
filtance, I can whip up this young Jade into a Hackney- 


Coach, I may chance, in a Day or two after, to carry 


her in my own Chari», en famiil:, to an Opera. Now 
what do you ſay to me ? 

Moth. Why, I ſhall not ſleep 
it. But how will you prevent the Family's ſmoking your 
Defign ? 

Ce Baſ. By renewing my Addreſſes to the Mother. 

Meth. And how will the Daughter like that, think you? 
Count Ba. Very well———whiitt it covers her own 
Affair 


11245. That's true it muſt do 1 f 
ſay, One for t other Sir, [ ſtick to that — if you don't do | 


my Niece's Buſineſs with the San, I'll blow you with the 
Daughter, depend upon't, | 
- Count 


Your Pardon, Sir! ay! ay! in an honourable 


for thinking of 


| 
| 


ö 
| 
N 
. 
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Count Ba/. It's a — as we go, I tell you, and 


the five hundred ſhall be in a third Hand. 
Moth. That's honeſt But here comes my Niece ! 
ſhall we let her into the Secret? 


Count Baſ. Time enough! may be, I may touch upon it. 
hs Enter Myrtilla. | h 
Meth. So Niece, are all the Rooms done out, and the 


| Beds ſheeted ? 


Myr. Yes, Madam, but Mr. Mocdy tells us the Lady 


always burns Wax, in her own Chamber, and we hos 
none in the Houte. | | | 


Meth. Odſo! then I muſt beg your Pardon, Count; 


this is a buſy Time you know. [Exit Mrs. Motherly, 


Count Ba. Mzrtila ! how doſt os do, Child ? 
Myr, As well as a loſing Gameiter can. 
Count Ba/. Why, what have you lok ? | 
Myr. What I ſhall never recover; and what's worſe, 
you that have won it, don't ſeem to be much the better 
tor't. 3 | 


Count Ba/. Why Child, doſt thou ever ſee any body over- 


joy'd for winning a deep Stake, fix Months after tis over. 


Myr. Would I had never play d tor it! | 

Count Ba/. Pſhah ! Hang theſe melancholy Thoughts ! 
we may be Friends ſtill. 1 

Mr. Dull anes. | 

Count Ba/. Uſeful ones perhaps ſuppoſe I ſhould 
help thee to a good Husband ? | | 

Myr. I ſuppole you'll think any one good enough, 
that will take me off o' your hands, 

Count Ba/. What do you think of the young Country 
'Squire, the Heir of the Family, that's coming to lodge 
here ? | 

Myr. How ſhould I know what to think of him ? 
Count Baſ. Nay, I only give you the Hint, Child; it 
may be worth your while, at leaſt, ta look about you 
Hark ! what Buſtle's that without. | | 


Enter Mrs. Motherly in haſte. 


1th. Sir! Sir! the Gentleman's Coach is at the 
Door! they are all come! 


Count 
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Count Ba/. What, already? 

Moth. They are juſt getting out won't you ſtep 
and lead in my Lady? Do you be in the way, Niece ! 
I muſt run and receive them. [Exit Mrs. Motherly. 

Count Ba/. And think of what I told you. [Ex: Count. 

Mr. Ay! ay! you have left me enough to think of, 
as long as I live -a faithleſs Fellow! I am ſure, I 
have been true to him; and for that only Reaſon, he 
wants to be rid of me: But while Women are weak, Men 
will be Rogues! And for a Bane to both their Joys and 
ours; when our Vanity indulges them, in ſuch innocent 
Favours as make them adore us; we can never be well, 
_ *rill we grant them the very one, that puts an end to 
their Devotion But here comes my Aunt, and the 
Company. 5 


Mrs. Motherly returns, ſhewing in Lady Wronghead, 
led by Count Ballet. 


Moth. If your Ladyſhip pleaſes to walk into this Par. 
| Tour, Madam, only for the preſent, till your Servants 
have got all your Things in. 

Lady Wrong. Well! dear Sir, this is fo infinitely oblig- 
ing! ! proteſt it gives me Pain tho”, to turn you out 
of your Lodging thus! „„ 

Count Ba/. No Trouble in the leaſt, Madam; we ſingle 
Fellows are ſoon mov'd; beſides, Mrs. Mzatherly's my 
old Acquaintance, and I could not be her Hindrance. 

Moth. The Count is fo well-bred, Madam, I dare ſay 
he would do a great deal more, to accommodate your 


Ladyſnip. 
Lady Vreng. O dear Madam !——P2A? good well bred 
' ſort of a Woman. [ Apart to the Count. 


Count Ba/. O Madam, ſhe is very much among People 
of Quality, ſhe is ſeldom without them, in her Houſe. 

Lady Wrong. Are there a good many People of Quality 
in this Street, Mrs. Motherly ? 

Moth, Now your Ladyſhip is here, Madam, I don't 
believe there is a Houſe without them. Ok 

Lady Wrong. | am mighty glad of that: for really I 
think People of Quality ſhould always live among one 
another. | 

Count 


A Journney LONDON. 39 
Count 3a. Tis what one would chooſe indeed, 
Madam. 


Lady Wrong. Bleſs me! but where are the Children all 
this while ? 
Moth. Sir Francis, Madam, I dolleve 1 is taking care of 
them. 

Sir Fran. [within. J Jen Moody! ſtay you by the 
Coach, and fee all our Things out—Come, Children. 

Meth. Here they are, Madam. 


Enter Sir Francis, Squire Richard, and Mi, Jenny. 


Sir Fran. Well, Count! I mun a ſay it, this was koynd, 
indeed ! 


Count Baſ. Sir Francis? give me leave to bid you 
welcome to Lender. 

Sir Fran. Pihah! how doſt do, Mon Waunds, 
I'm glad to ſee thee ! A good fort of a Houſe this 

Count Baſ. Is not that Maſter Richard ? 


Sir Fran. Ey! Ey! that's young hopetul why 
doit not baw, Dice? 

Squ. Rich. So ] do, Feyther. 

Count Ba. Sir I'm glad to ſee you [ proteſt 


Mrs. Fane is grown fo, I thould not have known her. 
S.r Fran. Come forward, Jenny. 


Jenny. Sure, Papa, do you think I don't know how to 
behave myielf ? 


Count Baſ. If I have Permiſſion to approach her, ir 


Francis. 
Fenny. Lord, Sir, I'm in ſuch a fcightful Pickle 
[ Salute. 
Count Baſ. Every Dreſs that's proper muſt become 
you, Madam. you have been a long Journey. 
5 Jenny. | hope you will ſee me in a better, to-morrow, 
Sir. 
[Laay Wrong. wwhijpers Mrs. Moth. pointing to Myrtilla. 
Meth. Only a Niece of mine, Madam, tuat lives with 
me: ſhe will be proud to give your Ladyſhip any 
Alliſtance in her Power. 
Lady Wrong. A pretty fort of a young Woman=— 
Jeuny, you two mult be acquainted, 


Jenny. 
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Jenny. O, Mamma ! | am never firange, in a ſtrange 
Place! [ Sa/uics Myr tilla. 


Mr. You do me a great deal of Honour, Madam 
Madam, your Lady ſhip's welcome to London. 

Jenny. Mamma! | like her prodigiouſly ! ſhe call'd 
me my Ladyſhip. 

Squ. Rich. Pray Mother, mayn't I be acquainted with 
"Pao. Tos ! yoo Chae? fag "8 you hams 

Lady Wrong. You ! you Clown! flay till earn A 
little x Huck Breeding firit. OR TA - 

Sir Fran. Od's Heart! my Lady Wroxghead! why 
do you balk the Lad? how ſhould he ever learn Breed- 
ing, if he does not put himſelf forward: 

Squ. Rich. Why ay, Feather, does Moather think at 
T'd be uncivil to her? 

Myr. Maſter has ſo much Good-humour, Madam, he 
would ſoon gain upon any Body. [He Kiffes xlyr. 
Sgqu. Rich. Lo? you there, Moather: and you would 
but be quiet, ſhe and I ſhould do well enough. 

Lady Wrong. Why, how now, Sicrah ! Boys muſt not 
be ſo familiar 


'$qu. Rich. Why, an I know no body, haw the Mur- 


rain mun I paſs my Time here, in a ſtrange Place? Naw 
you and I, and Siſter, forſooth, ſometimes, in an After- 
noon, may play at One and thirty Bone-Ace, purely. 


F = . Speak for yourſelf, Sir! D'ye think I play at 


ich Clowniſh Games? 
Spu. Rich. Why and you woant yo' ma' let it aloane ; 


then ſhe, and I, mayhap, will have a bawt at All fours, 


without you. 
Sir Fran. Noa! Noa! Dick, that won't do neither ; 

| you mun learn to make one at Ombre, here, Child. 
Mr. If Maſter pleaſes, I'll ſhew it him. 

| on Rich. What! the Humber! Hoy day! why does 

our River run to this Tawn, Feather ? „„ 

Sir Fran. Poch ! you filly Tony ! Ombre is a Geam at 


\ 


Cards, that the better Sort of People play three together at. 


Squ. Rich. Nay the moare the merrier, I ſay; but 
Siſter is always ſo croſs grain'd 8 
Jenny. Lord! this Boy is enough to deaf People 


and one has really been ſtuft up in a Coach ſo long, 
that 


t 
P 
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that Pray Madam could not I get a little 
Powder for my Hair ? 4 

Myr. If you pleaſe to come along with me, Madam. 
[Exeunt Myr. and Jenny. 
 Sqgu. Rich. What has Siſter ta en her away naw ! meſs, 
PI! go and have a little game with em. [Ex. after them. 
Lady Wrong. Well, Count, I hope you won't fo far 
change your Lodgings, but you will come, and be at 
home here ſometimes ? 
Sir Fran. Ay, ay! prythee come and take a bit of 
* with us, naw and tan, when thouh'ſt nowght 
to do. | 


Count Baſ. Well, Sir Francis, you ſhall find I'll wake 


but very little Ceremony. 
Sir Fran. Why ay naw, that's hearty! | 
Moth. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to refreſh yourſelf, 
with a Diſh of Tea, after your Fatigue ? I think I have 
pretty good. 1 „ 
Lady Mrong. If you pleaſe, Mrs. Motherly ; but I be- 
lieve we had beſt have it above Stairs, 


Moth, Very well, Madam : it ſhall be ready imme- 


diately. EY [ Exit Mrs. Motherly. 
Lady Myong. Won't you walk up, Sir ? 

Sir Fran. Mocdy ! | | 
Count By/. Shan't we ſtay for Sir Franc:r, Madam? 

Lady Ji rong. ard! dont miad him! he will come if 
he likes it. 

Sir Fran, Ay, ay! ne'er heed me- | ha' things 


to look after. [Exeunt Lady Wrong. and Count Bat. 


Enter John Moody. 
ab Moody. Did you Worſhip want muh? 

— Fran. Ay, is the Coach clear'd? and all our 
Things in ? 

Jobn Moody. Aw but a few Band-boxes, and the Nook 
that's left o'th' Gooſe P But a Plague on him, 

th' Monkey has gin us p flip, I think | ſuppoſe 
he's goon to ſee his Relations; for here looks to be a 
Power of um in this Tawn but heavy Ralph is 
ſkawer'd after him, | 

Sir Fran. Why, let him go to the Devil! no m_ 


ä 


e e . * 8 
: - 8. — — 


OY X 2 ls A — 


D 
— — 


42 The PRO vok'p Hus BA p; or, 


and the Hawnds had had him a Month agoe 
but I wiſh the Coach and Horſes were got ſafe to th' 
Inn! This is a ſharp Tawn, we mun look about us 


here, John, therefore I would have you go alung with 


Roger, and ſee that nobody runs away with them before 
they get to the Stable. 
Jobs Moody. Alas-a-day, Sir: I believe our awld Cattle 
woant yeaſily be run away with to-night—but howſom- 
dever, we'ſt ta' the beſt care we can of um, poor Sawls. 
Sir Fran. Well, well! make hafte then 
| [Moody goes out, and returns. 
Jobn Moody. Ods Fleſh ! here's Maſter Monly come to 
wait upo* your Worſhip !. 
Sir Fran. Wheere is he? 
John Mood. Juſt coming in at Threſhould. 
Sir Fran. Then goa about your Buſineſs. [Ex. Moody. 


Enter Manly. 


Couſin Mony! Sir, J am your very humble Servant. 
Man. | heard you were come, Sir Francis - and 
Sir Fran. Odſheart ! this was ſo kindly done of you naw. 


Man. I wiſh you may think it ſo, Couſin! for I con- 


feſe, I ſhould have been better pleas'd to have ſeen you 
in any other Place. | 

Sir Fran. How ſoa, Sir? | | 

Man. Nay, tis for your own ſake : I'm not concern'd. 

Sir Fran. Look you, Couſin ! thof' I know you with 
me well; yet I don't queſtion I ſhall give you ſuch 
weighty Reaſons for what J have done, that you will 
fay, Sir, this is the wiſeſt Journey that ever I made in 
my Life. : 

Man. I think it ought to be, Couſin; for I believe, 
you will find it the moſt expenſive one—your Election 
did not coſt you a Trifle, I ſuppoſe. 5 


Sir Fran. Why ay! it's true! That that did lick a 


little; but if a Man's wiſe, (and I han't fawn'd yet that 


I'm a Fool) there are ways, Couſin, to lick one's ſelf 


whole again. | 
Man. Nay if you have that Secret | 
Sir Fan. Don't you be fearful, Couſin— — you'll 
find that I know ſomething, 


Muy, 
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Man. If it be any thing for your good, I ſhould be 


glad to know it too. 

Sir Fran. In ſhort then, I have a Friend in a Corner, 
that has let me a little into what's What, at J//minſler 
that's one Thing. 

Man. Very well! but what Good is that to do you ? 


Fir Fran. Why not me, as much as it does other 
Folks ? 


Man. Other People, I doubt, have the Advantage of 


different Qualifications. 


Sir Fran, Why ay ! there's it naw! you'll ſay that I 


have lived all my Days i'the Country—what then 
I'm o'the Querum.— 1 have been at Seſſions, and I 
have made Speeches there ! ay, and at Velux too 
and may hap they may find here, that 1 have 


brought my Tongue up to Town with me! D'ye take 
me, naw ? 


Man. If I take your Cafe right, Couſin ; I am afraid 


the firſt Occaſion you will have for your Eloquence here, 


will be, to ſheiv that you have ny Right to make uſe 
of 1 it at all. 


Sir Fran. How d ye mean ? 


Man. That Sir Job nn. has lodg' d a Petition 
againſt | vou. 


Sir Fran. Petition! why ay! a let it he n—wE U 
find a way to deal with that, I warrant you! why, 


you forget, Couſin, Sir John's o'the wrunz ide, Mon! 


Man. I doubt, Sir Francis, that will do you but little 
Service; for in Caſes very notorious {which I take yours 
to be) there is ſuch a Thing as a ſhort Day, and diſ- 
patching them immediately. 


Sir Fran. With all my Heart! the ſooner I ſend him 
home again the better. 


Man. And this is the Scheme you have laid down, to 


repair your Fortune? 
Sir Fran. In one word, Couſin, 1 [ think it my Duty ! 
the V rong hends have been a conſiderable Family, ever 


ſince England was England ; and ſince the World knows 


I have Talents where-withal ; they ſhan't ſay it's my 


Fault, if I don't make as good a r as any tha: ever 
were at tac i1c:d on't. 


Max. 
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Man. Nay ! this Project as you have laid it, will 
come up to any thing your Anceſtors have done theſe 
kve hundred Years. 

Sir Fran. And let me alone to work it! mayhap I 
| havn't told you all, neither 
Man. You aſtoniſh me ! what! and is it full as practi- 

cable as what you have told me! 
Sir Fran, Ay, thof” I ſay it——every whit, Coufin ? 
you'll find that I have more Irons the Fire than one! I 
doan't come of a Fool's Errand ! | 
Man. Very well. | £ 

Sir Fran. In a word, my Wife has got a Friend at 
Court, as well as myſelf, and her Dowghter Jenny is naw 

pretty well grown | 


Man. [ Aſide.] — And what in the Devil's Name | 


would he do with the Dowdy ? fe 

Sir Fran Naw, if I doan't lay in for a Husband for 
her, mayhap i'this Tawn, ſhe may be looking out for 

Man. Not unlikely. 3 
Sir Fran. Therefore I have ſome Thoughts of getting 
her to be Maid of Honour. OY 

Man. [ Afide.) Oh! he has taken my Breath away! 
but | muſt hear him out. Pray Sir Francis, do you 
think her Education has yer qualified her for a Court ? 

Sir Fran. Why, the Girl is a little too mettleſome, 
it's true! but ſhe has Tongue enough: She woau'r be 


daſht! Then ſhe ſhall learn to daunce forthwith, and 


that will ſoon teach her how to ſtond ſtill, you know. 

Man. Very well; but when ſhe is thus accompliſht, 

muſt ſtill wait for a Vacancy. 

Sir Fran. Why I hope one has a good Chance for that 
every Day, Couſin! For if I take it right, that's a Poſt, 
that Folks are not more willing to get into, than they 
are to get out of—lt's like an Orange-Tree, upon that 
accawnt it will bear Bloſſoms, and Fruit that's ready 
to drop, at the ſame time. ; 

Man. Well, Sir, you beſt know how to make 
good your Pretenfions ! But pray where is my Lady, 


and my young Couſins? I ſhould be glad to ſee them 
| Sir 


_—_- ah cc es 
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Sir Fran. She is but juſt taking a Diſh a Tea with the 
Count, and my Landlady——Pl call her dawn. 

Man. No, no, if the's engag'd, I ſhall call again. 

Sir Fran. Ods-heart ! but you mun ſee her naw, 
Couſin ; what! the beſt Friend I have in the World! 
Here ! Sweet-heart ! [To a Servant without. ] 
pr'ythee defire my Lady, and the Gentleman to come 
down a bit; tell her here's Coufin Manly come to wait 
upon her. 

Man. Pray, Sir, who may the Gendleman be ? | 
Sir Fran. You mun know him to be ſure; why its 
Count Baſet. 

Man. Oh! is it he ?—Your Family will be infinitely 
happy in his Acquaintance. 

Sir Fran. Troth! I think fo too: He's the civileſt 
Man that ever I knew in my Life why ! here he 
would go out of his own Lodgings, at an Hour's Warn- 
ing, purely to oblige my Family. Wane t that kind, 


naw ? 


Man. Extremely civil—the Family is in admirable 

Hands already ! 

Sir Fran. Then my Lady likes bim hugely— all the 

Time of 1ork Races, ſhe would never be without him. 
Man. That was happy indeed! and a prudent Man, 

you know, ſhould always take care that his Wife may 

have innocent Company. 


Sir Fran, Why ay ! that's it! and U think there could 
not be ſuch another ! 


Man. Why truly, for her Purpoſe, I think not. | 

Sir Fran. Ouly naw and tan, he—he ſtonds a leetle 
too much upon Ceremony; that's his Fault. 

Man. O never fear ! he'll mend that every Day—— 
Mercy on us! what a Head he has 
Sir Fran. So! here they come! 


Enter Lady Wronghead, Count Baſſet, and Mrs. Motherly. 


Lady Hrong. Couſin Manly! this is infinitely oblig- 
ing! I am extremely glad to ſee you. 


Man. Your moſt obedient Servant, Madam; I am 
; to ſee your Ladyſhip look ſo well, after your 


Over 
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Lady Wrong. Why really ! coming to Londen is apt to 
put a little more Life in one's Looks. ; 

Man. Yet the Way of living here, is very apt to 
deaden the Complexion —<—— and give me leave to tell 
you, as a Friend, Madam, you are come to the worſt 
Place in the World, for a good Woman to grow bet- 
ter in. | 

Lady Wrong. Lord, Couſin ! how ſhould People ever 
make any Figure in Life, that are always moap'd up in 
the Country? . 

Count Ba/. Your Ladyſhip certainly takes the Thing 
in a quite right Light, Madam: Mr. Manly, your 
humble Servant——a hem. | 
Man. Familiar Puppy. [ 4/#4.] Sir, your moſt obe- 
dient] muſt be civil to the Raſcal, to cover my Suſ- 
picion of him. | Aide. 

Count Ba/. Was you at Whzze's this Morning, vir ? 

Man. Yes, Sir, I juſt call'd in. 

Count Ba/. Pray——what—was there any thing done 
. | | 
Man. Much as uſual, Sir; the fame daily Carcaſes, 
and the ſame Crows about them. | 
Count Ba. The Demoivre-Baronet had a bloody 
Tumble Yeſterdav. | 

Man. I hope, Sir, you had your Share of him, 

Count Ba/. No, faith! I came in when it was all 
thir 1 juſt made a couple of Bets with 
him, took up a cool hundred, and fo went to the King's 
Arms. | | | 
Lady Y'rong. What a genteel, eaſy Manner he has! 

[ 4fede. 


Man. A very hopeful Acquaintance I have made 


here.  [Afide. 
Enter Squire Richard, wcith a abet brown Paper on his 
| | Face. 


Sir Fran. How naw, Dick what's the matter with 
thy Forehead, Lad ? 
Squ. Rich. I ha? gotten a knuck upon't. 
Lady Yrong. And how did you come by it, you heed- 
leſs Creature ? 
Squ. Rich, 
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Squ. Rich. Why, I was but running after Siſter, and 
t'other young Woman, into a little Room juſt naw : and 
ſo with that, they flapt the Door full in my Feace, and 
gave me ſuch a whurr here I thought they had beaten 
my Brains out! ſo I gut a dab of wet brown Paper here, 
to ſwage it a while. 

Lady Wrong. They ſerv'd you right enough ! will you 
never have done with your Hotſe-play ? 

Sir Fran. Pooh? never heed it, Lad! it will be well 
by to-morrow——the Boy has a ſtrong Head! | 
Man. Yes, truly, his Scull ſeems to be of a comfor- 
table Thickneſs. T7 | IAlde. 

Sir Fran. Come, Dick, here's Couſin Manly- — Sir, 
this is your God-ſon. | 

Lady Wrong. Oh! here's my Daughter too. 


Enter Miſs jenny. 


Sgqu. Rich. Honour'd Gudfeyther ! I crave leave to 


ask your Bletling. 


Moo: Then theft in, ö if it wil ds hos 
any good, may it be to make thee, at leaſt, as wiſe a 


Man as thy Father. | 
Lady N rong. Miſs Ferny ! don't you fee your Couſin, 

Child ? . 

Man. And as for thee, my pretty Dear {Salutes 
ber.] may'ſt thou be, at leaſt, as good a Woman, s thy 
Mother. N | 

Jenny. I with I may ever be ſo handſom, Sir. 

Alan. Hah ! Miſs Pert! Now that's a Thought, that 
ſeems to have been hatcht in the Girl on this fide 
H:choate. [ {fades 

vir Fran, Her Tongue is a.little nimble, Sir. 

Lady Hrcug. That's only from her Country Education, 
Sir Francis. You know ſhe has been kept too long there 

—— ſo ] brought her to London, Sir, to learn a little 
more Reſerve and Modetty. 

Man. O, the beſt Place in the World for it—every 
Woman ſhe meets will teach her ſomething of it———— 
There's the good Gentlewoman of the Houſe, looks 
like a knowing Perſon; even ſhe perhaps will be fo 
good as to ſhew her a little London Behaviour. 


Moth. 


— — — — —— 
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Moth. Alas, Sir, Miſs won't ſtand long in need of my 


Z 
Man. That I dare ſay: What thou can'ſt teach her, 


ſhe will ſoon be Miſtreſs of. [Alle. 
Meth. If ſhe does, Sir, they ſhall always be at her 
ſervice. 


Lady Wrong. Very obliping indeed, Mrs. Motherly. 

Sir Fran. Very kind and civil, truly——]1 think we 
are got into a mighty good Hawſe here. 

Man. O yes. and very friendly Company. 
Count Ba/. Humh! I'gad I don't like his Looks he 

ſeems a little ſmoky I believe I had as good bruſh 
ff If I ſtay, I don't know but he may ask me ſome 
odd Queſtions. h 

Man. Well, Sir, I believe you and I do but hinder 
the Family | | 

Count Baſ. It's very true, Sir—I was juſt thinking of 
going He don't care to leave me, I fee : But it's no 
matter, we have time enough. [ 4/de.] And fo Ladies, 
without Ceremony, your humble Servant. 

[Exit Count Baſſet, and drops à Letter. 

Lady Hong. Ha! what Paper's this? Some Billet-doux 
P11 lay my Life, but this is no Place to examine it. 

: [ Puts it in her Pocket. 

Sir Fran. Why in ſuch haſte, Couſin ? 

Man. O! my Lady muſt have a great many Affairs 
upon her Hands, after ſuch a Journey. 

Lady Vong. I believe, Sir, I ſhall not have much 
leſs every Day, while I ſtay in this Town, of one fort 
or other. 

Ma. Why truly, Ladies ſeldom want Employment 
here, Madam. | 
Fenn. And Mamma did not come to it to be idle, Sir. 

Man. Nor you neither, I dare ſay, my young Miſ- 

Jenny. | hope not, Sir. 

Man. Ha! Miſs Mettle— Where are you going 
Go? | 

Sir Fran. Only to fee you to the Door, Sir. 

Man. Oh ! Sir Francis, I love to come and go, with- 
out Ceremony. 1 
| | Ir 


: Supper ? 
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Sir Fran. Nay, Sir, I muſt do as you will have me 
your humble Servant. [Erit Manly, 
Jenny. This Couſin Mandy, Papa, ſeems to be but of 
an odd ſoit of a cruſty Humour I don't Lke him half 
ſo well as the Count. 
Sir Fran, Pooh! that's another thing, Child 
Couſin is a little proud indeed! but however you muſt 
always be civil to him, for he ha» a deal of Money; and 
no body knows who he may give it to. 
Lady Vong. Pſhah; a Fig for his Money, you have 
ſo many Projects of late about Money, ſince you are 

a Parliament Man: What! we muſt make ourſelves 
Slaves to his impertinent Humours, eight, or ten Years 
perhaps, in hopes to be his Heirs, and then he will be 
juſt old enough to marry his Mad. TO 

Moth. Nay, for that matter, Madam, the Town ſays 
he is going to be married alread:. ET. 

Sir Fan Who? Coufin Dionnl; f 

Lady I/ org. To whom, pray ? 2 

Moth. Why, i it poſſible your Lalyfiip ſhould know 
nothing ct it! o my Lord 7::v4ly's Siſter, Lady 
Grace. | | 

Lady Wrereo. Lady Grace? | | 

Motb. Dear Madam, it has been in the News-Papers ! 

Lady Hie. I don't like that neither. 

Sir Frau. Naw, I do; for then it's likely it mayn't 
be true. | 
Lady N ung. [Alle.] If it is not too far gone; at 
leaſt it may be worth one's while to throw a rub in his 
Way. 85 OO 
Squ. Rich, Pray, Feyther, haw lung will it be to 


Sir Frau. Odſo! that's true! ſtep to the Cook, Lad, 
and ask u hat ſhe can get us: | 

Moth. If you pleaſe, Sir, I'll order one of mv Maids 
to ſhew her where fle n.29 have ary thing you have a 
mind to. | SP 

Sir Fran. Thank you kindly, Mrs. Nur herlr. 

Squ. Rich. Ods-fleth! what is not it i'the Hawſe yet 
— —— | ſha!l be famiil t——but hou ld . l go and ask 
Dall, an there's none ofthe Go Toy leſt. = 

| — ’„ 
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Sir Fran. Do fo, and do'ſt hear, Dick — ſee if 
there's er a Bottle o'th' ſtrong Beer that came i'th 
Coach with us— if there be, clap a Toaſt in it, and 
bring it up. 
 £qu. Rich. With a little Nutmeg and Sugar, ſhawn't I, 
Feyther? 

Sir Fran. Ay! ay! as thee and I always drink it for 
Breakfaſt Go thy Ways !- and I'll fill a Pipe i'th' 
mean while. | Takes one from a Pocket-Caſe, and fills 
=_—s [ Exit Sgu. Rich. 

Lady Wrong. This Boy is always thinking of his Belly ! 

Sir Fran. Why my Dear, you may allow him to be a 
little hungry after his Journey. 

Lady Wrong. Nay, ev'n breed him your own way 
He has been cramming in or out of the Coach all this 
Day I am ſure— l wiſh my poor Girl could eat a quar- 

ter as 1 
| . O as for that I could eat a great deal more, 
ee « but then mayhap, I ſhould grow coarſe, like 
him, and ſpoil my ſhape. 

Lady FL reng. Ay, fo thou would'ſt, my Dear. 


Enter Squire Richard with a full Tankard. 


Squ. Rich. Here, Feyther, I ha' browght it——it's 
well 1 went as I did; for our Del! had juſt bak'd a Toaſt, 
and vas going to drink it herſelf. 

Sir Fran, Why then, here's to thee, Diet f [Drinks. 

Squ. Rich. Theo:.s yow, Feyther. 

Lady Wrong. Lord! Sir Francis / I wonder you can 
encourage the Boy to {will ſo much of that lubberly Li- 
quor——it's enough to make him quite ſtupid. 

Squ. Rich. Why it never hurts mal, Mother; and I 
ſleep like a Hawnd after it. [ Drinks. 
Sir Fran. I am ſure I ha' drunk it theſe thirty Years, 

and by your Leave, Madam, I don't know that I want 
Wit: Ha! ha! 

Jenny. But you might have had a great deal more, 

4 if you would have been govezn'd by my Mo- 


"Sir Fran. Daughter ! be that is governed by hi Wife, 
bas no Wit at all. 
Jenny. 
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Jenny. Then I hope I ſhall marry a Fool, Sir; for I 
love to govern dearly. | 
Sir Fran. You are too pert, Child ; it don't do well 
in a young Woman. | 
Lady Wrong. Pray, Sir Francis, don't ſnub her; ſhe has 
a fine growing Spirit, and if you check her ſo, you will 
make — as dull as her Brother there. | 
Squ. Rich. [ After a leng Draught.) Indeed, Mother, 
I think my Siſter is too forward. 3 
Jenny. You ! you think I'm too forward! ſure! 
Brother Mud! your Head's too heavy to think of any 
thing but your Belly. 
Lady Wrong. Well ſaid, Miſs ; he's none of your Ma- 
ſter, tho” he is your elder Brother. 
Squ. Rich. No, nor ſhe ſhawn't be my Miſtreſs, while 
ſhe's younger Siſler! 
Sir Fran. Well ſaid Dick! ſhew 'em that ſtawt Liquor 
makes a ftawt Heart, Lad | | 
Squ. Rich. So I will! and I'll drink ageen, for all 
her? - = [Prinis. 


Enter John Moody. 


Sir Fran. So John! how are the Horſes! 
Foba Moody. Troth, Sir, I ha' noa good Opinion of 
this Tawn, it's made up o Miſchief, I think! 
Sir Fran. What's the Matter naw * | 
John Moody, Why I'll tell your Worſhip before 
we were gotten to th' Street End, with the Coach, here, 
a great Luggerheaded Cart, with Wheels as thick as a 
brick Wall, laid hawld on't, and has poo'd it aw to 
Bits ; Crack ! went the Perch ! Down goes the Coach ! 
and Whang ! fays the Glaſſes, all to Shivers ! Marcy 
upon us! and this be London!“ would we were aw wee'l 
in the Country _ : : | 
Jenny. What have you to do, to with us all in the 
Country again, Mr. Lubber ? I hope we ſhall not go 
into the Country again theſe ſeven Years, Mamma; let 
twenty Coaches be pull'd to pieces. 
Sir Fran. Hold your Tongue, [ery !=——Was Roger 
in no Fault, in all this? ws | 


oF Fohn 
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Jobn Maod. Noa, Sir, nor I, noather are not you 
aſheam'd, ſays Roger to the Carter, to do ſuch an unkind 
tung by Strangers? Noa, ſays he, you Bumkin. Sir, 
he did the thing on very Purpoſe ! and fo the Folks ſaid 
that ſtood by—Very well, ſays Roger, yow ſhall fee what 
our Meyſter will ſay to ye! Your Meyfter ? ſays he; 
your Meyſter may kiſs my—and fo he clapt his Hand 
juſt there, and like your Worſhip. Fleſh ! I thought 
chey had better Breeding in this Tawn. 

Sir Fran. III teach this Raſcal ſome, I'll warrant him! 
2 if | take him in Hand, Pll play the Devil with 

_ : 

. Squ. Rich. Ay do, Feyther ; have him before the Par- 
Fament. 5 5 

Sir Fran. Odsbud! and fo I will will make 
kim know who I am ! Where does he live? 

John Mnady. I believe, in London, Sir. 

Sir Fran. What's the Raſcal's Name ! 

Jobn Moody. I think I heard ſomebody call him Dtc#. 

Squ. Rich. What, my Name ! 

Sir Fran. Where did he go! 

John Moody. Sir, he went home. 

Sir Fran, Where's that? | | 

John Moody. By my Troth, Sir, I doan't know! I 
heard him fay he would croſs the ſame Street again to- 
Morrow; and if we had a mind to ſtand in his way, he 
v.-u'd pool us over and over again. 55 

Sir Fran. Will he ſo Cuszooks! get me a Conſtable. 

Lady Wreng. Pooh! get you a good Supper. Come, 
Sir Francis, don't put yourſelf in a Heat for what can't 
be helpt. Accidents will happen to People that travel 
abroad to ſee the World For my part, I think 
it's a Mercy it was not over-turn'd before we were all 
out on't. | 
Sic Fran. Why ay, that's true again, my Dear. 

Lady Wrong. "Therefore ſee to-morrow if we can buy 
one at Second-hand, fur preſent Uſe ; ſo beſpeak a new 
one, and then all's eaſy. | | 

Jaln Meody. Why troth, Sir, I doan't think this 
cold have held you above a Day longer. 

Sir Fran, D'ye think fo, Fobn? 


John 
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John Moody. Why you ha' had it, ever fi. ce your 

Worſhip were High Sheriff. | 

Sir Fran. Why then go and ſee what Del] i.as got us 
for Supper—and come and d get off my Eoots. 


[ Exit Sir Fran, 
Lady Wrong. In the mean time, Miſs, do you ſtep to 


Handy, and * her get me ſome freſh Night- clothes. 


[Exit Lady Wrong. 
| * Ya, Mamma, and ſome for myſelf too. | 


[Exit jenny 
Squ. Rich, Odsfleſh and what mun I do all alone! 


I'll e'en ſeek out ao t'other pratty Miſs is, 
And ſhe and 1'll go play at Cards for Kittes, [Ex. 


ACT WM SCENE L 
SCEN E, the Lord Townly's Houſe. 


Enter Lord Townly, a Servant atten. ling. 


Lord Towns. ” H O's chere! 


Serw My Lord. 
Lord Comes, Bid them get Diuns: 
your Servant. 


| Lady (rec, 


Enter Lady Grace. 
Lady So What, is the Houſe up already ? My Lady 
is not dreſt yet! 


Lord Town, No matter ils three o Clock ſhe may 
break my Reſt, but ſhe ſhall not alter my Hours. 


Lady Grace. Nay, you need not fear that now, for 
ſhe dines abroad. 


Lord Town. That, I ſuppoſe, is only an Excuſe for her 
not being ready yet. 


C3 Lady 
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Lady Grace. No, upon my Word, ſhe is engaged in 
Company. 


Lord Toon. Where, pray? 

Lady Graca At my Lady Revcl's; and you know they 
never dine *till Supper-time. 

Lord Town. No truly ſhe 15 one of thoſe orderly 
Ladies, who never let the Sun ſhine upon any of their 
Vices ! But pr'ythee, Siſter, what Humour 15 ſhe 
in to-day ? | 

Lady Grace. O! in tip- top Spivies, I can aſſure you 
——ſhe won a good deal, laſt Night. 

Lord Tecon. I know no Difference between her Win- 
ring or Lofing, while ſhe continues her courſe of Life. 


Lady Grace. However ſhe is better in good Humour, 
than bad. 


Lord Toon. Much alike : When ſhe is in good Hu- 
mour, other People only are the better for it: When in 
a very ill Humour, — indeed, I ſeldom fail to have 
my Share of her. 

Lady Grace. Well, we won't talk of that no 
Does any Body dine here? 

Lord Texvn. Manly promis d me—by the way, Ba- 
dam, what do you think of his laſt Converſation ? 
Lady Grace. Jam a little at a Stand about it. 
Lord Town. How ſo? . | 
Lady Grace. Why —— 1 don't know how he can ever 
have any Thoughts of me, that could lay down ſuch ſe- 
vere Rules upon Wives, in my hearing. 

Lord Town. Did you think his Rules unreaſonable ? 

Lady Grace. I can't ſay I did : But he might have had 
a lerle « more Complaiſance before me, at leaſt. 

Lord Town. Complaiſance is only a Proof of good 
Breeding: But his Plainneſs was a certain Proof of his Ho- 
neſty; nay, of his good Opinion of you: For he would 
never have open'd himſelf ſo freely, but in confidence 
that your good Senſe could not be diſobliged at it. | 

Lady Grace. My good Opinion of him, Brother, has 
hitherto been guided by yours: But I have receiv'd 2 
Letter this Morning that ſhews him a * different Man 
from what I thought him. | 

Lord Town. A Letter from whom? 


Lady 


Sr 
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Lady Grace. That I don't know, but there it is. 
[Gives a Letter, 
Lord Town. Pray let's fee. | Read. 
The Inclos'd, Madam, fell accidentally into my Hands; 
if it no avay concerns you, you will only have the trouble 


of reading this, from your fincere Friend and bumble Ser- 


vant, Unknown, &c. 
Lady Grace. And this was the inclos'd. [Giving another. 
Lord Town. [ Reads.) Te Charles Manly, E/7 3 ; 
Your manner of living with me of late, convinces me, that 
| T now grow as painful to you, as to myſelf : but how- 
ever, though you can lowe me no longer, I hope, you will 
not let me live worſe than I did, before I left an honeſt 
Income, for the vain Hopes of being ever Yours. 


Myrtilla Dupe. 
P. 8. Tir abou four Months ſince I receiv'd a Ry 


from you, 


Lady Grace. What think you now ? 


Lord Town. I am conſidering 
Lady Grace. You ſee it's directed to him- | 
Lord Town. That's true! but the Poſtſcript ſeems 


to wy a Reproach, that I think he is not capable of de- 


oe” + Grace. But who could have Concern enough, to 


ſend it to me? 


Lord Town. I have 3 that cheſe ſort of Letters 


from unknown Fric ends, gencrally come from ſecret 
Enemies. 


Lady Grace. w hat would you avs me do in it ? 
Lord Town. What I think vou ouglit to do— fairly 


| ſhew it him, and fay I advis d you to it. 


Lady Grace. Will not that have a very odd Look, 


from me? 


Lord Town. Not at all, if you uſe my Name in it: if 


he is innocent, his Impatience to appear fo, will diſ- 
cover his Regard to ycu : If he is Guilty, it will de 
your beſt way of preventing his Addrefles. 


Lady Grace. But what Pretence have | to put him out 


of Countenance ? 


Lord Toxn. I can't think there's any fear of that. 
C 4- Lady 
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Lady Grace. Pray what 15't you do think then? 

Lord Town. Why certainly, that it's much more pro- 
dable, this Letter may be ail an Artifice, than that he is 
in the leaſt concern'd in it 


Enter a Serwant, 


Serv. Mr. Manly, my Lord 
Lord Town. Do you receive him; while I ſtep a Mi- 


nute in to my Lady. [Exit Lord Townly. 


| Enter Mau'y. 
Man. Madam, your moſt Obedient ; they told me, 


my Lord was here. 


Lady Grace. He will be here — He is but juſt 
gone in to my Siſter. | 

An. So! then my Lady dines with us. 

Lady Grace. No; ſhe is engag'd. 

Man. I hope you are not of her Farty, Madam ? 

Lady Grace. Not till after Dinner. 

Man. And pray how may the have diſposd of the reſt 


of the Day ? 


Lady Grace. Much as uſua! ! the has Viſits *till about 


| eight ; after that *rill Court time, ſhe is to be at Qua- 


criile, at Mrs. Idle's: After the Drawing room, the 


taxes a ſhort Supper with my Lady Moonlight. And 


fom t ence, they go rogether to my Lord Neble's Aſ- 
Em. 
Ain. And ate you to fo: a! this with her, Madam ? 
Lai E Croce, (yn fey of e Lints; | would in- 
deed have ran her to the P! hw; bat 1 doubt we hare 
io much upon our Hands, that it will not be practi- 


cable. 


Man. But how can you forbear all the reſt of it? 

Lady Grace. There's no great Merit in forbearing, 
what one is not charm'd with. 

Man. And yet I have found that very Aten in my 
time. | 

Lady Grace. 18 do you mean ? 

Man. Why, | have paſs'd a great deal of my Life, in 
the hurry of the Ladies, though I was — better 


 pleas'd when I was at quiet without em 


Lady 
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, = Grace. What induc'd you, then, to be with 
them ? 

Man. Idleneſs, and the Faſhion. 

Lady Grace. No Miſtreſſes in the caſe ? 

Man. To ſpeak honeſtly——Yes ——being often in 
the Toythop, there was no forbearing the Bawbles. 

Lady Grace. And of courſe, I ſuppoſe ſometimes you 
were tempted to pay for them, twice as much as they 
were worth. 5 1 
Man. Why really, where Fancy only makes the 

Choice, Madam, no wonder if we are generally bub- 
bled, in thoſe fort of Bargains, which I conſeſs has 
been often my Caſe: For 1 had conitanily ſome Co- 
quette, or other, upon my Hands, whom I could love 
perhaps juft enough, to put it in her Power to plague 
me. Tz 

Lady Grace. And that's a Pow': 1 doubt, commonly 
made uſe of. 

Man. The Amours of a Coquette, Madam, ſeldam 
have any other View! I look upon | hem, and Prudes, 
to be Nuſances, juſt alike ; tho' they ſcem very ditfe- 
rent: The Erſt are always plaguing tne Men; and the 
other are always abuſing the Women. 

Lady Grace. And yet both of them do it for the ſame 
vain Ends; to eſtabliſh a falſc Character of being Vir- 
tuous. 85 | 

Man. Of being Chaſte, they mean; for they know ro 
other Virtue ; and, upon the Credit of that, they traf 
fick in every thing elſe, tliai's Vicious: They (eren 
againſt Nature) keep their Chaſtity, only becaiile cle, 
find they have more Power to do Miſchief w:th it, tizau 
they could poſſibly put in practice without it. 

Lady Grace. Hold! Mr. Manly: | am afraid this ſe- 
vere Opinion of the Sex, is owing to the ill Choice you 
have made of your Miſtreſſes. 

Man. In a great meaſure, it may be ſo: But, Madam. 

if both theſe Characters are ſo odious; how vallly valu- 

able is that Woman, who has attain'd all they a'm at 

without the Aid of the Folly, or Vice of either ? 

Lady Grace. I believe thoſe fort of Women to be a8 

| ſcarce, Sir, as the Men, that believe there are any fuck ; 
C5 gf 


38 Tbe PROVoOoER'Dp HusBanD, or, 


or that allowing ſuch have Virtue enough to deſerve 
them. | 7 | 

Man. That could deſerve them then had been 
a more favourable Reflexion! 

Lady Grace. Nay, I ſpeak only from my little Expe- 
rience: For (Pl be free with you, Mr. Mandy) I don't 
know a Man in the World, that, in Appearance, might 
better pretend to a Woman of the firſt Merit, than 
yourſelt: And yet I have a Reaſon, in my Hand, here, 
to think you have your Failings. 9 8 

Manu. I have infinite, Madam; but I am ſure, the 
want of an implicit Reſpect for you, is not among the 
Number —— pray what is in your Hand, Madam? 

Lady Grace. Nay, Sir, I have no Title to it; for the 
Direction is to vou. [Gives him a Letter. 

Man. To me! I don't remember the Hand 

. 5 [ Reads to himſelf. 

Lady Grace. I can't perceive any change of Guilt in 
him! and his Surpriſe ſeems Natural! | 4/ade.] - 
Give me leave to tell you one thing by the way, Mr. 
Manly; That I ſhould never have thewn you this, but 

that my Brother enjoin'd me to it. 5 

Man. I take that to proceed from my Lord's good 

Opinion of me, Madam. | | 
Lady Grace. | hope, atleaſt, it wil ſtand as an Excuſe 
for my taking this Liberty. 5 5 

Man. I never yet ſaw you do any thing, Madam, 
that wanted an Excuſe; and, I hope, you will not give 
me an Inſtance to the contrary, by tetufing the Favour 
1 am going to ask you. Ts 

Lady Grace. I don't believe ! mall refuſe any, that 
you think proper to ask. 

Man. Only this, Madam, to indulge me fo far, as to 
let me know kow this Leiter came into your Hands, 

Lady Grace. Inclos'd to me, in tn:s without a Name. 

Man. If there be no Secret in the Contents, Ma- 
 Cam—— | ER | 

Lady Grace. Why- there is an 1mpertinent Inſi- 
nuation in it: But as I know your good Senſe will think 
it ſo too, I will venture to truſt you. 
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Mar. You'll oblige me Madam. 
He takes the other Letter and reads. 
Lady Grace. ¶ Afide. 5 Now am I in the oddeſt Situa- 
tion ! methinks our Converſation grows terribly Critical! 
This muſt produce ſomething :———O lud ! would it 
were over 
Man. Now, Madam, I begin to have ſome Light into 
the poor Project, that is at the Bottom of all this. 
Lady Grace. J have no Notion of what could be pro- 
poſed by it! | 
Man. A little Patience, Madam- 
the Inſinuation you mention | 
Lady Grace. O] what is he going to ſay now ! [4/ic2. 
Man. Tho' my Intimacy with my Lord may have 
allow'd my Viſits to have been very frequent here of 
late: Yet, in ſuch a talking Town as this, you muſt not 
wonder, if a great many of thoſe Viſits are plac'd to 
| your Account: And this taken for granted, I ſuppoſe has 
been told to my Lady Wronghead, as a piece of News, 
fince her Arrival, not improbably without many more 
imaginary Circumſtances. 
| Lady Grace. My Lady Wronghead “ 
Man. Ay, Madam, for I am poſitive this is her 
Hand ! 
Lady Grace. What View could the have in writing 1t ? 
Man. Lo interrupt any Treaty of Marriage, ſhe may 
have heard J am engaged in: Becauſe if I die without 
_ Heirs, her Family expects that ſome part of my Eitate 
may return to them again. But, 1 hope, ſhe is io far 
miſtaken, that if this Letter has given you the leaſt Un- 
ealineſs, I ſhall think that che happieſt Moment of 
my Lite. py 
Lady Grace. That does not carry your uſual Complai- 
ſance, Mr. Manly. 
Man. Yes, Madam, becauſe I am ſure I can convince 
you of my Innocence. 
Lady Grace. I am ſure I have no right to __ 
into it. 
Man. Suppoſe you may not, Madam ; yet you may 
very — have ſo much Curioſity. 


Firſt, as to 
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Lady Grace. With what an artful Gentleneſs he fleals 
into my Opinion? [Aue.] Well, Sir, I wcn't pretend 
to have ſo little of the Woman, in me, as to want Cu- 
rioſity But pray, do you ſuppoſe then, this Myr- 
tilla is a real, or a fictitious Name :? 

Man. Now I recollect, Madam, there is a young 
Woman, in the Houſe, where my Lady Wrong head 
lodges, that I heard ſomebody call Myrtilla: This Let- 
ter may be written by her—— —but how it came directed 
to me, I confeſs is a Myſtery; that before I ever pre- 
ſame to fee your Ladyſhip again, I think myſelf oblig'd, 
in Honour to find out. Fo 

Lady Grace. Mr. Man you are not going ? 

Men. 'Tis but to the next Street, Madam; | man be 
back in ten Minates. | 
Lady Grace. Nay! but Dinner's juſt coming up. 

Man. Madam, I can neither eat, nor reſt, till I fee 
— aw ws? ˙ » 8 

Lady Grace. But this is io odd ! why ſhould any filly 
Curiofity of mine drive you away? . 

Man. Since you won't ſuffer it to be yours, Madam; 
then it ſhall be only to ſatisfy my own Curioſity 

| N [Exit Manly, 

Lady Grace. Weil —— and now, what am [| to think 
of all this? Or ſuppoſe an indifferent Perſon had heard 
every Word we have ſaid to one another, what would 
they have thought out? Would it have been very 

abſurd to conclude, he is feriouſty inclined to paſs the 

_ reſt of his Life with me? - | hope not for 
Jam ſure, the Caſe is terribly clear on my Side! and 

why may not I, withort Vanity, ſippoſe my 

accountable ſomewhat bas done as much Execu- 
tion upon hun ?——» hy becauſe he never told me 
ſo——nay, he has not ſo much as mentioned the Word 

Love, cr ever faid one civil thing to my Perſon ——— 

well but he has ſaid a thouſand to my good Opi- 

nion, and has certainly got it———had he ſpoke firſt to 
my Perſon, he had paid a very ill Compliment to my 

Underitanding——1 ſhould have thought him Imper- 
tinent, and never have troubled my Head about him; 

but as he has mauag'd the matter, at leaſt I am ſure 

e 255 of 
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of one thing; that let his Thoughts be what they will, 
I ſhall never trouble my Head about any other Man, as 
long as I hve. 


Enter Mrs. Truſty. 


Well, Mrs. Trufty, is my Siſter dreſs'd yet! 
Trufty. Yes, Madam; but my Lord has been courting 
her ſo, I think, 'till they are both out of Humour, 
Lady Grace. How ſo? 
 Trufty. Why, it begun, Madam, with his Lordſhip's 
defiring her Ladyſhip to dine at home to-Cay —— upon 
which my Lady faid ſhe could not be ready; upon 
that, my Lord order'd them to ſtay the Dinner, and 
then my Lady order'd the Coach ; then my Lord took 
her ſhort, ard ſaid, he had order'd the Coachman to 
ſet up: Then my Lady made him a great Curt'ſy, and 
ſaid, ſhe would wait 'till his Lordſhip's Horſes had 
din'd, and was mighty pleaſant: But for fear of the 
worſt, Madam, ſhe whiſper'd me to get her Chair 
ready. 5 [Exit Truſty. 
Lady Grace. O ! here they come; and, by their Looks, 
ſeem a little unfit for Company. [Exit Lady Grace. 


Enter Lady Townly, Lord Townly following. 


Lady Town. Well! look you, my Lord; I can hear 
it no longer! nothing ſtill but about my Faults, my 
Faults ! an agreeable Subject truly „„ 

Lord Town. Why, Madam, if you won't hear of 
them: how can I ever hope to ſee you mend them? 

Lady Town. Why, I don't intend to mend them ——T 
can't mend them you know I have try'd to do it an 
hundred times, and—it hurts me fo-—I can't bear it! 

Lord Town. And I, Madam, can't bear this daily 
licentious Abuſe of your Time and Character. 

Lady Town. Abufe! Aitoniſh:ng ! when the Univerſe 
knows, I am never better Company, than when [ am 
doing what | have a mind to! But to ſee this World! 
that Men can never get over that filly Spirit of Con- 
tradiion————why but lait Thar/aay now there 
you wiſely amended one of my Faults as you call them 
you infiſted upon my not going to the Maſquerade 


| 
| 
5 
; 
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nnd pray, what was the Conſequence! was not I as 


croſs as the Devil, all the Night after? was not | forc'd 


to get Company at home! and was not it almoſt three 


o'Clock in the Morning, before, I was able to come to 
myſelf again? and then the Fault is not mended neither, 
for next time, I ſhall only have twice the Incli- 


nation to go: ſo that all this mending, and mending, 


you ſee, is but dearning an old Ruffle, to make it worſe 


than it was before. 


Lord Town. Well, the manner of Womens living, of 
late, is inſuppor:able; and one way or other 
Lady Town. It's to be mended, I ſuppoſe ! why ſo it 
may; but then, my dear Lord, you muſt give one 
Time———and when things are at worſt, you know, 
they may mend themſelves! ha! ha! . 
Lord Town. Madam, I am not in a Humour, now, 


to trifle. TE 


Lady Town. Why then, my Lord, one Word of fair 
Argument—to talk with you, your own way now 
You complain of my late Hours, and I of your early 


des ſo far are we even, you'll allow———but pray 


which gives us the beſt Figure in the Eye of the polite 
World ? my active, ſpirited Three in the Morning, or 
your dull, drowſy eleven at Night? Now, I think, One 
has the Air of a Woman of Quality, and t'other of a 


-plodding Mechanic, that goes to Bed betimes, that he 


may rife early, to open his Shop !—PFaugh! | 
Lord Town. Fy, fy, Madam! is this your way of 
Reaſoning ? 'tis time to wake you then tis not 
your ill Hours alone, that diſturb me, but as often the 
ill Company, that occaſion thoſe ill Hours. 

Lady Town. Sure | don't underſtand you now, my 
Lord ; what ill Company do I keep ? = 


Lord Town. Why, at beſt, Women that loſe their Mo- 
ny, and Men that win it! Or, perhaps, Men that are 
voluntary Bubbles at one Game, in hopes a Lady will 


give them fair play at another. Then that unavoida- 


ble mixture with known Rakes, conceal'd Thieves, and 
Sharpers in Embroidery———— or what, to me, is ftill 
more ſhocking, that Herd of familiar chattering crop- 


_ ear'd Coxcombs, who are ſo often like Monkeys, there 


would 
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would be no knowing them aſunder, but that their Tails 
hang from their Head, and the Monkey's grows where 
it ſhould do. | 

Lady Town. And a Husband muſt give eminent Proof 
of his Senſe, that thinks their Powder-puffs dangerous. 

Lord Town. Their being Fools, Madam, is not always 
the Husband's Security: Or if it were, Fortune, ſome- 
times, gives them Advantages might make a thiaking 
Woman ttemble. | = 
Lady Town. What do you mean! 

Lord Town. That Women, ſometimes, loſe 
they are able to pay; and if a Creditor be a little preſ- 
ſing, the Lady may be reduc'd to try if, inſtead of Gold, 
the Gentleman will accept of a Trinket. 

Lady Town. My Lord you grow ſcurrilous; you'll 
make me hate you. I'll have you to know, I kee 
Company with the politeſt People in Town, and the 
Aſſemblies I frequent are full of ſuch. | 

Lord Toxwn. So are the Churches —Now and then. 

Lady Tecon. My Friends frequent them too, as well as 
the Aſſemblies. | 
Lord Toww?. Yes, and would do it oftner, if a Groom 
of the Chambers there were allowed to furriſh Cards 

the Company. | 

Lady Town. I ſee what you drive at all this while; 
you would lay an Imputation on my Fame. to cover 
your own Avarice ! I might take any Plealures, 1 tind, 

that were not expenſive. 

Lord Town. Fiave a Care, Madam; don't let me 


think you only value your Chaſtity, to make me re- 


proachable for not indulging you in every thing elle, 
that's vicious——1, Madam, have a Reputation too, to 
guard, that's dear to me, as yours———"The Follies of 
an ungovern'd Wife may make the wiſeſt Man uncaſy ; but 


tis his own Fault, if ever they make him contemptible. 
you would make a Woman 


Lady Town. My Lord 
mad! 


Lord Town. You'd make a Man a Fool. | | 

Lady Town. If Heav'n has made you otherwiſe, that 
won't be in my Power. as 

Lord Town. Whatever may be in your Inclination, 

| Madam; 


more than 


tO 


| 
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Madam; I'll prevent you making me a Beggar at leaſt. 
Lady Town, A Beggar! Crafus Um out of Patience! 
I won't come home till four to-morrow Morning. 
Lord Town. That may be, Madam; but I'll order 
the Doors to be lock'd at twelve. 
. Town. Then I won't come home till to-morrow 
ight. a 
rd Town, Then, Madam; — . You ſhall never come 
home again. ET [Exit Lord Town. 
Lady Town. What does he mean |! I never heard ſuch 
a Word from him in my Life before! the Man always 
us'd to have Manrers in his worſt Humours! there's 
ſomething, that I don't ſee, at the Bottom of all this 
but his Head's always upon ſome impraQticable 
Scheme or other, fo I won't trouble mine any longer 
about him. Mr. Manly, your Servant. 
Enter Manly. 
Man. I ask Pardon for my Intruſion, Madam; but [ 
hope my Buſineſs with my Lord will excuſe it. 
dy Teaun. | believe you'll find him in the next 
Room, Sir. Es N 
Man. Will you give me Leave, Madam); 
Lady Town. Sir - you have my Leave, tho' you 
were a Lady. | 
Man. [ Afide.) What a well bred Age do we live in? 
: | [Exit Manly. 


Enter Lady Grace. 


Lady Town. O! my dear Lady Grace! how could 
you leave me fo unmercifully alone all this while ? 
Lady Grace. I thought my Lord had been with you. 
Lady Town. Why yes——and therefore I wanted your 
Relief; for he has been in ſuch a Fluſter here 
Lady Grace. Blefs me ! for what? 5 
Lady Tocon. Only our uſual Break füt; we have each 
of us had our Diſh of Matrimonial - omfort, this Morn- 
ing! we have been charming Company! 
Lady Grace. I am mighty gad of it! ſure it muſt be 
a vaſt Happineſs, when a lan and a Wife can. give 
themſelves the ſame turn of Converiation! 
Lady 
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Lady Town. O! the prettieſt thing in the World! 
Lady Grace. Now I ſhould be afraid, that where two 
People are every Day together ſo, they muſt often be in 
want of ſomething to talk upon. 
Lady Town. 6 my Dear, you are the moſt miſtaken 
in the World ! married People have things to talk of, 
Chi'd, that never enter into the Imagination of others. 
Why, here's my Lord and I now, we have not 


been married above two ſhort Years, you know, and we 


have already eight or ten things conltantly in Bank, that 
whenever we want Company, we can take up any one 
of them for two Hours together, and the Subject never 
the flatter; nay, if we have Occaſion for it, it will be 
as freſh next Day too, as it was the firſt Hour it enter- 
tain'd us. | b 5 

Lady Grace. Certainly that muſt be vaſtly pretty. 

Lady Town. O! there's no Life like it! why t'other 


Day for Example, when you din'd abroad; my Lord 


and I, after a pretty chearful rc à tete Meal, fat us 


down by the fire-ſide, in an eaſy indolent, pick-tooth 


Way, for about a Quarter of an Hour, as if we had 
not thought of any other's being in the Room 
at laſt, ſtretching himſelf, and yawning——My Dear, 
ſays he, aw———you came home very late, laſt 
 Night——"ſwas but juſt turn'd of Two, fays [——l 
was in bed——aw——by Eleven, ſays he; ſo you are 
every Nigbt, ſays I— — Well, ſays he, I am amazed 
vou can fit up fo late—— How can you be amaz'd, ſays 
J, ata Thing that happens ſo often? upon which 
we enter'd into a Converſation and tho' this is a 
Point has entertain'd us above fifty times already, we al- 
ways find ſo many pretty new Things to ſay upon it, 
that I believe in my Soul, it will laſt as long as we live. 
Lady Grace. But pray! in ſuch fort of Family Dia- 


logues (tho? extremely well for paſſing the Time) don't 


there, now and then, enter ſome little witty fort of Bit- 
terneſs ? 


Lady Tozon, O yes! which does not do amiſs at all! 


A ſmart Repartee, with a Zeſt of Recrimination at the 
Head of it, makes the prettieſt Sherbet; Ay, ay! if 
we did not mix a little of the Acid with it, a 2 
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monial Society would be fo luſcious, that nothing but 
an old liquorith Prude would be able to bear it. 
Lady Grace. Well. certainly you have the moſt 

elegant Taſte 

Lady Town. Thu? to tell you the Truth, my Dear, I 
rather think we ſqueez d a little too much Lemon into 
it, this Bout; for it grew fo ſour at laſt, that I think 
l almoſt told him, he was a Fool and he 


again——talk'd ſomething odly of. turning me 


out of Doors. | 
| Lady Grace. O! have a care of that! 


Lady Town. Nay, if he ſhould, I may thank my own 
wiſe Father for that 


Lady Grace. How ſo? 


Lady Town. Why when my good Lord firſt 
open'd his honourable Trenches before me, my unac- 


_ countable Papa, in whoſe Hands I then was, gave me 


up at Diſcretion. 

Lady Grace. How do you mean ? 

Lady Town. He ſaid, the Wives of this Age were come 
to that paſs, that he would not defire even his own 
| Daughter ſhould be truſted with Pin- money; ſo that my 


Whole Train of ſeparate Inclinations are left entirely at 
the Mercy of an Husband's odd Humours. 


Lady Grace. Why, that, indeed, is enough to make 


a Woman of Spirit look about ber! 

Lady Town. Nay, but to be ſerious; my Dear; what 
would you really have a Woman do in my Caſc* 

Lady Grace. Why if I had a ſober Huſband as 
you have, I would make myſelf the kappiett Waite in 
the World by being as ſober as he. 
Lady Town. O] you wicked thing! how can you teize 
one at this rate? when you know he is ſo very ſober, 
that (except giving me Money) there is not one thing 
in the World he can do to pleaſe me! And [ at the ſame 
time, partly by Nature, and partly, perhaps, by keeping 
the beſt Company, do with my Soul love almoſt every 
thing he hates! I dote upon Aſſemblies! my Heart 
bounds at a Ball; and at an Opera expire] then 


I love Play to Dittra&ion ! Cards inchant me ! and Dice 


put me out of my little Wits! Dear! dear _ 
0 
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oh! what a Flow of Spirits it gives one! Do you never 
play at Hazard, Child? 1 | 
Lady Grace. Oh ! never ! I don't think it fits well up- 
on Women; there's ſomething ſo maſculine, ſo much 
the Air of a Rake in it! you ſce how it makes the Men 
ſwear and curſe! and when a Woman is thrown into the 
fame Paſhon——— why 
Lady Town. That's very true! one is a liitle put to it, 


ſometimes, not to make uſe of the ſame Words to ex- 


preſs it. 5 : | 
Lady Grace. Well——and, upon ill Luck, ray what 
Words are you really fore d to make uſe of | 
Lady Town. Why upon a very hard Cat, tcl, 
when a ſad wrong Word is riſing, juſt to one g oague's 
End, I give a great Gulp and wllow it 
Lady Grace. Well 
make you forſwear play, as long as you live ? 
Lady Town. O yes ! I have forſworn it. 
Lady Grace. Seriouſly ? 


Lady Town. Solemn!y! a thouſand times; but then 


one 1s conſtantly forſworn. 1 
Lady Grace. And how can you anſwer that ? 


Lady Town. My Dear, what we fay, when we are 


Loſers, we look upon ta be no more binding than a Lo- 


ver's Oath, or a Great Man's Promiſe. But I beg par- 
don, Child; .I ſhould not lead you fo far into the World; 


you are a Prude, and deſign to live ſoberly | 
Lady Grace. Why, I confeſs my Nature, and my 
Education do, in a good degree, incline me that way. 
Lady Toxen, Well! how a Woman of Spirit, (for 


you don't want that, Child) can dream of living ſoberly, 


is to me inconceivable ! for you will marry, | ſuppole. 
Lady Grace. I can't tell but I may. 
Lady Town. And won't you live in Town ? 


Lady Grace. Half the Year, I ſhov'd like it very well. 
Lady Town. My Stars! and you would really live in 


London half the Year to be ſober in it ? 
Lady Grace. Why not? 


Lady Toxun. Why can't you as well go, and be ſober 


in the Country? 
Lady Grace. So I would t'other half Year. 


and is not that enough to 


— Lady 
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Lady Town. And pray, what comfortable Scheme of 
Life would you form now, for your Summer and Winter 
fober Entertainments ? | | 

Lady Grace. A Scheme, that I think might very well 
content us. | 

Lady Town. O] of all things let's hear ir. 
Lady Grace. Why, in Summer, I could paſs my lei- 
fure Hours in Riding, in Reading, walking by a Cana), 
or fitting at the End of it under a great Tree; in dreſ- 

ſing, dining, chatting with an agreeable Friend, per- 
| haps, hearing a little Muſic, taking a Diſh of Tea, 
or a Game of Cards, ſoberly! Managing my Family, 
looking into its Accounts,. playing with my Children 


(if I had any) or in a thouſand other innocent Amuſe- 


ments ſoberly ! and poſſibly, by theſe means, 
: — induce my Husband to be as ſober as my - 
Lady Town. Well, my Dear, thou art an aſtoniſhing 
Creature] For ſure ſuch primitive antediluvian Notions 
of Life, have not been in any Head theſe thouſand Years 
—— Under a great Tree! O' my Soul! But I beg 
we may have the ſober Town-{cheme too for I am 
charm'd with the Country one | 

Lady Grace. You ſhall, and I'll try to ſtick to my 
Sobriety there too. 5 

Lady Town. Well, tho' Pm ſure it will give me the 
Vapours, I muſt hear it however. _ 

Lady Grace. Why then, for fear of your fainting, 
Madam, I will firſt ſo far come into the Faſhion, that 
I would never be dreſs'd out of it. biçt ſtill it 
ſhould be ſoberly. For I can't think it any Diſgrace 
to a Woman of my private Fortune, not to wear her 
Lace as fine as the Wedding-ſuit of a firſt Dutcheſs. 
Tho? there is one Extravagance I would venture to come 

up to. 


Lady Town. Ay now for . 
Lady Grace. I would every Day be as clean, as a 
Lady Town. Why the Men ſay, that's a great Step to 
be made one Well now you are dreſt——pray let's 


Lady Grace 


| fee to what Purpoſe ? 
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Lady Grace. I would viſit that is, my real Friends 
but as little for Form as poſſible. I would go to 
Court; ſometimes to an Aſſembly, nay, play at Qua- 
drille———fſoberly : I would fee all the Plays ; and, 
( becauſe tis the 'F aſhien) now and then an 2 
but I would not Expire there, for fear | ſhould never go 
= And laſtly, 1 can't ſay, but for Curioſity, it I 
d my Company, I might be drawn in once to a Maſ- 
querade! And this, I think, is as far as any Woman 
can go——ſoberly. 

Lady Town. Well! if it had not been for that laſt 
Piece of Sobriety, I was juſt going to call for ſome Sur- 
feit-water. 

Lady Grace. Why, don't you think, with the farther 
Aid of Breakfaſting, Dining, taking the Air, Supping, 
Sleeping, not to b a Word of Devotion, the four 
and PR Hours might roll over in a tolerable Man- 
ner ? 

Lady Town. Tolerable i ? Deplorable ! Why, Child, 
all you propoſe, is is but to Endure Lite, now 1 want to 
Enjoy . — 


| * Mrs. Trudy. 


Tru/. Madam, your Ladyſhip's Chair is ready. 

Lady Toon. Have the Footmen their white Flambeaux 
yet? For laſt Night I was poiſon d. 

Truf. Ves, Madam: there were ſome come in this 
Morning. [Exit Truſty. 
Lady Town. My Dear, you will excuſe me ; but you 


know my Time is fo precious 


Lady Grace. That I beg I may not hinder your leaſt 


Enjoyment of it. 


L ady Town. You will call on me at Lady RewePs ? 
Lady Grace. Certainly. 


Lady Toxwy. But I am fo afraid it will break into your 
Scheme, my Dear 
ſoberly break 


Lady Grace. When it does, I will 
you. 


Lady oxvn. Why then, till we meet again, dear Siſter, 
I wiſh ow all tolerable Happineſs. [Exit Lady Town. 


Lady Gracr, 
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Lady Grace. There ſhe goes—Daſh! into her Stream 
of Pleaſures! poor Woman! ſhe is really a fine Crea- 
and ſometimes infinitely agreeable |! nay, take her 

out of the madneſs of this Town, rational in her No- 
tions, and eaſy to live with: But ſhe is ſo borne down 
by this Torrent of Vanit; in vogue, ſhe thinks every 
Hour of her Lite is loit tit ſhe does not lead at the 
_— of it. What it vill end in, I tremble to ima- 
Ha! my Brother, and Many with him! 
— what they have been talking of I ſhall hear 

it FX my Turn, I ſuppoſe, but it won't become me to be 
inquiſitive. [Exit Lady Grace. 


Enter Lord Townly and Manly. 


Lord Town. I did not think my Lady Wronghead had 
ſuch a notable Brain: Tho' I can't ſay ſhe was ſo very 
wiſe, in truſting this ally Girl you call Myrtilla, with the 
Secret. 

Man. No, my Lord, you miſtake me, had the. Girl 
been in the Secret, perhaps I had never come at it my- 


ſelf. 


Lord Town. Why I thought you ſaid the Girl writ 
this Letter to you, and that my Lady Wronghead ſent it 
inclos'd to my Siſter ? 

Man. If you pleaſe to give me Leave, my Lord 


the Fact is n incios'd Letter to Lady — 


was a real Original one, written by this Girl, to the 
Count we have been 8 of: The Count drops it, 
and my Lady M ronghead finds it: Then only changin ging 


the Cover, ſhe ſeals it up as a Letter of Buſineſs, 3j 
_ written by herſelf, to me: And —_— to be in a 


Hurry, gets this innocent Girl to write the Direction, 
for 
| Lord Town. Oh! then the Girl did not know me was 
ſuperſeribing a Billet-doux of her own to you ? 
Man. No, my Lord; for when I firſt queſtion'd her 
about the Direction, ſhe own'd it immediately: But 
when I ſhew'd her that her Letter to the Count was 
within it, and told her how it came into my Hands, 
the poor Creature was amaz'd and thought herſelf 
betray'd both by the Count and my Lady in ſhort, 
| | | upon 


* 
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n this Diſcovery the Girl and I ſo gracious, 
2 ſhe has let os hang ſome Transactions, in = Lads 
Wronghead's Family, which, with my having a careful 
Eye over them, may prevent the Ruin of it. 
Lord Teaun. You are very generous to be fo ſolicitoys 
for a Lady that has given you ſo much Uneaſineſs. 
Man. But I will be moſt unmercifully reveng'd of her: 
for I will do her the greateſt Friendſhip in the World 
—— againſt her Will. | | 
Lord Town. What an uncommon Philoſophy art thou 
Maſter of? to make even thy Malice a Virtue! 
Man. Yet, my Lord, I aſſure you, there is no one 
Action of my Life gives me more Pleaſure than your 


Approbation of it. 

Lord Town. Dear Charles!“ my Heart's impatient, 
*till thou art nearer to me: And as a Proof that I have 
long wiſh'd thee ſo: While your daily Conduct has 
Choſen rather to deſerve than ask my Siſter's Favour ; I 
have been as ſecretly induſtrious to make her ſenſible of 
your Merit: And ſince on this Occaſion you have open'd 
your whole Heart to me, 'tis now with equal Pleaſure, 
I aſſure you, we have both ſueceeded ſhe is as 
firmly yours | | 

Man. Impoſſible! you flatter me 5 
Lord Town. I'm glad you think it Flattery : But ſhe 
herſelf ſhall prove it none: She dines with us alone: 
When the Servants are withdrawn, I'll open a Converſa- 
tion, that ſhall excuſe my leaving you together——O ! 
Charles] had I, like thee, been cautious in my Choice, 
what melancholy Hours had this Heart avoided ! 

Man. No more of that, I beg, my Lord 

Lord Town. But 'twill, at leaſt, be ſome Relief to my 
Anxiety (kowever barren of Content the State has been 
to me} to ſee ſo near a Friend and Siſter happy in it: 
Your Harmony of Life will be an Inftance how much 
the Choice of Temper is preferable to Beauty. 


While your ſoft Hours in mutual Kindneſs move, 
You'll reach by Virtue what I loſt by Love, | 
| : - N [Exeunt. 


ACT 
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ACT Iv. ein 1 
SCENE, Mrs. Motherly's Houſe. 
Enter N.. Motherly, meeting Myrtilla. 


Mor h. OO, Niece ! where is it poſſible you can have been 


theſe fix Hours? 
Myr. O! Madam! I have ſuch a terrible Story to tell 


you! | 
Meth. A Story! Oòs my Life! What have you done 


with the Count's Note of hve hundred Pound, I ſent you 


about? is it ſafe? is it good ? is it Security? 

Myr. Yes, yes, it is ſafe: But for its Goodneſs 
Mercy on us ! I have been in a fair Way to be hang'd 
about it ? | . 

Morb. The dickens ! has the Rogue of a Count play'd 
us another Trick then ? | 

Myr. You ſhall hear, Madam; when I came to Mr. 


Caſo, the Banker's, and ſhewed him his Note for five 


hundred Pounds, payable to the Count, or Order, in 


two Months——he look'd earneſtly upon it, and defired 


me to ſtep into the Inner Room, while he examin'd his 
Books after I had ſtaid about ten Minutes, he came 
in to me ——claps to the Door, and charges me with a 
Conſtable for Forgery. 5 | 
| Meth. Ah poor Soul! and how didft thou get off? 
Myr. While I was ready to fink in this Condition, I 
2g'd him to have a little Patience, till I could fend 
for Mr. Manly, whom he knew to be a Gentleman of 
Worth and Honour, and who, I was ſure, would con- 
vince him, whatever Fraud might te in the Note, that 
] was myſelf an innocent abus d Woman — 
and as good Luck would have it, in leſs than half an 


Hour Mr. Manly came ſo, without mincing the 
| Masrter, 
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Matter, I fairly told him upon what Deſign the Count 
had lodg'd that Note in your Hands, and in ſhort, laid 
open the whole Scheme he had drawn us into, to make 
our Fortune. | 

Moth. The Devil you did! 

Mr. Why how do you think it was poſſible, I could 
any otherways make Mr. Manly my Friend, to help me 
oat of the Scrape I was in? To conclude, he ſoon made 
Mr. Cab eaſy, and ſent away the Conſtable; nay far. 
ther he promis'd me, if I would truſt the Note in his 
Hands, he would take care it ſhould be fully paid be- 
fore it was due, and at the fame time would give me 
an ample Revenge upon the Count; fo that all you 
have to conſider now, Madam, is, whether you 
think vourſelf ſafer in the Count's Hands, or Mr. 
Mank's. os „ 5 

Noth. Nay, nay, Child; there is no choice in the 
matter! Mr. Manly may be a Friend indeed, if any 
thing in our Power can make him ſo. 5 

Mr. Well, Madam, and now pray, how ſtand Mat- 
ters at ome here? What has the Count done with the 
Ladies? 

Moth. Why every thing he has a mind to do, by this 
ame, I ſuppoſe. He is in as high Favour with Miſs, as 
he is with my Lady. 

Myr. Pray, where are the Ladies? 

Meth. Rattling abroad in their own Coach, and the 
well-bred Count along with them: They have been 
ſcouring all the Shops in Town over, buying fine things 
and new Clothes from Morning to Night: Th 
have made one Voyage already, and have brought home 
ſuch a Cargo of Bawbles and Trumpery —— Mercy on 
the poor Man that's to pay for them! | 

Myr. Did not the young Squire go with them! 
Meth. No, no; Miſs faid, truly he would but diſgrace 
their Party: ſo they even left him aſleep by the Kitchen 
Fire. | | 

Myr. Has not he asked after me all this while? For I 
had a ſort of an Aſſignation with him. 

Meth. O yes! he has been in a bitter Taking about 
it, At laſt his — grew ſo uneaſy, that 

he 


him 
there he is, juſt come home again 


my Head — began to turn 
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he fairly fell a crying; fo to quiet him, I ſent one of 
the Maids and Jahn Meody abroad with him to ſhew 
the Lions, and the Monument. Ods me ! 


| 1 you may have 
Buſineſs with him—--—# IIl even turn you toge- 


ther. 


Enter Squire Richard. 
Squ. Rich. Soah! ſoah! Mrs. Myrtilla, where han 


yo been aw this Day, forſooth ? 


Myr. Nay, if you go to that, Squire, where have 
you been, pray ? | 
Squ. Rich. Why, when I fun” at yo. were no loikly 
to come whoam, I were ready to hong my Sel io 
Fohn Moody, and I, and one o' your Laſſes have been 
Lord knows where———a ſeeing o' the Soights. 
Ar. Well and pray what have you ſeen, Sir? 
Squ. Ri, b. Fleſh: I cawnt tell, not I ſeen every 
thing I think. Fi:ſt there we went o' top o' the what 
d'ye call it ? there, the great huge ſtone Poſt, up the 
ravend and rawad Stairs, that twine and twine about, 
jult an as thof it was a Cork Scrue. _ 
Myr. O, the Monument! well, and was it not a fine 
Sight from the Top of it? | 


* Rich. Sight, Miſs! I know no'—1T faw nowght 
but 


moak and brick Houſen, and Steeple 'Tops——— 
then there was ſuch a mortal Ting-tang of Bells, and 


Rambling of Carts and Coaches, and then the Folks 1 


under one look d ſo ſmall, and made fuch a Hum, and 
a Buz, it put me in mind of my Mother's great glaſs 
Bee-hive in our Garden in the Country. 

Myr. I think, Maſter, you give a very good Ac- 
count of it. | 

Squ. Rich. Ay! but I did no? like it: for my Head 
| ſo I trundled me dawn 


Stairs agen like a round Trencher. | 
_ Myr, Well! but this was not all you ſaw, I ſup- 
pole ? | os 
Squ. Rich. Noa! noa] we went after that, and faw 
the Lions, and I lik'd them better by hawlf; they 
are pure grim Devils; hoh, hoh! I touke a Stick, and 
gave 


„ 
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gave one of them ſuch a Poke o' the Noaſe be- 
lieve he would ha ſnapt my Head off, an he could ha” 
got me. Hoh! hoh! hoh 

M;r. Well, Matter, when you and I go abroad, IH 
ſhew you prettier Sights than theſe—— there's a Maſ- 
querade to-morrow. 


Squ. Rich. O Laud ay! they ſay that's a pure thing 


for Merry Andrexvs, and thoſe fort of comical Mum- 
 mers——and the Count tells me, that there Lads and 


Liſſes may jig their Tails, and eat, and drink, with- 
out grudging, all Night-lung. 

Myr. What would you ſay now, if I ſhould get you 
a Ticket, and go along with you? 

Squ. Rich. Ah dear 

Mir. But have a Cale, Squire, the fine Ladies there 
are terribly tempting ; look well to your Heart, or Ads 
me! they'll whip it up in che Trip of a Minute. | 

Squ. Rich. Ay, but they cawnt thoa——ſoa let um 
look to themſelves, an' ony of 'um falls in love with 
me—mayhap they had as good be quiet. 

Myr. Why ſure you would not retuſe a fine Lady, 
would you? 

Squ. Rich. Ay, but I would tho? unleſs it were one 
at I know of. 

Myr. Oh! oh! then you have left your Heart in the 
Country, | find? 

Squ. Rich. Noa, noa, my Heart e 


Heart e'nt awt o' this Room. 


Mer. I am glad you have it about you, Ans 

Squ. Rich. Nay, mayhap not ſoa avather, ſomebody 
elſe may have it, at you little think of. 

Myr. I can't imagine wi.at you mean ! 

Squ. Rich. Noa! why doan't you know how many 


- Folks there is in this Room, naw ? 


Myr. Very fine, Maſter, I lee you have learnt the 
Town Gallantry already. 
Squ. Rich, Why doan't you belleve* at I have a Kind- 
neſs for you then? | 
Myr. Fy! fy! Maſter, how you talk! befide you are 
too young to think of a Wife. 


D 2 ggqu. Riche 
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Squ. Rich. Ay! but I caunt _ thinking o” yo.. 
for all that. 


Myr. How ! why ſure, Sir, you don't pretend to think 
of me in a diſhonourable way? 

5qu. Rich. Nay, that's as you ſee good did no 
think at you would ha' thowght of me for a Husband, 
mayhap; unleſs I had Means, in my own Hands; and 
Feyther allows me but half a Crown a Week, as yet a 
while. | 
| Ayr. Oh! when I like any Body, tis not want of 
Money will make me refuſe them. 

Squ. Rich. Well, that's juſt my mind now; for an 
I like a Girl, Miſs, I would take her in her Smuck. 

Myr. Ay, Maſter, now you ſpeak like a Man of Ho- 
nour : This ſhews ſomething of a true Heart in you. 

Squ. Rich. Ay, and a true heart you'll find me; try 
when you will. 

Mr. Huſh! huſh here's your Papa come home, and 

my Aunt with him. 
| as Rich. A Devil rive 'em, what do they come naw 

? 
Myr. When you and [ get to the Maſquerade, you 
mall "ſee what I ll fay to you. 
u. Rich. Well, hands upon't then 
There 

—4 Rich. One Buſs, and a Bargain. [ Kiſſes her. 

Ads wauntiikins * as ſoft and plump as a Marrow-Pud- 


ding. | | [ Exeunt /everally. 
Enter Sir Francis Wronghead and Mis. Motherly. 


-_ Fran. What | my Wife and Daughter abroad, ſay 


2. O dear Sir, they have been mighty buſy all 
the Day long; they juſt came home to ſnap up a ſhort 
Dinner, and fo weut out again. | 

Sir Fran. Well, well, I than't ſtay Supper for 'em 1 
can tell em that: For Ods- heart! I have had nothing 1 in 
me, but a Toaſt and Tankard, ſince Morning. 

Moth. I am afraid, Sir, theſe late Parliament Hours 
won't agree with you. 
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Sir Fran, Why, truly, Mrs. Metherly, they don't do 
right with us Country Gentlemen ; to loſe one Meal 
out of three, is a hard Tax upon a good Stomach, 

Meth. It is ſo indeed, Sir. 

Sir Fran. But, hawſomever, Mrs. Motherly, when we 
confider, that what we ſuffer is for the Good of our 
Country — Ps 

Mcrh. Why truly, Sir, that is ſomething. 

Sir Fran. Oh! there's a great deal to be ſaid for't— 
the Good of ones Country is above all Things ———A 
true hearted Exgliſtman thinks nothing too much for ie 
I have heard of ſome honeſt Gentlemen fo very 
zealous, that for the good of their Country ———they 
would ſometimes go to Dinner at Midnight, 

Meth. O! the Goodneſs of em! ſure their Country 
muſt have a vait Eſteem for them? es 

Sir Fran. So they have, Mrs. Motherly ; they are ſo 
reſpeted when they come home to their Poroughs, 
after a Seſſion, and ſo belov'd —that their Coun- 
. ne come and dine with them every Day in the 

eek. 

Moth. Dear me! What a fine thing 'tis to be ſo po- 

lous ? | 

Sir Fran. It is a great Comfort, indeed! and I can 
aſſure you you are a good ſenſible Woman, Mrs. Macherly, 
Motb. O dear Sir, your Honour's pleas'd to Compli- 
ment. | | 
Sir Fran. No, no, I fee you know how to value Peo- 
ple of Conſequence. 

Moth. Good lack ! here's Company, Sir; will you 
give me leave to get you a little ſomething till the Ladies 
come home, Sir? | 

Sir Fran. Why troth, I don't think it would be 
_ amiſs. 

Moth. It ſhall be done in a Moment, Sir. [ Exit. 


Enter Manly. 


Man. Sir Francis, your Servant. 
Sir Fran. Couſin Manly. | 
Man. J am come to ſee how the Family goes on here. 
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Sir Fran. Troth! all as bufy as Bees; I have been 
upon the Wing ever fince Eight o'clock this Morn- 
ing. 

Man. By your early Hour, then, 1 ſuppoſe you 
— been making your Court to ſome of the Great 
Men. | — 

Sir Fran. Why, Faith! you have hit it, Sir 


I was advis'd to loſe no Time: So 1 cen went firaight 
— 1 to one great Man I had never ſeen in my Life 


Man. Right! that was doing Buſineſs: But who had 
you got to introduce you ? 5 

Sir Fran. Why, no I remember'd I had 
heard a wiſe Man fay—My Son, be bold —ſo troth ! I 


introduc'd myſelf. 


Man. As how; pray? 5 
Sir Fran, Why, thus Look ye———Pleafe your 
Lordſhip, ſays I, I am Sir Francis Wronghead of Bum- 
_— and Member of Parliament for the Borough 
of Guzz/edown—— Sir, your humble Servant, ſays my 
Lord ; thof I have not the Honour to know your Per- 
fon, I have heard you are a very honeit Gentleinan, and 
Jam glad you Borough has made choice of ſo worthy 
a Repreſentative; and ſo, ſays he, Sir Francis, have 
you any Service to command me? Naw, Coulin | thoſe. 
latt Words, you may be ſure gave me no ſmall Encou- 


ragement. And thof 1 know, Sir, you have no extra- 


ordinary Opinion of my Parts, yet I believe, you won't 
ſay I miſt it naw ! 

Man. Well, I hope I ſhall have no Cauſe. 

Sir Fran, So when I found him fo courteous ———— 
My Lord, ſays I, I did not think to ha' troubled your 
Lordſhip with Buſineſs upon my firſt Viſit: but fince 


your Lordſhip is pleas'd not to ſtand upon Ceremony 


why truly, ſays I, I think naw is as good as ano- 


ther Time. | 


Man. Right! there you puſh'd him home. 

Sir Fran. Ay, ay, I had a mind to let him fee that I 
was none of your mealy-mouth'd ones. 

Man. Very good! 


Sir 
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Sir Fran. So, in ſhort my Lord, ſays I, I have a 
good Eſftate——but——a—its a little awt at Elbows: and 
as I defire to ſerve my King, as well as my Country, I 
ſha!l be very willing to accept of a Place at Court. 

Man. So, this was making thort Work ou't. 

Sir Fran. Pcod! I ſhot him flying, Couſin : Some 
of your Hawlf-witted Ones naw, would ha' humm'd and 
| haw'd, and dangled a Month or two after him, before 
they durſt open their Mouths about a Place, and may- 
hap, not ha? got it at laſt neither. 

Man. Oh! I m glad you're fo ſure 0n't———— 

Sir Fran. You ſhall hear, Couſin Sir Francis, 
ſays my Lord, pray what fort of a Place, may you ha' 
turn'd your Thoughts upon ? My Lord, ſays I, Beggar: 
muſt not be Chuſers; but ony Place, fays I, about a 

thouſand a Year, will be well enough to be doing with 
*rill ſomething better falls in for I thowght it would 
not look well to ſtond haggling with him at firſt, | 
Man. No, no, your Buſineſs was to get Footing any 
way. | 1 
1 Sir Fran. Right! there's it! ay Couſin, I fee you 
know the World! | Ls Wee 85 

Man. Ves, yes, one ſees more of it every Day — 
well! but what ſaid my Lord to all this? 

Sir Fran. Sir Francis, ſays he, | ſhall be glad to ſerve 
| you any way, that lies in my Power; ſo he gave me a 

Squeeze by the Hond, as much as to ſay, Give yourſelf 
no Trouble 
turn'd him abawt to ſome-body with a coloured Ribbon a 
croſs here, that look'd in my 'Thowghts, as if he came 
for Place too. = 

Man. Ha! ſo, upon theſe Hopes, you are to make 
your Fortune ! 5 
Sir Fan. Why, do you think there's ony Doubt of 
„ 8 

Man. Oh no, I have not the leaſt Doubt about it 
for juſt as you have done, I made my Fortune ten Years 
ago. 


Sir Fran, Why, I never knew you had a Place, 
Coulin, | 
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Man. Nor I neither, upon my Faith, Couſin. But 
you, perhaps, may have better Fortune: For I ſuppoſe 
my Lord has heard of what Importance you were in the 
Debate to-day You have been fince down at the 
Houſe, I preſume ! | 

Sir Fran. O yes! I would not negle& the Houſe, for 

ever ſo much. 

Man. Well, and pray what have they done there? 
Sir Fran. Why, troth! I can't well tell you, what 


they have done, but I can tell you what I did: and [ 


think pretty well in the main ; only I happen'd to make 
a little Miſtake at laſt, indeed. | 
Man. How was that? | 88 
Sir Fran. Why, they were all got there, into a ſort 
of a puzzling Debate, about the good of the Nation 
DZ and I were always for that, you know but in 
ſhort, the Arguments were ſo long-winded o' both ſides, 
that, waunds! I did no well underſtand 'um: Haw- 
ſomever, I was convinc d, and fo reſolv'd to vote right, 
according to my Conſcience——ſo when they came to 


put the Queſtion, as they call it, ——1 don't know ha- 


"twas but I doubt I cry'd Ay ! when I ſhould ha? 
cry'd No 1 5 
Man. How came that about? PP 
Sir Fran, Why, by a Miſtake, as I tell you ——— 
for there was a good-humour'd fort of a Gentleman, one 


Mr. Totherfide | think they call him, that fat next me, 


as ſoog as I had cry'd Ay ! gives me a hearty ſhake by 
the Hand ! Sir, ſays he, you are a Man of Honour, and 
a true Explioman! and | ſhould be proud to be better 
acquainted with you——and fo with that, he takes me 
by the Sleeve, along with the Crowd into the Lobby 
———ſo, I knew nowght———but Ods-fleſh ! I was got 
o'the wrung ſide the Poſt for I were told, afterwards, 
I ſhould have ſtaid where I was. 


Man. And fo, if you had not quite mace your For- 
tune before, you have clench'd it now !———Ah ! thou 


Head of the Wrongheads. [ ſie. 
Sir Fran. Odſo ! here's my Lady come home at laſt 
I hope, Couſin, you will be fo kind, as to take 
a Family Supper with us ? 5 


Man. 
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Man. Another time, Sir Francis; but to-night, 1 am 
engaged! | 


Enter Lady . 3110 Jenny, and Count Baſſet. 


Lady Wrong. Couſin ! your Servant; I hope you will 
pardon my Rudeneſs: But we have really been in ſuch a 
_ continual Hurry here, that we have not had a leiſure 
Moment to return your laſt Viſit. 

Man. O Madam! I ama Man of no Ceremony ; ; you 
ſee that has not hinder'd my coming again. : 
Lady Wrong. You are infinitely obliging; but Pit re- 
deem my Credit with you. ; 

Man. At your own time, M 

Count Ba/. I muſt ſay that for Mr. Manh, Madam bs | 
if making People eaſy is the Rule of Good-Breeding, he 

is certainly the beſt-bred Man in the World. 

Man. Soh ! 1 am not to drop my Acquaintance, 1 


81304 — J.] I am afraid, Sir, J ſhall grow vain upon 


your good Opinion. 
Count Be/. I don't know that, Sir; but I am ſure, 
what you are pleas'd to ſay, makes me fo. 

Man. The moit impudent Modeſty that ever I met 
with.  [A4fide. 
Lady Wrong. Lard! how ready his Wit is? [ {far 
Sir Fran. heron think, Sir, the Count's" | 
a very fine Gentleman? | 

Man. O! among the Ladies, certainly. | 
Sir Fran. And yet he's as ſtout as a Lion: , _ - 
| Waund, he'll ſtorm any thing. — 
Man. Will he fo? "Why then, Sir, take 
care of your Citadel. 

Sir Fran. Ah! you are a Wag, Couſin. 

Man. 1 hope, Ladies, the Town Air continues to 

with you ? 

Jenny. 87 perfectly well, Sir! We have been abroad 
in our new Coach all Day long and we have 
bought an Ocean of fine Things. And to-morrow 
we go to the Maſquerade! and on Friday to the Play ! 
and on Saturday to the Opera! and on Sunday, we are 
to be at the what-d'ye call n. and ſee tha 


D 5 Ladies 
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Ladies play at Quadrille, and Picquet and Ombre, and 
Hazard! and Baſſet! And on Monday, we are to ſee the 
King! and fo on Tug/day ——— 


Lady Wrong. Hold, hold, Miss you muſt not let 


our Tongue run ſo falt, Child 


k 


you forget! you 
now I brought you hither to learn Modeſty. 
Man. Yes, yes! and ſhe is 1mprov'd — 3 "4 
A, 
Jenny. Lawrd! nn I am ſure I did not 3 
Harm ! and if one muſt not ſpeak in ones Turn, one 
my be kept under as long as one lives, for ought I 


Lady Morg. O' my Conſcience, this Girl grows ſo 
Headftrong 


Sir Fran. Ay, ay, there s your fine growing Spirit 


for you] Now tack it dawn, an' you can. 


Fenny. All I faid, Papa, was only to entertain my 


Couſin Manly. 


Man. My pretty Dear, Jam mightily oblig dt to you. 


Jenny. Look you there now, Madam. 

Lady Vreng. Hold vour Tongue, I fay. 

7. . [Turning away and glowting.] | declare it, I 
won't bear it: ſhe is always ſnubbing me before you, 
Sir — know why ſhe does it, well enough 


2 to the Count. 


Count Ba/. Huſh! huſh, my Dear don't be uneaſy 
at that! ſhe'll ſupect us l Aae. 


Jenny. Let her ſalpeQ, what do 1 care — I don't 8 


know, but I have as much Reaſon to ſuſpect, as ſne 
tho? perhaps I'm not fo afraid of her. 


Count Baſ. ¶ Aſide.] 1 if I don't keep a tight 


Hand on my Tit, here, ſhe'll run away with my Pro- 

| before I can bring jt to bear. 

Lady rung. [ Afede.) Perpetually hanging upon him! 
The young Harlot is certainly in love with him; bur I 
malt not let them ſee | think ſo——and yet I can't bear 
it: Upon my Life, Count, you'll ſpoil that forward 

Girl you ſhould not encourage her ſo. 
Count Baſ. Pardon me, Madam, I was only adviſing 
| hey to obſerve what your Ladyſhip faid to her. 


A Journey to LONDON. 83 


Man. Yes, truly, her Obſervations have been ſome- 
thing particular. [ Afiae. 
Count Baſ. In one Word, Madam, ſhe has a) 
Jealouſy of your Ladyſhip, and I am forc'd to 
encourage her, to blind it; twill be better to 
take no notice of her Behaviour to me. 
Lady Vrong. You are right, I will be more 
cautious. 2 
Count Ba, To-morrow at the Maſquerade, 
we may loſe her. 
Lady Wrong. We ſhall be obſerv d. I'll ſend | 
you a Note, and ſettle that Aﬀair———go on | 
with the Girl, and don't mind me. 
Count Ba/. I bave been taking your Part, wy little 
Angel. 
Lady Wrong. Jenny!“ come hither, 4 — ou 
maſt not be ſo haſty, my Dear I only adviſe you for 
your good. 


Jenny. Yes, Mama; but when I am told of a thing 


betore Company, it always makes me worſe, you 
know. 


Man. If I have any skill in the fair Sex; Miss, and 


her Mama, have only quarrel'd, becauſe they are both. 
of a Mind. This facetious Count ſeems to have made 


a very genteel Step into the Family.  [A4/ide. 
Enter Myrtilla. [Manly ra/ks apart with ber.] 


Lady V rong. Well, Sir Francis, and what News hare 
you brought vs from , fn aer, to-day ? 
Sir Fran. News, Madam? Þ'cod ! I have ſome- 
and ſuch as does not come every Day, I can tell you 


Place at Court of a thouſand Pawnd a Year already. 
Lady Wrong. Have you fo, Sir ? And pray who may 
you — fort? Now ! who's in the right Is not this 

tter than throwing ſo much away, after a ſtinking 


Pack of Fox-hounds, in the Country? Now your Fa- 


mily may be the better for it 


Sir Fran. Nay ! that's what perſuaded me to come 


up, my Dove. 


Ldya 


a word in your Ear——l1 have got a Promiſe of a 


v » A . nr ie 2 oY OG Sono ABC . —⅝j§᷑ ͤ . 
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Lady Wrong. Mighty well——come 
another hundred Pound then. | 4 
Sir Fran. Another ! Child? Waunds ! you have had 
one hundred this Morning, pray what's become of that, 
my Dear ? | 
Lady Wrong. What's become of it? why I'll ſhew 
you, my Love! Ferny / have you the Bills about you? 
Jenny. Yes, Mama. N 12 
Lady Wrong. What's become of it? why laid out, my 
Dear, with fifty more to it, that I was forc'd to borrow 
of the Count here. | LO 
| Jenny. Ves, indeed, Papa, and that would hardly do 
neither —— I here's th' Account. 
Sir Fran. [Turning over the Billi.] Let's ſee ! let's ſee! 
what the Devil have we got here ? 
Man. Then you have founded your Aunt you 
ſay, and ſhe readily comes into all I propos'd | 
to you ? es 5 
yr. Sir, I'll anſwer, with my Life, ſhe is 
moſt thankfully yours in every Artice: She { 
mightily defires to {ee you, Sir. | Abart. 
Man. 1 am going home, directly: Bring | 
her to my Houſe in half an Hour; and if the - 
makes good what you teil me, you ſhall both | 
find your Account in it. LB 
Mr. Sir, ſhe ſhall not fail you. J ; 


let me have 


and 
fale. 

Lady Wreng, There's nothing but what's proper, and 
for your Credit, Sir Frazci5—— Nay, you fee J am fo 


Trinkets, and Fans, and Clock-Stockiugs, by whole- 


good a Houſzwife, that in Neceſſaries for myſelf, I have 


rce laid out a Shilling. . 

Sir Fraa. No, by my troth, fo it ſeems; for the 
Devil o' one thing's here, that I can ſee you have any 
occaſion for ! . . 

Lady Wrong. My Dear! do you think I came hither 
to live out of the raſtion ? why, the greateſt Diſtinction 
of a fine Lady in this Town is in the variety of pretty 


Jena, 


Sir Frax. Ods-life? Madam, here's nothing but Toys 


of 
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Jenny, Sure, Papa, could you imagine, that Women 
of (Qvality wanted nothing but Stag and Petticoats? 

Lady IFreng. Now, that is ſo like him! 

Man. So]! the Family comes on finely. Aliae. 

Lady Heng. Lard, if Men were always to govern, 
what Dowdies would they reduce their Wives to! 

Sir Fran. An hundred Pound in the Morning, and 
want another afore Night! Waunds and Fire ! the Lord 
Mayor of London could not hold it at this rate! 

Man. O] do you feel it, Sir? [Aides 

Lady Wrong. My Dear, you ſeem uneaſy; let me have 
the hundred Pound, and compoſe yourlels. 


Sir Fran. Compoie the Devil, Madam! why, do you 


conſider what a — Pound a Day comes to in a 
7 
Lady Nrorg. My Life, if I account with you from 
one Day to another, that's really all my Head is able 
to bearat a time But 1'il tell you what J conſider 
I confer that my Advice has got you a thou- 
ſand Pound a Year thi> Morning 
thinks you might conſider, Sir. 
Sir Fran. A thouſand a Year i Wounds, Madam, but 
I have not touch'd a Penny of it yet! 
Man. Nor ever will, I'il anſwer for him. [Alu. 


Euter Squire Richard. 


Squ. Rich. Feyther, an you doan't come quickly 


the Meat will be coal'd : and I'd fain pick a bit with 
vou. 


Lady Wrong. Bleſs me, Sir Francis ! you are not g- 
ing to ſup by yourſelf ! | 


Sir Fran. No, but I'm going to dine by myſelf, and 
that's pretty near the Matter, Madam. 


Lady Wrong. Had not you as good ſtay a little, my 


Dear ? we all all eat in half an Hour; and I was think- 


ing to ask my Couſin Manly ro take a Family Morſel 


with us. 


Sir Frau. Nay, for my Couſin's good Company, I 


don't care it I ride a Day's Journey without Baiting. 


Man. By no means, Sir Francis. I am going upon a 
lute Bukinels, | — 


Sir 


That now me- 
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Sir Fran, Well, Sir, I know you don't love Compl · 
ments. 
Man. You "1 excuſe me, Madam 
Lady 7, . Since you have Buſineſs, Sir—— 
[Exit Manly. 


Enter Mrs. Motherly. 


o. Mrs. Mether:y ! you were ſaying this Morning, you 
had ſome very fine Lace to ſhew me can't | ſee it 
now ? [Sir Francis fares. 

Moth. Why, really Madam, I had made a ſort of a 
Promiſe to let the Counteſs of Nice/y have the firſt Sight | 
of it for the Birth-day : But your Ladythi 

Lady Nrong. O! I die if I don't fee it before her. 

Squ. Ricb. Wozn't you goa, Feyther ? | 
Sir Fran, Waunds! Lad, I ſhall ha? noa C Apart. 
Stomach at this Rate! 

Moth. Well, Madam, though I fay it, tis the ſweeteſt 
Partern that ever came over——and for Fineneſs—— 
no Cobweb comes up tot! 

Sir Fran. Ods Guts and Gizard, Madam! Lace as 
| fine as a Cobweb way. what the Devil's that to colt 
now ? 
Meth. Nay, Sir Francis does not like of it, Ma- 
dam 

Lady Wrong. He like it! Dear Mrs. Marlerhy, he is 
not to wear it. 

Sir Frau. Fleſh, Madam, but J ſuppoſe I am to pay 
for it. 

Lady Wrong. No doubt on 't! Think of your thouſand 
a Year, and who got it you, go! eat your Dinner, and 
be thankful, go. [Driving him to the Door.) Come, 
Mrs. Motherly. 

[Exit Lady Wrong head with Mrs. Motherly. 

Sir Fran. Very fine! fo here I mun faſt, 'till Iam 
almoſt famiſh'd for the Good of my Country ; while 
Madam is laying me out an hundre'! Pound a Day in 
Lace, as fine as a Cobweb, for the Honour of my Fami- 
ly! Ods-fleſh ! things had need go well at this rate ! 

Squ. Rich. Nay, nay come, Feyther. 

[ Exit Sir Francis. 
Enter 


—B rea 
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| Entcr Mrs. Motherly. 
Meth. Madam, my Lady deſires you and the Count 
will pleaſe to come and aſſiſt her Fancy in ſome of the 


new Laces. 
Count Ba/. We'll wait upon her 


[Exit Mrs. Motherly. 
Jenny. So! 1 told you how it was! you ſee ſhe can't 
bear to leave us together. 


Count Ba/. No matter, my Deas : You know ſhe has 


ask'd me to ſtay Supper: So, when your Papa and ſhe 
are a-bed, Mrs. Myrtilla will let me into the Houſe 


again; then you may ſteal into her Chamber, and we'll 


have a pretty Sneaker of Punch together. 

Myr. Ay, ay, Macam, you may command me any 
thin 
£8 Well! that will be pure! 

Count Ba/. But you had beſt go to her alone, my 
Life: it will look better if I come after vou. 

Fenny. Ay, ſo it will: And to-morrow you know at 


the Maſquerade. And then !——hey! Oh, II hawe 4 
 Huiband! ay, Marry, &c. [Exit ſinging. 


Myr. So, Sir! am not I very commode to you ? 

Count Baſ. Well, Child! and don't you find your 
Account in it ? did not I tell you we might ſtill be of uſe 
to one another ? 

Myr. Well, but how ſtands your Affair wich Miſs, in 
the main? 

Count Ba/. O ſhe's mad for the Maſk uerade ! it drives 
like a Nail, we want nothing now bas a Parſon, to 
clinch it. Did not your Aunt ſay the could get one at 


a ſhort Warning ? 


Myr. Yes, yes, my Lord Townl,'s Chaplain is her 
Couſin you know ; he'll do your Buſineſs and mine, at 


the ſame time. 
Count Ba, O! it's true! but * ſhall we appoint 


him? 


Myr. Why, you know my ; Lady Toxwnly's Houſe is al- 


ways open to the Maſques upon a Ball-night, before 


they 80 to the Hay-mar tet. 
Count Ba/. Good. Fu 
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Mr. Now the Docter purpoſes, we ſhould all come 
thither in our Habits, and when the Rooms are full, we 
may ſteal up into his Chamber, he ſays, and there 
crack he'll give us all Canonical Commiſſion to go 
to-bed together. 

Count Ba/. Admirable ! Well, the Devil fetch me, if 
I ſhall not be heartily glad to ſee thee well ſettled, 
Child. | 

Mr. And may the Black Gentleman tuck me under 
his Arm at the ſame time, if I ſhall not think myſelf 
oblig'd to you, as long as | live. 

Count Ba One Kiis for old Acquaintaace ake—— 
I'oad I ſhall want to be buſy again 

ya O you'll have one ſhortly will find you Em- 
ployment: But {ma run to my Squire. 

Count Baſ. And I to the Ladies- 

Servant, ſweet Mrs. M roughead. 

Myr. Yours, as in Duty bound, mot noble Count 
Baſſet. [Exit Myr. 

Count Baſ. Why ay ! Count! That Title has been 
of ſome Uſe to me indeed ! not that I have any more 
Pretence to it, than J have to a blue Ribband. Yet, [ 
have made a pretty conſiderable Figure in Life with it ; 
have lolPd in my own Chariot, dealt at Aſſemblies, 
din'd with Ambaſſadors, and made one at Quacrille, 
with the firſt Women of Quality But 
mutantur ſince that damn'd Squadron at White's 


ſo your homble 


have left me out of their laſt Secret, I am reduced to 


trade upon my own Stack of Induſtry, and make my laſt 
Puſh upon a Wife: If my Card comes up right (which 
I think can't fail) I ſhail once more cut a Figure, and 
cock my Hat in the Face of the beſt of them For fince 
our modern Men of Fortune are grown wiſe enough to 
be Sharpers: I think Sharpers are Fools that don't take 
— cond 1 [Eau 
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ACT V. der 
SCENE, Lord Townly's Heuſe. 


Enter Manly and Lady Grace. 
Manx. HER E's ſomething, Madam, hangs upon 
= your Mind, to-day : Is it unfit to truſt me 
with it? 
Lady Grace. Since you will | — 3 Siſter 


then — —unhappy Woman! 
Man. What of her? 
Lady Grace. I fear is on the Brink of Ruin! 
Man. I am forry for it what has happened ? 
Lady Grace. Nothing ſo very new! but the continual 


Repetition of it, at laſt has rais'd my. Brother to an In- 


temperance that I tremble at. 
Man. Have they had any Words upon it? 
Lady Grace. He has not ſeen her fince Yeſterday. 
Man. What! not at home all Night! 
Lady Grace. About five this Morning in ſhe came ! 
but with ſuch Looks, and ſuch an Equipage of Misfor- 
tunes at her Heels what can become of her ? 
Man. Has not my Lord ſeen her, ſay you? 
Lady Grace, No! he chang'd his Bed laſt Ni ight— 
I fat with him alone till twelve, in Expectation of 
her : But when the Clock ftruck, he ftarted from his 
Chair, and grew incens'd to that Degree, that had I 
not, almoſt on my Knees, diſſuaded him, he had or- 


dered the Doors that Inſtant, to have been locked 


againſt her. 

Man. How terrible is his Situation:? when the moſt 
juitihable Severities he can uſe againſt her, are liable 
— be the Mirth of all the diſſolute Card-Tables in 

own! 


Lady 
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Lady Grace. Tis that, I know, has made him bear ſo 
long: But you that feel for him, Mr. Manly, will aſüſt 


him to ſupport his Honour, and, if pe flible, preſerve 
his Quiet! therefore I beg you don't leave the Houſe, 
*till one or both of them can be wrought to better 
Temper. | 

Man. How amiable is this Concern, in you! 


Lady Grace. For Flz-aven's fake don't mind me, but 


think on ſomething to preſerve us all. 5 
Man. I ſhall not take the Merit of obeying your Com- 
mands, Madam, to ferve my Lord — but pray, Ma- 


dam, let me into all that has paſt, ſince Veſternight. 


Lady Grace. When my Intreaties had prevaił d upon 


my Lord, not to make a Story for the 'Vown, by 0 
ublic a Violence, as ſhutting her at once out of his 
ors ; he order'd the next Apartment to my Lady's, 
to be made ready for him while that was do- 
ing [ try'd by all the little Arts I was Miſtreſs of, 
to amuſe him into Temper ; in thort, a fitent Grief was 
all I could reduce him to on this, we took our 
Leaves, and parted to our Repoſe: What his was, I 
imagine by my own: For I ne'er clos'd my Eyes. About 
five, as I told you, I heard my Lady at the Door; ſo 


flipt on a Gown, and fat almoſt an Hour with her, in 


her own Chamber. 


Max. What ſaid ſhe, when the did not find my Lord 
there ? 


Lady Grace. O! fo far from being ſhock'd or alarm'd 


at it; that ſhe bleſs'd the Occaſion ! and ſaid, that in 
her Condition, the Chat of a Female Friend was far pre- 
ferable to the beſt Husband's Company in the World. 
Man. Where has ſhe Spirits to ſupport ſo much In- 
ſenſibility ? | T 
Lady Grace. Nay! ?tis incredible! for though ſhe 
had loſt every Shilling ſhe had in the World, and 


ſtretch'd her Credit ev'n to breaking; ſhe rallied her 


own Follies with ſuch Vivacity, and painted the Penance, 


ſhe knows ſhe muſt undergo for them, in ſuch ridiculous 
Lights, that had not my Concern for a Brother been 


too ſtrong for her Wit, ſhe had almoſt diſarm'd my 
Man 
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Mar, Her Mind may have another Caſt by this time: 
The moſt flagrant Diſpoſitions have their Hours of An- 
gn ; which their Pride conceals from Company; 

ut pray, Madam, how could ſhe avoid coming down 
to dine ? 

Lady Grace, O ! ſhe took care of that before ſhe went 
to bed; by ordering her Woman, whenever ſhe was 
ask'd for, to ſay, ſhe was not well. 


Aan. You have ſeen her ſince ſhe was up, I preſume? 


Lady Grace. Up! I queſtion whether ſhe be awake yet. 
Man. Terrible! What a Figure does ſhe make now ! 


That Nature ſhould throw away ſo much Beauty upon a 


Creature, to make ſuch a ſlatternly Uſe of it? 

Lady Grace. O fy! there is not a more elegant Beauty 
in Town, when ſhe's dreſt. 

Man. In my Eye, Madam, ſhe that's early dreſt, has 
ten times her Elegance. 

Lady Grace. But ſhe won't be long now, I believe: 
For I think I fee her Chocolate going up —— Mrs. Trap, 
——a hem Og, 


Mrs. Truſty comes to the Door. 


Man. [ Afde.] Five o'Clack in the Afternoon, for a 


Lady of Qualitv's Breakfaſt, is an elegant Hour indeed! 

which to ſhew her more polite way of living too, I pre- 
ſume, ſhe cats in her Bed. 5 

Lady Grace. [To Mrs, Truſty.] And when the is up, 

I would be glad ſhe would let me come to her Toilet 
hat's all, Mrs. Trufty. | 

Traſty. I will be ſure to let her Ladyſhip know, Ma- 

dam. | [Exit Mrs. Truſty. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir Francis Wronghead, Sir, deſires to ſpeak 


. with you. | ET 

Man. He comes unſeaſonably —— what ſhall I do 
with him! | „ 

Lady Grace. O fee him by all means, we ſhall have 


time enough; in the mean while I'll ſtep in, and have 


an Eye upon my Brother, Nay, don't mind ĩme you 
have Buſineſs. 5; | 
| Mar. 
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Man. You muſt be obey'd 
[Retreating wwhile Lady Grace goes our. 

Defire Sir Francis to walk in [ Exit Servant. 


I ſuppoſe by this time his wiſe Worſhip begins to find, 


14 the Balance of his Journey to London is on the wrong 
ſi Je. 


Enter Sir Francis. 


Sir Francis, your Servant ; how came I * the Favour of 


thi; extraordinary Viſit? 

Sir Fran. Ah! Couſin! | 

Man. Why that forrowful Face, Man? 

Sir Fran. | have no Friend alive but you- 
Man. I am ſorry for that but what's the 
Matter ? 


Sir Fran. I have play'd the Fool by this Journey, 1 
fee now for my bitter Wife 

Man. What of her? 

Sir Fran. Is play ing the Devil! | 

Man. Why truly, that's a part that moſt of your fine 
Ladies begin with, as ſoon as they get to London. 

Sir Fran. If I am a living Man, Coufin, ſhe has made 


away with above two hundred and fifty Pounds fince 
Veſterday Morning 


Man. Hah! I fee a good Houſewife will do a great | 


deal of Work in alittle time. 

Sir Fran. Work do they call it! Fine Work indeed! 

Man. Well, but how — you mean made away with it ? 
What, ſhe has laid it out, may be——but I ſuppoſe you 
have an Account of it. 

Sir Fran. Yes, yes, T have had the Account indeed ; 
but JI mun needs ſay, it's a very ſorry one. 

Man. Pray, let's hear. 


Sir Fran. Why, firſt I let her have an hundred and 


fifty, to get things handſom about her, to let the World 


ſee that I was Seme-body ! and I thought that Sum was 
very genteel. 

Man. Indeed I think ſo; and it in the Country, might 
have ſerv'd her a Twelve-month. 

Sir Fran. Why, fo it might 


and 


but here in this 
fine Tawn, forſooth! it could not ot through four 
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and twenty Hours- for in half that time, it was 
all ſquander d away in Bawbles, and new faſhion'd 
Trumpery. | | 

Man. Ol! for Ladies in London, Sir Francis, All this 
might be neceſſary. 

Sir Fran. Noa ! theere's the Plague on't! the Devil 
o' one uſeful Thing do I ſee for it, but two pair of lac'd 
Shoes, and thoſe ftond me in three Pound three Shillings 
a Pair too. 


Man. Dear Sir! this is nothing! Why we have City 


Wires here, that while their good Man is ſelling three 
Penny worth of Sugar, will give you twenty Pound for 
a ſhort Apron. 

Sir Fran. Mercy on us | What a mortal poor Devil is 
a Husband ! 


Man. Well, but I hope, you have nothing elſe to 


complain of? 5 
Sir Frau. Ah! would I could ſay fo too but there's 
another hundred behiad yet, that goes more to my Heart, 
than all that went before it. | 
Mn. And how might that be diſpoſed of? 
Sir Fran. Troth 1 am almoſt aſham'd to tell you. 
Man. Out with it. 3 
Sir Fran. Why ſhe has been at an Aſſembly. 


Man What, ſince I ſaw you! I thought you had all 


ſupt at home laſt Night? 
der Fran. Why, o we did——ard all as merry as 
Gries 
another hundred into her Apron, to go out early this 
Morning with But the Cloth was no ſooner taken 
away, than in comes my Lady Towwnly here, 
between you and I——mum ! has had the Devil to pay 
yonder ) with another rautipole Dame of Quality, 
and out they muſt have her, they ſaid, to introduce her 
at my Lady Nebie's Aſſembly forſooth——a few Words, 
you may be ſure, made the Bargain———fo, bawnce ! 
and away they drive as if the Devil had got into the 


Coach-box— ſo about four or five in the Morning 


home comes Madam, with her Eyes a Foot deep in her 
Head — and my poor hundred Pound left behind 
her at the Hazard- Table. 


Man. 


I'cod ! my Heart was fo open, that I toſs'd 


who 


_ 2 - 
8 * = * mm 
> > 2 
— — 


94 The PrRovok'd Hus BAND; or, 
Man. All loſt at Dice! 


among a Parcel of 


Sir Fran. Every Shilling R 
Pig-tail Puppies, and pale- facd Women of Quality. ag 

Man. But pray, Sir Francis, how came you, after you | 
found her fo ill an Houſewife of one Sum, ſo ſoon to | < 
truſt her with ancther ? | | 

Sir Fran. Why truly, I mun ſay that was partly as. 


my own Fault: For if I had not been a Blab of my 
Tongue, I believe that laſt hundred might have been 


ſav d. | 
Man. How ſo? © 1 

Sir Fran. Why, like an Owl as I was, out of Good- i1 
will, ſorſooth, partly to keep her in Humour, I muſt {Þ} 
needs tell her of the thouſand Pound a Year, I had juſt i 
got the Promiſe of——P'cod ! ſhe lays her Claws upon | 
it that Moment iaid it was all owing to her 1 
Advice, ard truly ſhe would have her Share ont. = 3 


Man. What, before you had it yourtelt ? | 
Sir Fran. Why ay ! that's what I told her My 
Dear, ſaid I, mayhap I mayn't receive the firſt Quarter | 

on't this halt Year. | | | . 
Man. Sir Francis, | have heard you with a great 
deal of Patience, and I really feel Compaſlion for 


On. 
Sir Fran. Truly, and well you may, Couſin, for J 
don't ſee that my Wife's Goodnels is a bit the better, 

for bringing to London. | 5 
Man. If you remember I gave you a Hint of it. 
Sir Fran. Why ay, it's true you did ſo: But the 
Devil himſelf could not have believ'd the would have 
rid Poſt to him. | | | 
Man. Sir, if you ſtay but a Fortnight in this Town, 
you will every Day ſee hundreds as fatt upon the Gallop, 
as the 1s. 
Sir Fran. Ah! this Lendon is a baſe Place indeed 
wWaunds, if Things ſhould happen to go wrong with me 
at Weſtminſter, at this rate, how the Devil thall I keep 
out of a Jail? | | 
Man. Why truly, there ſeems to me but one way to 
avoid it. | | | 
Sir Fran. Ah! would you could tell me that, Golly. 


* n F * TY 
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Man. The way lies plain before you, Sir; the ſame 
Road that brought you hither will carry you ſafe home 


ain. 


Sir Fran, Ods fleſh ! f er Th what ! and leave a thou- 


ſand Pound a Year behind me? 

Man. Pooh ! pooh! leave any thing behind you, but 
your Family, and you are a Saver by it. 

Sir Fran, Ay, but conlider, Couſin, what a ſcu 


Figure ſhall I make in the — if I come dawn 
withawt it! 


Man. You will make a much more lamentable Figure 


in a Jail without it. 


Sir Fran. Mayhap 'at yow have no great Opinion of 


it then, Couſin ? 


Man. Sir Francis, to do you the Service of a real 


Friend, I matt {peak very plainly to you: You don't yet 
ſee half the Ruin that's before you ? 


Sir Fran. Good-lack ! how may yow mean, Couſin? 
Da In one Word, your whole Affairs ſtand thus 
-In a Week you'll loſe your Seat at Vemin- 
. In a Fortnight my Lady will run you into Jail, 
by keeping the beſt Company——— In four and 
twenty Hours, your Daughter will run away with a 


Sharper, becauſe ſhe han't been us'd to better Com- 


pany: And your Son will ſteal into Marriage with a 
Caſt- Miſtreſs, becauſe he has not been uſed to any Com- 
pany at all. 


Sir Frau. I' th' Name o' Goodneſs why ſhould you 
think all this ? 

Man. Becauſe I have Proof of it; in ſhort, 1 know 
ſo much of their Secrets, that if all this is not prevented 
to night, it will be out of your Power to do it to-mor- 
row Morning, 

Sir Fran. Mercy upon us! you frighten m 
Well, Sir, I will be govern'd by yow : But what am I 
to do in this Caſe ? 

Man. I have not time here to give you proper 1 
ſtructions: But about eight this Evening, I'll call at your 
Lodgings ; and there you ſhall have full Conviction, 
how much I have it at Heart to ſerve you. 


Enter 


o 
9 . ws 
——— g 


:af 


i 
' 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| have, by never being over-fond of my Lord 
I want Money infinitely oftner than he is willing to give 
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Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, my Lord defires to ſpeak with you. 

Min. Tl wait upon him. 

Sir Fran, Well then, I'll go ſtraight home, naw. 

Man. At Eight depend upon me. 

Sir Fran. Ah! dear Couiin ! I ſhall be bound to you 
as long as | live. Mercy deliver us! what a terrible 
Journey have I made on't! [Exeunt ſeverai/y. 


—______— — 


The SCENE opens to a Dreſſms Rom. Lach 


Townly, as juſt up, walks to her Toilet, leaning 
on Mrs. Tru = 
| Truſt, Dear Madam, what ſhould make your Lady- 


ſhip ſo out of order! | 
Lady Town. How is it poſſible to be well, where one 


is kill'd for want of Sleep? 

Truſty. Dear me! it was ſo long before you rung, 
Madam, I was in hopes your Ladyſhip had been — 
compos'd. 2+; 

Lady Town. Compos'd! why I have lain in an Inn 
here! this Houſe is worſe than an Jan with ten Stage- 
Coaches! What between my Lord's impertinent People 
of Butineſs in a Morning, and the intolerable thick 
Shoes of Footmen at Noon, one has not a wink all 
Night. 

7 rafty. Indeed, Madam, it's a great pity my Lord 
can't be perſuaded into the Hours of People ef Qua- 
lity Though I muſt ſay that, Madam, your La- 


Town. 

Lady Town. Oh! you are quite miftaken, Trufty / I 
manage very ill! for notwithſtanding all the Power I 
yer 


it me. 


Trufty. 


dyſhip is certainly the beſt Matrimonial Manager in 


8 8 
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Trufty. Ah, if his Lordſhip could but be brought to 
play himſelf, Madam, then he might feel what it is to 
want Money. 

Lady Town Oh! don't talk of it! do you know that 
am undone, Tray? 

Truſty. Mercy forbid, Madam 

Lady Town. Broke! ruin'd! plunder'd !——tripp'd, 
even to a Confiſcation of my laſt Guinea. 

Trufty. You don't tell me ſo, Madam 

Lady Town. And where to raiſe ten Pound in the 
 World—— What is to be done, Truſfty ? 

Trufly. Truly, I with 1 were wiſe enough to tell you, 
Madam : But may be your Ladyſhip may have a run of 
better Fortune, upon ſome of the good Company that 
comes here to-night. 

Lady Town. But I have not a fingle Guinea to try my 
Fortune ! 

Truſty. Ha! that's a bad Buſineſs indeed, adam 
Adad ! I have a Thought in my Head, Madam, if it is 
not too late - 

Lady To vun. Out with it quickly then, I beſeech hae ? 

Truſty. Has not the Steward ſomething of fifty Pound, 
Madam, that you left in his hands, to pay ſomebody 
about this time? 

Lady Town. O! ay! 1 had * twas to a 
what's his filthy Name? 

Trufty. Now | remember, Madam, twas to Mr. Lute- 
ſtring your old Mercer, that your Ladyſhip tarn'd off, 
about a Year ago, becauſe he would truſt you no 


Lady Town. The very Wretch ! if he has not paid it, 
run quickly, Dear T2, and bid him bring it hither 
immediately [Exit Truſty.] Well! "ſure mor- 
tal — never had ſuch Fortune] Five! Five, and 
Nine, againſt poor Seven for ever No! after 
that horrid Bar of my Chance, that Lady Wronghead's 
fatal red Fiſt upon the Table, I ſaw it was impoſſible, 
ever, to win another Stake Sit up all Night! 
loſe all one's Money! dream of winning Thouſands ! 
wake without a Shilling! and Then——how like a Hag 
I look ! In ſhori———the Pleaſures of Life, are not 


E | | worth 


—_—— ——_— Ls — . ˖ ˖ le 


Piunduage, a word with you quickly. | 
ſently. 


to * Lady, this Moment, quick! } 


able to bear him. 
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worth this Diſorder! If it were not for Shame now, 1 
could almoit think, Lady Grace's ſober Scheme not 


quite fo ridiculous If my wiſe Lord could but 
hold his Tongue for a Week, tis odds, but I ſhouid 
hate the Town in a Fortnight But I will not be 
driven out of it, that's poſitive! 


[Truſty returns. 
Truſty. 0 Madam ! there is no bearing it! Mr. 
Luteſtring was juſt let in at the Door, as [ — to the 


Stair-Foot; and the Steward is now actually paying him 
the Money in the Hall. 


Lady Town. Run to the 0 Head, again—— 
and ſcream to him, that 1 mutt ſpeak with him this In- 


_ Rant. ['Fruſty runs out, and ſpears. 


Truſty. Mr. N a hem Mr.) 


Pound. [withia. In come to you pre- 
Trafy. Preſently won't do, Man, you muſt | 
come this Minute. 5 
Pound. I am but juſt paying a little Money, | 


—_ 
Trufly. Cods my Life !'p paying Money ? is | 
the Man diſtracted? Come here I tell you, | 


returns. 
Town. Will the Monſter come LTP 


Trufty. Yes, I hear him now, Madam, he is hobling 
up, as faſt as he can. 


Lady Town. Don't let him come in—forhe will keep | 


ſuch a babbling about his Accounts, — my Brain is not 


[Pondage comes to the Deer with a Money-bag 
| In his Hand. | 
Truſty. O! it's well you are come, Sir! where's the 
fifty Pound? 
Poasd Why here it is; if you had not been in ſuch 


haſte, I ſhould have paid it by this time——the Man's 
now writing a Receipr, below, for it. 


Trufty. No matter wy 1 ſays, you muſt not pay 
2. W 


there's | 


a as wn f 
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there's a Piſtole, and a Guinea, that is not good in it, 
beſides there is a miſt ke in the Account too 
[7 xvitching the Bag from him.] But ſhe is not at leiſure 
to examine it now; ſo you muſt bid Mr. What- d ye- 
call-um call another time. | 

Lady Town. What is all that Noiſe there ? 

Pound. Why and it pleaſe your Ladyſhip=—— | 

Lady Toxun. Pro — don't plague me now, but do 
2s you were order'd. 

Peu nd Nay, what your Ladyſhip pleaſes, "REN 

[ Exit Poundage. 

Tray. There they are, Madam Pour; the Meney 
£4: of rhe Bag.] The pretty Things were ſo near 
falling into a naſty Tradeiman's hands, I proteit it made 
rie tremble for them fancy your Ladythip had #s 
wood give me that bad Guines, for luck's fake-—thank 
agu, Madam. = [T ate: a Crna. 

Lady Town. Why, I Cid not bid you take it. 

T-4/:y. No, but your Ladyſh'p look'd as if you were 
juſt going to bid me, and ſo I was willing to fave you 
the trouble of ſpeaking, Madam. 

Lady Tess. Well! thou haſt deſerv'd it, and fo, for 
once but hark! don't I hear the Man making a 
naiſe — Though I think now we my compound 
for a little of his ill FHumour——— 

Tr. I'll liſten. | 5 

Lady Tervn. Pr'ythee do. Truſty goes to the De. 

27% Ay! they are at it, Madam— he's in a bitter 
Paſſion, with poor Pozndage bleſs me ! I believe 

he'll beat him mercy on us; how > he Wretch' 
ſwears ! 
| Lady Toxen. And a ſober Citizen too! that's a ſhame ! 
Truly. Ha! 1 think all's ſilent, of a ſudden 
may be the Porter has knock'd him down—1'll ſtep and 
ſee [Exit Traity, 

Lady Town. Thoſe Trades- people are the troubleſomeit 
Creatures ! no Words will ſavaly them ! 

[Troſty returns. 

Truſty. O Madam undone ! undone |! My Lord has 
juſt bolted out _ the * and is hearing all his piti- 

2 ful 
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ful Story over if your Lady ſhip pleaſes to come hi- 
4 may hear him yourſelf? 3 | 
Lady Townly. No matter: It will come round pre- 
ſently: I ſhall have it from my Lord; without loſing a 
Word by the Way, I'll warrant you. 
Truſty. O lud! Madam! here's my Lord juſt com- 


As 
y Town. Do you get out of the way then. [Exit 


Truſty.] I am afraid I want Spirits! but he will ſoon 


give em me. 


| Enter Lord Townly. 
Lord Town. How comes it, Madam, that a Tradeſman 


dares be clamorous in my Houſe, for Money due to him, 


fm you? 
Lady Town. You don't expect, my Lord, that I ſhould 


anſwer for other Peoples Impertinence ! 


Lord Towns. I expect, Madam, you ſhould anſwer for 
own Extravagances, that are the occaſion of t— 
thought I had given you Money three Months age, to 


 fGatisfy all theſe ſort of People 


Lady Town. Yes, but you ſee they never are to be ſa- 
Lord Tows. Nor am I, Madam, longer to be abus'd 

thus! what's become of the laſt Any, abt I gave 

you? | . 

Lord Town. Gone! what way, Madam? 

Lady Town. Half the Town over, I believe, by this 


Sod Town. "Ts well! 1 for Rein wil make no has 


preſſion, ?till it falls upon you. 


Lady Town. In ſhort, my Lord, if Money is always 
the fubjet of our Converſation, I ſhall make 9 

Lord Town. Madam, Madam! I will be heard, and 
make you Anſwer. | 

dy Town, Make me! then I muſt tell you, my 
Lord, this is a Language I have not been us'd to, and I 
won't bear it. | 13 
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Lord Town. Come! come, Madam, you ſhall bear a 
great deal more, before I part with you. | 

Lady Town. My Lord, if you inſult me, you will 
have as much to bear, on your fide, I can aſſure you. 

Lord Town. Pooh ! your Spirit grows ridiculous ——- 
you have neither Honour, Worth, or Innocence, 9 
ſupport it! 

Lady Town. You'll find, at leaſt, I have Reſentment ! 
and do you look well to the Provocation ! 

Lord Town. After thoſe you have given me, Madam, 
tis almott infamous, to talk with you. | 

Lady Town. I ſcorn your Imputation, and your Me- 
naces ! "The Narrowneſs of your Heart's your Monitor 
'tis there ! there, my Lord, you are wounded ; you 
| have leſs to complain of than many Hus bands of an 
equal Rank to you. 

Lord Town. Death, Madam! do you preſume upon 
your Corporal Merit! that your Perſon's leſs tainted, 
than your Mind! is it there ! there alone an honeſt 

 Husband can be injur d? Have you not every other 
Vice that can debaſe your Birth, or ſtain the Heart of 

Woman ? Is not your Health, your Beauty, Husband, 
Fortune, Family Giſclaim'd, for Nights conſum'd in 
Riot and Extravagance ? The Wanton does no more; 
if ſhe conceals her Shame, does leſs: And ture the Diſ- 
ſolute avow'd, as ſorely wrungs my Honour, and my 


niet. 

2 Town. I ſee, my Lord, what ſort of Wife might 
e you. 

Lord Town. Ungrateful Woman! could you have ſeen 
yourſelf, you in yourſelf had ſeen her I am amaz d 

our Legiſlature has left no Precedent of a Divorce for 
this more viſible injury, ais Adultery of the Mind, as 
well as that of the Perſon! when a Woman's whole 
Heart 1 is alienated to Pleaſures I have no Share in, what 
is't to me, whether a black Ace, or a powder'd Cox- 
comb has Poſſeſſion of it? | 
Lady Town. If you have not found it yet, my Lord, 


| this is not the way to get Poſſeſſion of mine, ns 
upon it. 


WY: Lord 
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Lord Teton. That, Madam, I have long deſſ air'd of; 
and ſince our Happineſs cannot be mutual, tis fit, that 
with our Hearts, our Perſons too ſhould ſeparate. 
This Houſe you ſleep no more in! Tho? your Con- 
tent might grofſly feed upcn the Diſhonour of a Hul- 
_ yet my Deſires would itacve upon the Features of 
a Wife. | 

Lady Town. Your Stile, my Lord, is much of the fame 
De'icacy with your Sentiments of Honour. 

Lord Town. Madam, Madam ! this is no time for 
_ Compliment: I have dene with you. 

Lady Town. If we had never met, my Lord, I had 
not broke my Heart for it! but have a care ! I may 
not, perhaps, be fo eaſily recall'd as you imagine. 

Lord Tervn, Recall'd !—— Who's there | [ Zater @ Ser- 
vant.] Deſire my Siſter and Mr. Manly to walk up. 
Lady Town, My Lord, you may proceed as you pleaſe, 
but pray what Indiſcretions have I committed, that are 
not daily practis'd by a hundred other Women of 
Quality? _ | 

Lord Town, Tis not the Number of ill Wives, Madam, 
that makes the Patience of a Husband leſs coutemp- 
tible: and tho' a bad one may be the belt Man's Lot, yet 
he'll make a better figure in the World, that keeps his 
Misfortunes out of Doors, than he that tamely keeps 
them Within. 15 | : 

Lady Town. I don't know what Figure you may 
make, my Lord, but I hall have no Reaſon to be aſham'd 
of mine, in whatever Company I may meet you. 


Lord T:avn. Be ſparing of your Spirit, Madam, you H 


need it to ſupport you. 
Enter Lady Grace and Manly. 
Mr. Manly, I have an Act of Friendſhip to beg of you, 
noun wants more Apologies, than Words can make 
ray 

Man. Then pray make none, my Lord, that I may 
have the — Merit in obliging you. 

Lord 


of you too. 


| Lady 


own. Siſter, I have the fame Excuſc to intreat 
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Lady Grace. To your Requeſt, I beg, my Lord. 
Lord Town. Thus then——as you both were preſem 
at my ill-conſider'd Marriage, | now defire you each wi 
be a Witneſs of my determin'd Separation ——l knov., 
Sir, your Good-nature, and my Siſter's muſt be ſhock's 
at the Office | impoſe on you! But, as I don't afs your 
Juſtification of my Cauſe; ſo I hope you are conſcious 
that an ill Woman can't reproach you, if you are 
ſilent, upon her fide. | - 
Man. My Lord, I never thought, till now, it could 

be diflicult to oblige you. Fes 
Lady Grace. ¶ Aſide.] Heavens ! how I tremble! 
Lord Town. Fo you, my Lady Towwnly, | need not 
here repeat the Provocations of my parting with you 
the World, I fear, is too well inform'd of them Fot 
the good Lord, your dead Father's fake, I will ſtill ſup 
— you, as his Daughter As the Lord Toene 
Wife, you have had every thing a fond Husband could 
beſtow, and (to our mutual Shame I ſpeak it) more 
than happy Wives defire——But thoſe Indulgences muſt 
end! State, Equipage and Splendor, but ill become the 
Vices that miſuſe em The decent Neceſſaries of 
Life ſhall be ſupply'd-——but not one Article to Luxu- 
ry! Not even the Coach, that waits to carry you from 
hence, ſhall you ever uſe again! Your tender Aunt, my 
Lady Lowemore, with Tears, this Morning, has con- 
ſented to receive you; where if Time, and your Condi- 
tion, brings you to a due Reflexion, your Allowance ſhall 
be increas d——But, if you ſtill are laviſh of your little, 
or pine for licentious Pleaſures, that littie ſhall be 
leſs! nor will I call that Soul my Friend, that names you 


in my Hearing . 
Heart bleeds for her! IA. 


Lady . My 
Lord Town. O Manly ! look there! turn back thy 
Thoughts with me, and witneſs to my growing Love ! 
there was a time when [I believ'd that Form incapable of 
Vice or of Decay! There I ed the Partner of an 
eaſy Home ! There! I, for ever, hoped to find, a chear- 
ful Companion, an agreeable Intimate, a faithful Friend, 
a uſcful Help-mate, and a tender Mother But oh! 
how bitter now the Diſappointment! 
m7 E 4 Man. 
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Mar. The World is different in its Senſe of Happinet: * 
Offended as you are, I know you will ſtill be Guſt 
Lord Town. Fear me not. 

Man. This laſt Reproach, I fee, has ſtruck her. 


Lord Town. No, let me not (though I this NEW. > wr 
her from my Heart for ever) let me not urge her Puniſh- 
ment beyond her Crimes J know the World is 
fond of any Tale that feeds its appetite of Scandal: And 
a3 I am conſcious, Severities of this kind ſeldom fail of 
Imputations too groſs to mention, I here, before you 
both, acquit her of the leaſt Suſpicion rais'd againſt the 
Honour of my Bed. Therefore, when abroad her Con- 
duct may be queſtion'd, do her Fame that Juſtice. 

Lady Town. O Siſter! [Turns to Lady Grace weeping. 

Lord Town. When I am ſpoken of, where without 
_ Favour this Action may be canvaſs'd, relate but half my 
Provocations, and give me up to Cenſure. [ Going. 
Lady Town. Support me! fave me ! hide me from the 

World! [ Fails en Lady Grace's Neck. 

Lord T:wwn. [ Returning. ]——l had forgot mec u 

have no Share in my Reſentment, therefore, as you hare. 


liv'd in Friendſhip with her, Yo + Particg may admit of 


gentler Terms than ſuit the Honour of an injur'd Hus- 
band. | [I,. to go out. 
Man. [Interpeſing.] My Lord, you muit not, ſhall not 
leave her thus! One Moment's Stay can do your Cauſe 
no wrong! If Looks can ſpeak the Anguiſh of the Heart, 
rin anſwer with my Life, there's ſomething labouring in 
her Mind, that would you bear the hearing, might de- 
ſerve it. | 
Lord Town. Confider ! ſince we no more can meet; 
preſs not my Staying, to inſult her. | 
Lady Town. Vet ſtay, — Lord — the little I would 
ſay, will not deſerve an Inſult; and undeferv'd, | know 
your Nature gives it not. But as you've call'd in Friends, 
to witneſs your Reſentment, let them be equal Hearers 
of my laſt Reply. HR 
Lord Town. Lihan't refuſe you that, Madam be 


it. 8 
Lady 
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Lady Town. My Lord, you ever have complain'd I 
wanted Love; but as you kindly have allowed | never 
ve it to another; ſo when you hear the Story of my 
eart, though you may ſtill complain, you will not won- 
der at my Coldneſs. | 
Lady Grace. This promiſes a Reverſe of Temper. 
| 6 
Man. This, my Lord, you are concern'd to bel 
Lord Town. Proceed, I am attentive. 5 
Lady Town. Before I was your Bride, my Lord, the 
flattering World had talk'd me into Beauty; which, at 
my Glaſs, my youthful Vanity confirm'd : Wild with 
that Fame, ] thought Mankind my Slaves, I triumph'd 
over Hearts while all my Pleaſure was their Pain: vet 
was my own ſo equally inſenfible to all, that when a 
. Father's firm Commands enjoin'd me to make choice of 
One; I even there declin'd the Liberty he gave, and to 
his own Election yielded up my Youth-——his tender 
Care, my Lord, directed him to You Our Hands 
were join'd ! But ftill my Heart was wedded to its Folly! 
My only Joy was Power, Command, Society, Profuſe- 
neſs, and to lead in Pleaſures ! The Husband's Right to 
Rule, I thought a vulgar Law, which only the De- 
form'd or Meanly- ſpirited obey'd ! I knew no DireQors, 
but my Paſſions; no Maſter, but my Will! Even you, 
my Lord, ſome time o'ercome by Love, was pleas'd 
with my Delights; nor, then, foreſaw this mad Miſuſe 
of your [ndulgence———And, though I call myſelf un- 
grateful, while | own it, yet, as a Truth, it cannot be 
deny d — That kind Indulgence has undone me 
it added Strength to my habitual 7 and in a 
e 


Heart thus warm, in wild unthinking , no wonder 
if the gentler Senſe of Love was Lolt 
Lord Town. O Manly ! where has this Crea- 
ture's Heart been buried? 3 
Man. If yet recoverable How vaſt a park 
Treaſure ? 


Lady 7 own. What, I have ſaid, my Lord, is not my 

_ Excuſe, but my Confeffion ! my Errors (give em if you 
pleaſe, a harder — 4 defended ! No! What's 

| 5 | in 
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in its Nature Wrong, no Words can palliate, no Plea ca. 
alter! What then remains in my Condition, but Reſig- 
nation to your Pleaſure? Time only can convince you 
of my future Conduct: Therefore, till I have liv'd an 
Obje& of Forgiveneſs, I dare not hope for Pardon 
'The Penance of a lonely contrite Lite were little ro the 
Innocent; but to have deſerv'd this Separation, will 
ſtrow perpetual Thorns upon my Pillow, 4 

Lady Grace. O happy, heavenly Hearing! 

Lady Town. Siſter, Farewel ! [King her.] Your 
Virtue needs no Warning from the Shame that falls on 
me: But when you think I have aton'd my Follies 
_ paſt — perſuade your injur'd Brother to torgive 
them. | 

Lord Tozwwn. No, Madam! Your Errors thus renounc'd, 
this Inftant are forgotten] So deep, ſo due a Senſe of 
them, has made you, what my utmoit Wiſhes form'd, and 
all my Heart has ſigh'd for. | | | 

Lady Town. ¶ Turning to Lady Grace.) How odious 
does this Goodneſs make me! Es 

Lady Grace. How amiable your thinking ſo ? 

Lord Town. Long-parted Friends, that paſs through 
eaſy Voyages of Lite, reccive bat common Gladneſs in 
their Meeting: But from a Shipwreck fav'd, we mingle 
Tears with our Embraces! | Embracing Lady Townly. 

Lady. own. What Words! what Love! what Duty 
can repay ſuch Obligations? 3 

Lord Town. Preſerve but this Deſire to pleaſe, your 
Power is endless 
Lady Town. Oh!———'ill this Moment, never did I 
know, wy Lord, | had a Heart to give you! 

Lord Town. By Heav'n! this yielding Hand, when 
firſt it gave you to my Wiſhes, preſented not a Treafure 
more defitable! O Many Siſter! as you have often 
ar d in my Diſquiet, partake of my Felicity] my new- 


de called my Wedding-day ! 
Lady Grace. Siſter ! (for now methinks that Name is 
dearer to my Heart than ever) let me cong 
 Happiaeſs that opens to you. 

Max. Long, long, and mutual may it flow 
5 5, 


| born Joy ! foe here the Bride of my Defres ! This may 


Lord 
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Lord Town. To make our Happineſs compleat, m/ 
Dear, join here with me to give a Hand, that amply 
will repay the „ 

Lady Tawn. Siſter ! a Day like this 
Lady Grace. Admits of no Excuſe againſt the general 
Joy. [ Gives her Hand to Manly. 
Man. A ality mine —deſpairs of Words 


dears the other! n him, 
Max. Your Words, my Lord, will warm me, to de- 
ſerve — 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. My Lord, the Apartments are full of Maſque- 


raders And ſome People of Quality there deſire 
do ſee your Lordſhip, and my Lady. 


Lady Town. I thought, my Lord, your Orders had 


forbid this Revelling ? 
Lord Town, No, my Dear, Manly bas defir'd their 
Admittance to-night, it ſeems upon a particular Occaſion 
ay we will wait upon them inſtantly. 
[Exit Servant. 


Lady Town. I ſhall be but ill Company to them. 


Lord Town. No matter: not to ſee them, would on 2 


ſudden be too particular. Lady Grace will aſſiſt you to 
entertain them. 
Lady Town, With her, my Lord, 1 ſhall be alway. 
eaſy——Siſter, to your unerring Virtue, I now commit 
the Guidance of my future Days 


Never the Paths of Pleaſure more to tread, 

But where your guarded Innocence ſhall lead. 

For in the Marriage-ſtate the World muſt own, 
Divided Happineſs was never known. 

To make it mutual, Nature points the Way: s 
Let Husbands govern ; Gente Wives obey. {[Exe. 


Tr 
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The SCENE opening to another Apartment diſ- 


vers a great Number of People in Maſquerade talk- 


ing all together, and playing upon one another : Lady 


Wronghead as a Shepherdeſs ; Jenny, as a Nun; 
the Squire as a running Footman ; and the Crunt in a 
Domino, After ſome time, Lord and Lady Townly, 
with Lady race, enter to them unmaik'd. 


Lord Ten. 80 here's a great deal of Com any. 
Lady Grace. A great many People, my Lord, but no 
Company —— as you'll find for here's one now, 
that ſeems to have a mind to entertain us. 
[4 Mast, after /ome affected Geſture, mates up to 
Lady Townly. 
Mack Well, dear Lady 7 — ſnan't we fee * 
and- by? 
* Town. I don't know you, Madam. 
Masi. Don't you, ſeriouſly? [In a ſqueaking Tore. 
Lady Town. Not I, indeed. 
Mack. Well, that's charming ; but can't you gueſs? 
Lady Teton. Ves, I could gueſs wrong, I believe. 
Matt. That's what I'd have you do. 
Lady Town. But, Madam, if I don't know you at all, 
is not that as well? — | 
Mack. Ay, but you do know me. 
Lady Town. Dear Siiter, tabe her off o 1 
there's no bearing this. 
— Grace. I fancy I know you, Madam. 
Mark. I fancy you don't: What makes you think 
you do? | 


Lady Grace. ſvizake 1 have hawed you atk. 
Mast. Ay, but you don't know my Voice, Pm ſure. 
Lady Grace. There is ſomething in your Wit and Hu- 


mour, Madam, fo 3 it is impoſſible 


you can be any Body Trifle. 


Mack. [Unmasking. ] Dear Lady Grace / thou art a 


charming Creature. 
Lady Grace. ls there no Body elſe we know here ? 


Mark. 


ac &#.om tt 
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Mask. O dear, yes! | have found out fifty already. 

Lady Grace. Pray, who are they? 

Mask. O, charming Company! there's Lady Ramble 
—— Lady Riot Lady Lill Care Lady 
Sguander Lady Strip Lady Pawn 
and the Dutcheſs of S:ing/e-Gurinea. 

Lord Town. Is it not hard, my Dear] that 
People of Senſe and Probity are fometimes | 
forc'd to ſeem fond of fuch Company? 1 , _ 
Lady Town. My Lord, it will always give Apart. 

| me pain to remember their Acquaintance, 3 
| but none to drop it immediately. 
f Lady Grace But you have given us no Account of the 
Men, Madam. Are they good for any thing? | 
Mast. O yes! you muſt know, I always find out hem 
by their Endeavours to find out we. 
Lady Grace. Pray who are they? 


Mask. Why, for your Men of Tip-top Wit and Plea. : 


ſure, about Town, there's my Lord Bite | 
Lord Arch-wag Young Brazen-awit — Lord” 
Timberdoaun Lord Foint-Life—— ——and 


; Lord Mortgage. Then for your pretty Fellows only 

1 there's Sir Poxwder-Peacack—— Lord Lapewing,—— Billy 

Magpye——Beau Frightful——Sic Paul Pliaifter-crown, 
and the Marquis of Monkey-man. 

Lady Grace. Right! and theſe are the fine Ont. 
men that never want Elbow-room at an Aﬀembly 

Mat. The reſt I foppoſe, 
Habits, are Tradeſmens wi, by their nd Court — 
Jeaus, and kept Mifſtreſſes. 

Lord Town. An admirable Collection! 

Lady Grace. Well, of all our Public Diverſions, I 
am amaz'd how this that is ſo very expensive, and has 
fo little to ſhew for it, can draw ſo much Company to- 

Lord Town. O! if it were not the better 
fort would not come into it: And becauſe Money can 

| GWG 
out ot it. 

Mr Mock: Koght, my Lord ; Poor Lady Grace! I ſuppoſe 

3 you 


— — 
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you are under the ſame Aſtoniſhment, that an Opera 
ſhould draw ſo much good Company. 

Lady Grace. Not at all, Madam; it's an eaſier matter 
ſure to Gratify the Ear, than the Underitanding. But 
have you no Notion, Madam, of receiving Pleaſure and 
Profit at the ſame time ? 1 8 

Matt. Oh ! quite none! unleſs it be ſometimes win- 
ning a great Stake; laying down a Yole, ſans prendre 

may : up, to the profitable Pleaſure you were ſpeak- 
ing of. 
| y Town. You ſeem attentive, my Dear?) 

Lady Town. I am, my Lord; and amaz'd at 
my own Follies, ſo ſtrongly painted in another E hart. 

Lady Grace. But fee, my Lord, we had beit adjourn 


Woman. 

our Debate, I believe, for here are ſome Masks that 

| ſeem to have a mind to divert other People as well as 
themſelves. 25 | | | 
Lord Town. The leaſt we can do is to give them a 

clear Stage then. | | | 

[4 Dance of Mat here in various Character. 

This was a Favour extraordinary. 


Emer Manly. 


O Many I thought we had loſt you. 

Man. I ask Pardon, my Lord ; but I have been ob- 
lig d to look a little after my Country Family. 
N Well, pray, what have you done with 

Man. They are all in the Houſe here, among the 
Masks, my Lord; if your Lordſhip has Curioſity 
enough, to ſtep into a lower Apartment, in three Mi- 
nutes ['ll give you an ample Account of them. | 

Lord Town. O! by all means: We will wait upon 
you. [The Scene ſhuts upon the Mai to a ſmaller 

WE Apartment. Vs 


Manly re-enters with Sir Francis Wronghead. 


Sir Frau. Well, Couſin, you have made my very 
Hair ſtand on End! Waunds! if what you tell me be 
true, III ſtuff my whole Family into a Stage-Coach, 

and 
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and trundle them into the Country again on Mund 
Morning. 

Man. Stick to that, Sir, and we may yet find a Way 
to redeem all ; In the mean time, place yourſelf behind 
this Screen, and for the Truth of what I have told you, 
take the Evidence of your own Senſes: But be ſure you 
keep cloſe till I give yo the Signal. 

Sir Fran. Sir | I'll warrant you———Ah ! my Lady, 
my Lady Wronghead / What a bitter Buſineſs have you 
drawn me into ? „ 

Man. Huſh! to your Poſt ; htte comes one Couple 
already. | | 
Sir Francis retires behind the Screen. [Exir Manly. 

Enter Myrtilla with $4uire Richard. 


Squ. Rich. What! is this the Doctor's Chamber? 

Mr. Yes, yes; ſpeak foftly. 

Squ. Rich. Well, but where is he? 

Myr. He'll be ready for us preſently, but he ſays he 
can't do us the good Turn, without Witneſſes: So, when 
the Count and your Siſter come, you know he and you 
may be Fathers for one another. 

Squ. Rich. Well, well, Fit for Tat! ay, ay, that 
will be friendly. 

r. And fee! here they come. 


Enter Count Baſſet, and Mi/; Jenny. 


Count Baſ. So, ſo, here's your Brother, and his Bride, 
before us, my Dear. | 
enny. Well, | vow my Heart's at my Mouth fill! 
I thought I ſhould never have got rid of Mama! but 
while the ſtood gaping upon the Dance, I gave her the 
flip! Lawd! do but feel how it beats here. 
Count Ba/. © the pretty Flutterer! I proteſt, my 
Dear, you have put mine into the fame Pal pitation! 
Jenny. Ah ! you fay fo——but let's ſee no- 
O Lud! I vow it thumps purely——well, well, J ſee it 
will do, and fo where's 22 ? 5 
Count 34. Mrs. Myrtilla, will you be fo good as to 
ſee if the Doctor's 24 for us? 


Mr. 
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Myr. He only ſtaid for you, Sir: I'll fetch him im- 
mediately. 
Fenny Pray, Sir, am not I to take Place of Mama, 
when I'm a Counteſs ? . 

Count Ba/. No doubt on't, my Dear. 
Feray. O Lud! how her Back will be up then, when 
ſhe meets me at an Aſſembly? or you and I in our 
Coach and Six, at Hyde-Park together? 

Count Ba/. Ay, or when ſhe hears the Box-keepers, at 
an Opera, call out — The Counteſs of Baſlet's Servants! 

Jenny. Well, I ſay it, that will be delicious! And 
then, mayhap, to have a fine Gentleman with a Star 
and what-d'ye-call um Ribbon, lead me to my Chair, 
with his Hat under his Arm all the Way! Hold up, 
ſays the Chairman, and fo, ſays I, my Lord, your 
humble Servant I fuppoſe, Madam, ſays he, we ſhall 
fee you at my Lady Quaarilles! Ay, ay, to be ſure my 
Lord, ſays 1 So in ſwops me, with my Hoop 
ſtuff d up to my Forehead ! and away they trot, fwing ! 
fwang ! with my Taſſels dangling, and my Flambeaux 
blazing, and— ——— Oh! it's a ung thing to be a 
Woman of Quality ! | | 

Count Ba/. Well } I fee that plainly, my Dear, there's 
ne'er a Dutcheſs of em all will become un Equipage 
like you. 1 | 
* Well, well, do you find Equipage, and I'II 

d Airs, I warrant you. [ Sangs. 

Squ. Rich. Troth! I think this Maſquerading's 
merrieſt Game that ever I ſaw in my Life! Thof, in my 
mind, and there were but a little Wreſtling, or Crdgel- 
playing naw, it would help it hugely. But what a-rope 
makes the Parſon ſtay fo P . * 

Count Ba/. Oh ! here he comes, I believe. 


Enter Myrulla, with a Conflable. 

Conſt. Well. Madam, pray which is the Party that 
wants a Spice of my Office here ? N 
Myr. That's the Gentleman. [ Pointing to the Count. 
Count Ba/. Hey-day ! what in Maſquerade, Doctor? 
Conf. Doctor! Sir, I believe you have miſtaken your 
Man: But if you are called Count Baer, 1. 
ill. 
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Billet. doux in my and for * you right 
_ preſent! y. 

Count a. What the Devil's the meaning of all this? 


Conſt. Only my Lord Chief Juſtice's Warrant againk 
you for Forgery, Sir. 

Count Ba/. Blood and Thunder 

Conf?. And fo, Sir, if you pleaſe to pull of your 
Fools Frock there, Il wait upon you to the next Jatlice 
of Peace immediately. 

Jenny. O dear me! what's the matter? {Trembliag. 

Count Ba/. O! nothing, only a Maſquerading Frolio, 
my Dear. 

Squ. Rich. Oh ho! is that all? 

Sir Fran. No, Sirrah! that is not all. 

(ir Francis coming fi behind the * knocks 


him down v with his Cane. 


Enter Manly. 
Squ. Rich. O Lawd! O Lawd! he has beaten my 


Brains out | 

Man. Hold, hold, Sir F yancis, have a little Mercy 
upon my poor Godſon, prav Sir. 
Sir Fran, Waunds, Cozen, | han't Patience. 

Count Bay. Mandy! nay, then 1'm blown to the Devil. 


Ae. 
Squ. Rich. O my Head! wy Head! | 


Enter Lady Wronghead. 


What's the Matter here, Gentlemen ? 
for os ns ſake! What are you . my Children ? 
Cat. No, no, Madam! no Murder! only a little 
Suſpicion of Felony, that's all. 

Sir Fran. [To Jenny.] And for you, Mrs. Hot-upon't, 
I could find in my Heart to make you wear that Habit, 
as long as you live, you Jade you. Do you know, 
Huſſy, that you were within two Minutes of marrying 
a Pickpc-:ket ? 


_ Ba,. So, fo, all's out, I find. [Aliae. 
. O the Mercy! why, pray, Papa, is not the 
* a Man of Quality then? 


Sir Fran. O yes! one of the unbang'd ones, it ſeems. 
Lady 
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Lady Wrong. { Afide.] Married! O the confident Thing ! 


There was his urgent Buſineſs then —ilighted for her! 


I han't Patience! —and for ought I know, I have been 
all this while making a Friendihip with a Highway man! 
Man. Mr. Conflable, ſecure there. 
Sir Fran. Ah, my Lady! my Lady! this comes of 
your Journey to London / but now IIl have a Frolic of 
my own, Madam; therefore pack up your FTrumpery 
this very Night, for the Moment my Horſes are able to 
crawl, 
Country again. 
Lady Frong. Indeed you are miſtaken, Sir Francis 
I ſhall not fir out of Town yet, I promiſe you. 
Sir Fran. Not ſtir! Waunds! Madam 
Man. Hold, Sir !—if you'll give me leave a little 
I fancy I ſhall prevail with my Lady to think beiter on't. 
Sir Frau. Ah! Couſin, you are a Friend indeed! 
Man. ¶ Apart to my Lady.) Look you, Madam, as to 
the Favour you deſign'd me, in fending this ſpurious 
Letter incloſed to my Lady Grace, all the Revenge I 
have taken, is to have fav'd your Son and Daughter from 


 Ruin—— Now if you will take them fairly and quietly 


into the Country again, I will fave your Ladyſhip from 


Max. Why, Sir 3 never know what 
is in this Letter; look upon it. How it came into my 
Hands you ſhall know at leiſure. 
Lady Wrong. Ha! my Billet-dowx to the Count! and 
an Appointment in it! I ſhall fink with Confuſion! 
Mas. What ſhall I ſay to Sir Francis, Madam? 
Lady Wreng. Dear Sir, I am in ſuch a Trembling ! 
preſerve my Honour and I am all Obedience! 
| [ Apart to Manly. 
Man. Sir Francis my Lady is ready to receive 
your Commands for her Journey, whenever you pleaſe 
to appoint it. 
| *. Fran. Ah Couſin! I doubt I am obliged to you 
or it. . 
Man. Come, come, Sir Francis / take it as you find 


it. Obedience in a Wife is a good thing, though it were 


never 


you and your Brats hall make a Journey into the 
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never ſo wonderful ! 
thing to do but to diſpoſe of this Gentleman. 

Count Baſ. Mr. Man! Sir, I hope you won't ruin me. 

Mas. Did not you forge this Note for five hundred 
Pounds, Sir ? 

Count Ba/. Sir I ſee you know the World, and 
therefore I thall not pretend to prevaricate- But 
it has hurt no body yet, Sir! I beg you will not ſtigma- 
tize me ! ſince you have ſpoil'd my Fortune in one 
Family, I hope you won't be ſo cruel to a young Fel- 
low, as. to put it out of my Power, Sir, to make | it in 
another, Sir ! 

Man. Look you, Sir, I have not mach time to waſte 
with you: But if you expect Mercy yourſelf, you mutt 
ſhew it to one you have been cruel to. 

Ccunt Ba. Cruel, Sir! 

Man. Have you nct ruin'd this young Woman? 
(Conn 1, Su? | | 

Mar. I know you have — therefore you can't 

blame her, if, in the Fact you are charg'd with, ſhe is a 


principal Witneſs againit you. However, you have 


one, and one only Chance to get off with. Marry 


her this Inftant—————and you take off her Evi- 


der.ce. 
Count Be/. Dear Sir! 
Man. No Words, Sir ; « Wife or « Mittimur. 
Count Baſ/. Lord, Sir! this is the mot unmerciful 


Man. A private Penance, or a public one — 
Conſtable. 

Count Baſ. Hold, Sir, fince you are pleas'd to give me 
my Choice; I will not make ſo ill a Compliment to the 
Lady, as not to give her the Preference. 


Man. It muſt be done this Minute, Sir: the Chaplain 


you expected is ſtill within Call. 

Count Ba. Well, Sir, ſince it muſt be ſoꝛↄ 
Come, Spouſt——--I am not the firſt of the Fraternity, 
that has run bis Head into one Nooſe, to keep | it out of 
another. 

Myr. Come, Sir, don't repine: Marriage 1s at worſt, 
but playing upon the ww. 


Count 


And now, Sir, we have no- 


| 
| 
| 
i 
| 
{ 


% 
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Count Ba. Ay, but the worſt of the Match too, is 
he Devil. 

Man. Well, Sir, to let you fee it is not ſo bad as you 
think it ; as a Reward for her Honeſty, in detecting your 
Practices, inſtead of the forged Bill, you would have put 
upon her, there's a real One of five hundred Pounds, to 
begin a new Honey-Moon with. [Gives it to — 
Count Ba. Sir, this is ſo generous an Act 

Man. No Compliments, dear Sir I am not at 
leiſure now to receive them: Mr Conflable, will you 
be ſo good as to wait upon this Gentleman into the next 
Room. and give this Lady in Marriage to him? 

Conſt. Sir, I'll do it faithfully. 

Count Ba. Well! five hundred will ſerve to make a 
have Puſh with, however. 

[ Exeunt Count, Myr. and Conſtable. 

Sir Pran. And that! may be ſure my Fanuly's rid of 
him for ever———come, my Lady, let's even take our 
Children along with us, and be all Witneſs of the Cere- 

mony. | Exeunt Sir Fran. Lady Wrong. Mis and Squire. 

Man. Now, my Lord, you may enter. 


Enter Lord and Lady Townly, and Lady Grace. 
a Town, So, Sir, I give you Joy of your Nego- 


"I. You overheard it all, I preſume? 
Lady Grace. From firſt to laſt, Sir. 
Lord Town. Never were Knaves and Fools better dif. 

d of. 

8 A ſort of Poetical juſtice, my Lord, not much 
above the judgment of a modern Comedy. 

Lord Town. To heighten, that Reſemblance, I think, 
Siſter, there only wants your rewarding the Hero of the 
Fable, by naming the Day of his Happineſs. 

Lady Grace. This Day, to-morrow, every Hour, I 
hope, of Life to come, will ſhew I want not Inclination 
to complete it. 

Man. Whatever I may want, Madam, you will al- 
ways find Endeavours to deſerve you. 

Lord Teus. Then all are happy. 


Lady 
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Lady Tous. Siſter? I give you Joy ! conſummate as 
the happieſt Pair can boaſt. 


In you, methinks, as in a Glaſs, I ſee 
The Happineſs, that once advanc'd to me. 
So viſible the Bliſs, ſo plain the Way, 
How was it poſſible my Senſe could ftray ? 
But now, a Convert, to this Truth, I come, 
That Married Happineſs is never found from Home. 


| = 


"Om by Mrs. OLDFIELD. 


ETHIXXSI hear fume Powder” Cr ritics ſay; 
„% Damnit! this N ife Reform d has Jpeil 4 —4 Play! 
** The Coxcomo fhould have drawn ber more in Faſhion, 
* Have gra: 5 'd her Jofter Inclination, ö 
Have rift ber a Gallant, aud clinch'd the Prevocation. 
But there cur Bard ftept ſhort : For tærere uncivil 

T' have made a modern Belle, all cer a Devil ! 

He hop d, in Horcur of the Sex, the Age 

IWould bear one mended Woman = on the Stage. 

From whence, you fee by Common Senje's Rules, 

Hives might be govern'd, were not Husbands Fools. 

It hate er by Nature Dames are prone to do, 

T hey ſeldom ſtray but when they govern you. 

I hen the avili Wife perceives her Deary tame, 
No Wonder then ſbe plays him all the Game. 
But Men of Senſe meet rarely that Diſaſter ; 

Wamen take Pride, wuhere Merit is their Mcofter : 
Nay, ſbe that with a weak Man wiſely lives, 

Vill jeem t obey the due Commands he giv's ! 

Happy Obedience is no more à Wonder, 
I ben Men are Men, and keep them kindly under, 
But modern Cenſorts are ſuch high-bred Creatures, 

| They think a Husband's Power degrades their Features; 3 
That nothing more proclaims a reigning Beauty, 

Than that jhe never was reproach'd with Duty. 
And that the greateſt Bleſſing Heaw'n &er ſent, 

fs in a Spouſe, Incurious and Content. 
To give ſuch Dames a diff rent Caſt of Thought, 

By calling home the Mind, theſe Scenes were wrought. 
77 Md av ct the T ask is done, 


Me hope the Scheme, by Lady Grace laid down, 


Will all juch Freedom with the Sex atone, of 
7 hat 


EFPILOGUE 
That Firtue there unſoiÞd; by modijh Art, 
Throws out Attractions for a Manly's Heart. 

You, You, then, Ladies, whoſe unqueſtion'd Lives 
Give you the foremoſt Fame of happy Wives, 
Protec, for its Attempt, this helple/s Play; 
| Nor leave it to the wulgar Taſte a Prey; 


Appear the frequent Champions of its Cauſe, 
Direct the Crowd and give pour ſel ves Applauſe. 


Sung by Mrs. CI BBR, in the Fourth 
The Words by Mr. CAREY. 


\H, I'll have a Husband ! ay, marry ; 
For why ſhould I longer tarry, 
| Fer why thould I long er tarry | 
Than other brisk Giris have done ? 
For if I ſtay, *till I grow gray, 
They'll call me old Maid, and fuſty old jade; 
So I'll no longer tarry ; 
But I'll have a Na ay, marry, 
If Money can buy me One. 


My Mother the ſays I'm too coming; 
And ſtill in my Lars ſne is drumming, 
And ſtill in my Ears ſhe is drumming, 
That I ſuch vain Thoughts ſhov'd ſhun. 
My Siſters they cry, Oh fy ! and Oh fy! 
But yet I can ſee, they're as coming as me; 
So let me have Husbands in plenty: 
I'd rather have twenty times twenty, 
Than die an Old Maid undone. 


Act. 


Sung 


a 


eee 


Sung by Mrs. CI BB ER, in the Fifth Act. 


The Words by Mr. CARE x. 


oy 
HAT tho' they call me G Laſs, 
I read it plainly in my Glaſs, 
That for a Dutebeſs - o 
On, could 1 fee the 5 
Would Fortune but attend my Call, 
At Park, at Play, at Ring and Ball, 
I'd brave the proudeſt of them all, 
With a Stand by ———Clar the May. 
II. 
Surrounded by a Crowd of Beaux, 
With ſmart Toupees, and powder'd Clothes, 
At Rivals Pll turn up my Noſe; 
O, eou'd I ſee the Day 
Pl! dart ſuch Glances from theſe Eyes, 
Shall make ſome Lord or Duke my Prize ; 


And then, Oh ! how Fl] 
With a Stand by——Clear the Way. 


III. 

Oh ! then for ev'ry new t, 
For Equipage and Diamonds bright, 
Quadrille, and Plays, DE ge ; 

Oh, could I fee the Day ! 
Of Love xd ty Note 78, 
The tedious Hours of Life to kill, | 
In ev'ry thing I'd have my Will, 

With » Guns Gpo—nm Che te Wag. 
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PROLOGUE. 


N ancient Times «when Helen's fatal Charms 

Rouz'd the contending Univerſe to Arms, — 

The Grecian Council happily di putes 
The „iy Ulyſſes forth to raiſe Recruits, 
The artful Captain found, without Delay, 
Where great Achilles, a Deſerter lay. | 
| Him Fate had warn'd to ſhun the Trojan Blows ; 
Him Greece requir'4——againſt their Trojan Foes. 
All their recruiting Arts were needful here, 
To raiſe this great, this tim rous Volunteer. 


Ulyſſes bell could tall be ſtirs, he warms | . 


The warlite Ycuth — He liſtens to the Charms 
Of Plunders, fine lac'd Coats, and glitt'ring Arms; 
Ulyſſes caught the young aſpiring Foy, 
And liſted him «cho wrought the Fate of Troy. 
Thus by Recruiting was bold Hector /lain : 
Recruiting thus fair Helen did regain. 
If for one Helen ſuch prodigious Things 
Here atted, that they even liſted Kings ; 
for one Helen's artful, vicious Charms, 
Half the tranſported Warld was found in Arms ; 
4 hat for „ many Helens May cue dare, | 
Whoſe Minds as well as Faces are fo fair ? \ 
I by one Helen's Eyes, Old Greece could find | | 
{ts Homer fd to write, ev'n Homer blind ; | | 
The Britons ſure beyond compare may write, 
That view fo many Helens ev'ry Night. 


3 x nt 


<a . 


EPILOGUE. 


I. I. Ladies and Gentlemen, that are willing to fee 
the Comedy, call'd the Recruiting Officer, let them 
repair To Morrow Night, by Six o'Clock, to the Sign 
ot the Theatre Rezal in Drury-Lane, and they thall he 


' kindly entertain'd. 


bs ſcorn the vulgar Ways te bid you come, 
Vece Europe nov beys the Call of Drum. 
7e Soldier, not the Pact, here appears, 
Aud beats up for a Corps of F:lunteer: : 

He finds that Muſick chiefly docs delight ye, 
And therefore chuſes Mufick to invite ve. 

Beat the Grenadier March—Row, row, tow, —Gen- 
tlemen, this Piece of Muſick, call'd, An Overture to a 
Battie, was compos'd by a famous Lalian Maker, and 
was perform'd with wonderful Succeſs, at the greatOpera's 
of Vigo, Schellenbergh, and Blenheim ; it came off with the 
Applauſe of all Europe, excepting France; the French 
found it a little too rough for their Delicate. 

Some that have ated on thoſe glorious Stages. 
Are here to ævitneſs to ſuccecding Ages, 
Tut no Muſick like the Grenadiers engages. 

Ladies, we muſt own, that this Muſick of ours is not 
altogether ſo ſoft as Bononcini's ; yet we dare affirm, that 
it has laid more People aſleep than all the Camilia's in the 
World ; and you'll condeſcend to own, that it keeps one 
awake, better than any Opera that ever was ated. 

The Grenadier March ſeems to be a Compoſure ex- 
cellently adapted to the Genius of the Engliſb, for no 
Muſick was ever follow'd ſo far by us, nor with ſo 
much Alacrity ; and with all Deference to the preſent 
Subicription, we mult ſay, that the Grenadier March 
has been ſubſcribed for by the whole Grand Alliance : 
And we preſume to inform the Ladies, that it always 
has the Pre-eminence abroad, and is conſtantly heard 
by the talleſt, handſomeſt Men in the whole Army. In 
| A 3 Mort, 


C6 1 


ort, to gratify the preſent Taſte, our Author is now 


adapting ſome Words to the Grenadier March, which he 
intends to have perform'd To-morrow, if the Lady, who 
is to ſing it, ſhould not happen to be fick. 

This he concludes to be the ſureſi Way | 
To draw you hither ; for you'll all obey . 


_ Soft Mufick's Call, tho you ſhau'd — his Play. 


DRAMATIS PERSON, 


At Covent GarDEN, 1764. 


| M E N. 
Mr. Balance, = Mr. Sparks. 
Mr. Scale, Three Juſtices. JMr. Redman. 
Mr. Seruple, Mr. Wignell, 


Mr. Worthy, a Gentleman of Shretfbive. Mr. Hull. 


Capt. Plume, ; Two Recruiting 125 Smith. 


Capt. Brazen, Officers. Vir. Woodavard. 
Kite, Serjeant to Plume. Mr. nde, fon. 
Bullock, a Country Clown. Mr. Duxflall. 
Coflar Pear-main, | . 75 Mr. Buck. 
7 — ; 1 e .in. 4 Mr. Co. 
WOMEN. | 
Melinda, a Lady of Fortune. | Mrs. Dyer. 
Sylvia, Bates + A to Balance, | © 
in Love with Plume. 1 Miſs Macklix, 15 
, Melinda's Maid. Mrs. Pitt. 
» Country Wench. Miſs Dawes. 


Conſtable, Recruits, Mob, Se vants, and Au d 
SCENE, SHREWSBURY. 


THE 


['y 


X 
RECRUITING OFFICER. 


1 e 
SCENE, The Market Place 
the Grenadier March. 


Liter Serjeant Kite, flowed by Thomas Apple-Tree, 
Coſtas Pear-main, and the Mob. 


Dram beat: 


Kite, F any Gentlemen Soldiers, or 
making ay others, have a Mind to ſerve his 
Speech, Majefly, and pull down the 


Pireuch King: It any Prentices 

have ſevere Maſters, any Chil- 

dren have undutiful Parents: II 

any Servant have too üttle Wages, or any Hufband too 
much Wife: Let them repair to the noble Serjeant Kite, 
at tlie S'gn of the Race, in this good Town of Shrex:: 5 
baiy, and they ſhall receive preſent Relief and Enter- 
t. zinment— Gentlemen, I don't beat my Drum here io 
inſuare or inveigle any Man, for you muſt know, Gen- 
tlemen, that T am a Man of Honour : Beſides, I don't 
beat up for common Soldiers; no, I liſt or ty Creinu- 
Hers, Grenadiers, Gent.emen—Pray, Gentlemen, ob- 
ſerve this Cap— This is the Cap of Honour, it dubs a 
Man a Gentleman in the drawing of a Tricker; and 
he that has the good Fortune to be born fix Foot high, 
was born to be a great Man— Sir, will you give me 
leave to try this Cap cpon your Head? 

Co. Is there no harm in't? Won't the Cap lift me ? 

Kite. No, no, no more than I can—Come, let me ſee 
how it becomes you. 

Coft. Are you ſure there be no Conjuration in it? No | 
Gunpowder Plot upon me ? a 

Kite. No, no, Friend; don't fear, Man. 

Coft. My Mind miſgives me plaguily—-Let me ſee: 


. Recruiting Officer. 


it Going tc put it on) It ſmells woundily of Sweat and 
Erimitone. Smell Tammas. | 

Tho. Av, wauns does it. 

Ceft. Pray, Serjeant, what Writing is ; this upon the 
Face of it? 

Kite. The Crown, or the Bed of Honour. 

Coft. Pray now, what may be that fame Bed of Honour? 

Kite. O! a mighty large Bed! bigger by half than the 

reat Bed at I are ten thouſand People — lie in 
it together, and never feel one another. 

Coft. My Wife and I wou'd do well to lie in t, for we 
don't care for feeling one another—But do Folk leep 
found in this ſame Bed of Honour. 

Kite. Sound? Ay, fo found that they never wake. 

Cit. Wauns ! I wiſh again that my Wife lay there. 

Kite. Say you fo! Then, I find, Brother 

C:/t. Brother! Hold there, Friend; Lam no Kindred to 
vou that I know of yet Look'e, Serjeant, no Coaxing, 
no Wheedling, dye ſee— If I have a Mind to lift, why 
If not, w y tis not ſo therefore take your Cap and 
your Brotherſhip back again, for I am not diſpoſed at this 
preſent Writing No Coaxing, no Brothering me, Faith. 

Kite, I coax? I wheedle? Pm above it, Sir? I have 
ſerv'd twenty Campaigns But, Sir, you talk well, 
and I muit own that you are a Man every Inch of you, 
2 pretty young ſprightly Fellow—T love a Fellow with 
2 Spirit; but I ſcorn to coax, *tis baſe : Tho? I muſt ſay, 
that never in my Life have I ſeen a Man better built! 
ow firm and ftrong he treads ! he ſteps like a Caſtle; 
but | ſcorn to wheedle any Man—Come, honeſt Lad, 
* you take Share of a Pot? _ 

C. Nav, for that Matter, I'll ſpend my Penny with 

hob he that wears a Head, that is, begging ) vour Par- 
don, Sir, and in a fair Way. 

Kite. Give me your Hand then; and now, W | 
I have no more to ſav, but this—Here' sa Purſe of Gold, 
and there is a Tub of humming Ale at my Quarter 

Tis the King's Money, and the King's Drink He's 
a generous King, and loves his Subjects hope, Gen- 
tlemen, you won't refuſe the King's Health! ? 

A Mob. No, no, no. 

Rite. Huzza then! huzza for the King, and the Ho- 
nour of repſbire. All 


— — — —— —— 


The Recruiting Officer. 9 

Al! Mcb. Huzza! 

Kite. Beat Drum. [Exeunt ſhouting, Drum beating a 

Grenadier's March, 
Entry Plume in a Riding Habit. 

Plume. By the Grenadier March that ſhould be my 
Drum ; and by that Shout, it ſhould beat with Succeſs 
Let me Lo low of Clock— 11 on his Match.] 
At Ten Yeſterday Morning I left Londox—An hundred - 
and-twenty Miles in Thirty Hours is pretty ſmart Rid - 
ing, but nothing to the Fatigue of Recruiting. 

Enter Kite. 

Kite. Welcome to Shrewſbury, noble Captain: From 
the Banks of the Danube to the Severn Side, noble Cap- 
ta'n, you're welcome. | 

Plume. A very elegant Reception, indeed, Mr. K:-; 
I find you are fairly enter'd into your Recruiting Strain: 
8 what Succeſs ? 

Kite. I've been here a Week, and I've recruited Five! 

Plume. Five! Pray what are they? 

Kite. J have lifted the ſtrong Man of Kent, the King 
of the Gyp/ics, a Scotch Pedlar, a Scoundrel Attorne\, 
and a Mich Parſon. 

Plume. An Attorney! Wert thou mad! ? Lift a Law-- 
yer! Diſcharge him, diſcharge him this Minute. 

Kite. Why, Sir ? 

Plume. Becauſe I will have Nobody in my Company 
that can write ; a Fellow that can write, can draw Pc- 
titions— l fay this Minute diſcharge him. 

Nite. And what ſhall I do with the Parſon ? 

Plume. Can he write? 

| Kite. Hum! He plays rarely upon the Fiddle. 

Plume. Keep him by all means—But how flands the 
Country affected? Were the People * with the 
News of my coming to Town? 

Kite. Sir, the Mob are fo pleaſed with your Honovr, 
and the juſtices and better Sort of People are fo delighted 
with me, that we ſhall ſoon do your Butineſs—But, Sir, 
you have got a Recruit here that you little think of. 

Plume. Who ? 

Kite. One that you beat up for the laſt time you were 
in the 8 You remember your old Friend M:;; 
at the ( | 

Plume. She's not with Child, 1 hope. Re 


„ „ „ „„ _— , 
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Kite. She was brought to-bed Yeſterday. 
Pune. Kite, you muſt father the Child. 


Kite. And fo her Friends will oblige me to marry the 
Mother. 


Plume. If they ſhou'd, we'll take her with us; ſhe 
can waſh you know, and make a Bed upon occaſion. 


Kite. Ay, or unmake it upon occaſion. But your 


Honour knows that I am marry'd already. 
Plume. To how many? | 3 
Kite. I can't tell readily—T have ſet them down here 
upen the Back of the Muſter Roll. [ Drazvs it out.] 


Let me ſee, —Inprimis, Mrs. Shely Snikereyes, ſhe ſells Po- 


tataes upon Qrmond Key in Dublin Peggy Guzzle, the 
Brandy Woman at the Horſe-Guard, at White-Hau'/l— 
Dolly Waggon, the Carrier's Daughter at Hul/—Madat- 
moiſelle Va- Gottom- ut at the Bu/s— Then Jenny Oatham, 


the Ship-Carpenter's Widow at Port/mouth ; but I 


don't reckon upon her, for ſhe was married at the ſame 


Time to Two Lieutenants of Marines and a Man 


of War's Boatſwain. 

Plume. A full Company—You have nam'd five— 
Come, make 'em half a dozen.— Kite, is the Child a 
Boy or a Gir!? Ls | 

Kite. A chopping Boy. Ds 

Plume. Then ſet the Mother down in your Liſt, and 
the Boy in mine: Enter him a Grenadier by the Name 
of Francis Kite, abſent upon Furlow— I'll allow you a 


Man's Pay for his Subſiſtence, and now go comfort the 
Wench in the Straw. Th 


Kite. I ſtail, Sir. | 

Plume. But hold, have you made any uſe of your 
German Doctor's Habit finc2 you arrived? 

K:te. Les, yes, Sir, and my Fame's all about the Coun- 


try for the not faithful Fortune-reller that ever told a 


lie — I was oblig'd to let my Landlord into the Secret, 


for the Convenience of keeping it ſo; but he's an ho- 
neſt Fellow, and will be faithful to any Roguery that 


1 raed to him. This Device, Sir, will get you Men, 
and me Money, which I think is all we want at pre- 
ſent—But yonder comes your Friend Mr. JWorthy— 
Has your Honour any farther Commands? 

Plume. None at preſent. [Exit Kite.] *Tis indeed 
the Picture of Worthy, but the Life's depart:d. Euter 


— 


; 
El 
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Enter Worthy. 
What, Arms a-croſs, Worthy! Methinks you ſhould 
hold them open when a Friend's fo nex—The Man. 
has got the Vapours in his Ears, I believe: 1 muſt ex- 


pel this melancholy Spirit. 


Syleen, thou worſt of Fiends below, 
Fly, I conjure thee,. by this Magic Blow. 
| [Slaps Worthy on the Shoulder. 
Wor. Plume] my dear Captain, welcome. Safe and 
ſound return'd! Le, | | 
Plume. I ſcaped ſafe from Germany, and ſound, I. 
hope, from London; you ſee I have loſt neither Leg, 
Arm, nor Noſe: Then for my Inſide, tis neither trou- 
bled with Sympathies nor Antipathies ; and I have an 
excellent Stomach for Roaſt-Beef. 
Mor. Thou art a happy Fellow, once I was fo. 
Plume. What ails thee, Man? No Inundations nor 
Earthquakes in Wales, I hope? Has your Father roſe 


from the Dead, and re-aſſum'd his Eftate ? | 


Il rr. No. 

Plume. Then you are marry'd ſurely ? 

Ver. No. 

Plume. Then you are mad, or turning Quaker ? 

Ver. Come, I muſt out with it Your once gay, 


roving Friend is dwindled into an obſequious, thought- 


ful, romantick, conſtant Coxcomb. 

Plume. And pray what is all this for? 

Il or. For a Woman. | | 

Plume. Give me thy Hand : If thou go to that, be- 
hold me as obſequious, as thoughtful, and as conſtant 
a Coxcomb as your Worthip. 

Nor. For whom? | - 

Plume. Fer a Regiment But for a Woman! 'Sdeath! 
have been conſtant to fifteen at a time, but never me- 
lancholy for one, and can the Love of one bring you into 


this Condition? Pray, who is this wonderful Rn? 


Nor. A Helen indeed! not to be won under ten 
Years Siege, as great a Beauty and as great a jilt. 
Plume. A Jilt! Pho! Is the as great a Whore ? 
Wor. No, no. 3 
Plume. Tis ten thouſand pities: But who is ſhe? Do 
I know her? 
A 6 For. 
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or. Very well. SIN 

Plume. 'That's impoſſible—I know no Woman that 
will hold out a ten Year's Siege. 

Wor. What think ye of Melia ? 

Plume. Melinda! Why ſhe began to capitulate this time 
Twelve-month, and offered to ſurrender upon honour- 
able Terms; and I advis'd you to propoſe a Settlement 
of five hundred Pounds a Year to her, before I went laſt 
abroad. „ 

Mer. 1 did, and ſhe hearken'd to it, deſiring only one 
Week to conſider When, beyond her Hopes, the Town 
was reliev'd, and forc'd to turn my Siege into a Blockade. 

Plume. Ex plain, explain. 


er. My Lady Richly, her Aunt in Flintfire dies, and 


leaves her, at this critical Time, twenty thouſand Pounds. 


Plume. Oh the Devil! What a delicate Woman was 
there ſpoiPd ! But by the Rules of War now—-IP75;, 


Blockade was fooliſh—After ſuch a Convoy of Proviſions 
was enter'd the Place, you could have no thought of 
reducing it by Famine ; you ſhould have bn your 
Attacks, taken the Town by Storm, or have dicd upon 
the Breach. | 

Mor. I did make one general Aſſault, but was fo vi- 
gorouſly repuls'd, that deſpatring of ever gaining her 
for a Miſtreſs, I have alter'd my Conduct, given my 
Addreiſes the obſequious and diſtant Turn, and court 
her now for a Wife. 

Plume. So as you grew obſequious, ſhe grew haughty ; 
and becauſe you approach'd her as a Goddeſs, ſhe us'd 
you hike a Dog. | | 

Nor. Exactly. DE 

Plume. "Tis the way of 'em all.—Come, IPorthy, 
your obſequious and diſtant Airs will never bring you 


together ; you muſt not think to ſurmount her Pride by 


your Humility : Wou'd you bring her to better Thoughts 
of you, ſhe muſt be reduc'd to a meaner Opinion of her- 
ſelf. Let me ſee, the very ſirſt thing that I would do, 
ſhould be to lie with her Chambermaid, and hire three 


or four Wenches in the Neighbourhood to report that 


had got them with Child —Suppoſe we lampoon'd all 

the pretty Women in Town, and left her out; or, what 
if we made a Pall, and forgot to invite her with one or 
two of the uglieſt. War, 


. p % — 


| 
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ſav, that 
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Nor. Theſe wou'd be Mortifications, I muſt confeſs; 
but we live in ſuch a preciſe, dull Place, that we can 
have no Balls, no Lampoons, no— 

Plume. What! no Baſtards ! and fo many nanu 
Officers in Town! I thought tas a Maxim among 


them, to leave as many Recruits in the Country as they 


carry'd out. 
Mor. No body doubts your good Will, noble Ca ptain, 


in ſerving your Country with your beſt Blood. witne f 
our Friend Molly at the Caſtle; there have been Tears in 


'Town about that Buſineſs, Captain. 


Plume. | hope Sylvia has not heard of it. 

Nor. O, Sir, have you thought of her? I began to 
fancy vou had forgot poor 5, toia. 

Plume. Your Affairs had quite put mine out of my 
Head. Tis true, Sylvi and Þ had once agreed to go to 
Bed together, cou'd we have adjuſted Preliminaries; ; but 


ſhe wou'd have the Wedding before Conſummation, as 


I was for Conſummaticon here the Wedding; we cou'd 
not agree. She was a pert, obſtinate Fool, and wou'd 
loſe her Maidenhead ker own way, fo ſhe may keep it 


2 Plume. 


or. But do you intend to marry upon no other Con- 
FS ak ? 


Plume. Your Pardon, Sir, I'll marry upon no Conditi- 
on at all.—If I ſhou'd, I am reſolv'd never to bind myſelf 
to a Woman for my whole Life, till I know whether I 
ſhall like her Company for half an Hour. Suppoſe I 
marry'd a Woman that wanted a Leg. Such a thing 
might be, unleſs I examined the Goods before- hand 
If People would but try one another's Conſtitutions be- 
fore they engag'd, it would prevent all theſe Elopemeats, 
Divorces, and the Devil knows what. 


Wer. Nay, for that Matter, the Tovn did not ſtick to 


Plume. T hate Country-towns for that Reaſon—if y your 
Town has a diſhonourable Thought of $;{wia, it deſerves 
to be burnt to the Ground—1 love Sylvia, I admire her 
frank, generous Diſpoſition—There's ſomething in that 
Girl more than Woman— In ſhort, were I once a Ge- 
neral, I wou'd marry her. 


Wor. Faith, you have Reaſon—for were you but a 
5 Corporal 
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Corporal ſhe wou'd marry you—But my Melinda c 
it with every Fellow ſhe ſees I' Il lay F ifty Poun he 
makes Love to you. 
Plume. I'll lay you a Hundred that I return it, if ſhe 
does—Look'e, Worthy, I'll win her _ give her to 
you afterwards. 
Wor. If you win her you mall wear her, Faith; I 
wou'd not value the Conqueſt without the Credit of the 


ViQtory. 
Enter Kite. 


Kite. Captain, Captain, a Word in your Ear. 

Plume. You may ſpeak out, here are none but Friend. 

Kite. Vou know, Sir, that you ſent me to comfort the 
good Woman in the Straw, Mrs. — Wife, Mr. 
Wert 

— O ho! very well, I wiſh you Joy, Mr. Ke. 
Cite. Your Worſhip very well may—for I have got 

both a Wife and Child in half an Hour—But as I was 
ſaying—You ſent me to comfort Mrs. Moliy——my Wite 
1 mean——Put what nt think, Sir ? She was better 
comforted before I came. 

Plume. As how! 

Kite. Why, Sir, a Footman in a - dun Livery had 
brought her ten Guineas to buy her Baby Clothes. 

Plume. Who in the Name of Wonder cou'd ſend them? 

Kite. Nay, Sir, I muſt whiſper that—Mrs. Sylvia 

Plume. Sylvia! Generous Creature! LI Teer. 

Vor. Sylvia! Impoſſible ! 

Kite. Here are the Guineas, Sir— I took the Gold 
as Part of my Wife's Portion. Nay, farther, Sir, the ſent 
Word the Child ſhould be taken all imaginable care of, 
and that ſhe intended to ſtand Godmother. The {ame 
Footman, as I was coming to you with this News, call'd 
after me, and told me that his Lady wou'd ſpeak with 
me—T went, and upon hearing that you were come to 
Town, ſhe gave me half a Guinea for the News; and 
order'd me to tell you, that Juſtice Balance, her Father, 
who is juſt come out of the Country, wou'd be glad to 
ſee you. 

Plume. There's a Girl for you, Warthz—Is there any 
thing of Woman in this? No, 'tis noble, generous, 
manly *. ; ſhew me ancther Woman that wou'd 

< loſe: 
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loſe an Inch of her Prerogative that way, without Tears, 

Fits, and Reproaches. The common Jealouſy of her 
Sex, which is nothing but their Avarice of Pleaſure, 
ſhe deſpiſes; and can part with the Lover, tho' ſhe dies 
for the Man—Come, Worthy—Where's the beſt Wine? 
ſor there Il quarter. 

Wor. Horton has a freſh Pipe of choice Howes, 
which I wou'd not let him pierce before, becauſe I 


reſerv'd the Maidenhead of it for your Welcome to : 


Town. 


Plume. Let's away then—Mr. Kite, go to the Lady 
with my humble Service, and tell her, I ſhall only re- 
freſh a little, and wait upon her. 

Mor. Hold, Kite—have you ſeen the other Recruit- 
| ing Captain ? 

Kite. No, Sir, I'd have you to know I don't keep 
ſuch Company. 

Plume. Another! Who is he? 

Nor. My Rival, in the firſt Place, and the moſt un- 
accountable F ellow—but PI tell you more as we go. 

['Exeunt. 
SCENE, An Apartment. | 
Melinda and Sylvia meeting. | 

N. Welcome to Town, Couſin Sylvia. [Sa"ute.] I 
envy'd you your Retreat in the Country; for Se 
bury, methinks, and all your Heads of Shires, are the 
mot irregular Places for living ; here we have Smoak, 
Noiſe, Scandal, Aﬀectation, and Pretenſion; in mort, 
every thing to give the Spleen—and nothing to divert 
it— then the Air is intolerable. 

S. O Madam! I have heard the Town commended 
for its Air. 

Mol. But vou don't conſider, Sy/via, how long I 
have liv'd in't! for I can aſſure you, that to a Lady, 
the leaft nice in her Conſtitution—no Air can be goud | 
above half a Year. Change of Air I take to be the 
moſt agreeable of any Variety in Life. 

Szl. As you ſay, Couſin N. linda, there are ſeveral 
Sorts of Airs. 

Mel. Pſha! I talk only of the Air we breathe, or 
more properly of that we taſte— 1ave not ycu, Slvia, 
found a vaſt Diflerenc.: in the Taſte of Airs ? 


$.1. 
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$1. Pray, Couſin, are not Vapours a Sort of Air? 
Taſte Air! you might as well tell me, I may feed upon 
Air: But prithee, my dear Meliuda, don't put on ſuch 


an Air to me. Your Education and mine were juſt the 


ſame; and I remember the Ti ime when we never troubled 
our Heads about Air, but when the ſharp Air from the 
We: Mountains made our Fingers ake in a cold Morn- 
ning at the Boarding-School. 

Bel. Our Education, Couſin, was the Guns, but our 
Temperaments had nothing alike; you have the Con- 


ſtitution of an Horſe. 


S;/. So far as to be troubled neither with Spleen, 
Cholick, nor Vapours; I nced no Salts for my Stomach, 


no H we how for my Head, nor Wath for my Com- 


plexion. I can hes all the Morning after the Hunt- 

2 Evening after a Fiddle. In ſhort, 
I can do every Thing with my Father, but drink, and 
ſhoot flying; and J am ſure I] can do every Thing my 
Mother cou'd w ere J put to the Trial. 


Mel. You are in a fair Way of being put to't ; for I 


am told your Captain is come to Town. 

Sil. Ay, Melinda, he is come, and Pl take Care he 
ſha'n't go without a Companion. 

- You are certainly mad, Couſin. 

Syl. -i id theres a Pleaſure fare 

In being mad, which none but Madmen $1. 

M. Thou poor romantick Quixote /—Hait thou the 
Vanity to imagine, chat a young ſprightly Officer, that 
rambles o'er half the Globe in half a Year, can con- 
fine his Thoughts to the little Daughter of a Country 
Juſtice in an vbſcure Part of the World? 

y. Pſha! what care I for his Thoughts; I ſhou'd 


not like a Man with confin'd Thoughts, it hw a Nar- 


rowneſs of Soul. In ſhort, Melinda, I think a Pett!- 
coat a mighty fimple Thing, and I am heartily tir'd of 
my Sex. 

Mel. That is, you are tir'd of an Appendix to our 


Sex, that you can't fo handfomely get rid of in Petti- 


conte, as if you were in Breeche; O' my Conſcience, 
Silvia, hadſt thou been a Man, thou hadſt been the 
greateſt Rake in Chriſtendom. 
Sl. I thou'd have endeav our'd to know the World, 
which 
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which a Man can never do thoroughly, without half a 
hundred Friendſhips, and as many Amours ; but now 
I think on't, how ftands your Affair with Mr. Worthy ? 

Mel. He's my Averſfion. 

Sy/. Vapours ! 

Mel. What do you ſay, Madam? | | 

§y /. I fay that you ſhould not uſe that honeſt Fellow 
ſo inhumanly. He's a Gentleman of Parts and For- 
tune; and beſides that, he's my Plume's Friend, and 
by all that's facred, if you don't uſe him better I ſhall 
expect Satisfaction. 

Mel. Satisfaction! you begin to fancy yourſelf in 


| Breeches in good-earneſt— But to be plain with you, I 


like Worthy the worſe for being fo intimate with your 


Captain, for take him to be a looſe, idle, unmannerly 


Coxcomb. 

_ $31. O, Madam! you never ſaw him, perhaps, ſince 
you were Miſtreſs of twenty thouſand Pound ; you only 
knew him when you were capitulating with #*rthy for a 
Settlement, which perhaps might encourage him to be 
a little looſe and unmannerly with you. : 

Mel. What do you mean, Madam? 

Sy. My Meaning needs no Interpretation, Madam. 
| _ Better it had, Madam ; for methinks you are too 
ain. | 
? Sl. If you mean the Flainneſs of my Perſon, I think 
your Ladyſhip's as plain as me to the full. 
Mel. Were I ſure of that, I wou'd be glad to take up 
with a Rakehelly Officer as you do. 
Sy. Again! Look'e, Madam, you are in your own 


Houſe. 


Mel. And if you had kept in your's, I ſhou'd have 
excus'd you. | 
Sl. Don't be troubled, Madam, I ſhan't deſire to 
have my Viſit return'd. 5 | 
Mel. The ſooner therefore you make an End of th1s 


the better. 


Syl. Jam eafily perſuaded to follow my Inclinations, 

and fo, Madam, your humble Servant. [ Exit. 
Mel. Saucy Thing! 

Enter Luev. | 

Luc. What's the Matter, Madam? | 

| Mia. 
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Mel. Did you not fee the proud Nothing, how ſhe 
ſwell'd upon the Arrival of her Fellow? 

Lac. Her Fellow has not been long enough arriv'd to 
occaſion any great Swelling, Madam; I don't believe 


ſhe has ſeen him yet. 


Mel. Nor ſhan't if I can help it—Let me ſee—I have 
it—Bring me Pen and In Id, I'll go write in my 
Cloſet. | I. | 5 5 

Luc. An Anſwer to this Letter, I hope, Madam ? 

Mel. Who ſent it? [ Preſents a Letter. 

Luc. Your Captain, Madam. 
Mel. He's a Fool, and I'm tir'd of him, fend it back 
unopen'd. | 8 

Luc. The 12 gone, Madam. | 

Mel. Then how ſhou'd I fend an Anſwer ? Call him 
back immediately, while I go write. [ Exeunt . 

The End of the Firth ACT. 


| ACT IL 
SCENE, An Apartment. 
Eier Tuſtice Balance and Plume. 
Bal. T Ook'e, Captain, give us but Blood for ot 
Money, and yuu fhan't want Men. ds ay 
Life, Captain, get us but ang ther Marital of France, 
and PI go myſelf for a Soldier 
Plume. Pray, Mr. Balance, how does your fair Daughter? 
Bal. Ah, Captain? what is my Daughter to a Marſhal. 
of Frence / We're upon a nobler Subject, I want to have 


* 


a particular Deſcription of the Battle of Minder. 


Plume. The Battle, Sir, was a very pretty Battle «> 
any one fhou'd deſire to ſee, but we were all fo intent 
upon Victory, that we never minded the Battle: All 
that I know of the Matter is, our General commanded 
us to beat the French, and we did ſo; and if he pleaſes 
but to ſay the Word, we'll do it again. But pray, Sir, 
how does Mrs. Sylvia? | | | 

Bal. Still upon Sylvia! For ſrame, Captain, you 
are engag'd already, wedded to the War; Victory i- 
yous Miftreſs, and tis below a Soldier to think of any 
other. | ; 

Plume. As a Miſtreſs, I confeſs; but as a Friend, 
Mr. Balance 5 Pu 
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Bal. Come, come, Captain, never mince the Mat- 
ter, wou'd not you debauch my Daughter, if you cou'd ? 
Plum. How, Sir! I hope ſhe is not to be debauch'd. 
Bal. Faith, but ſhe is, Sir; and any Woman in Exg- 
land of her Age and Complexion, by a Man of your 
Youth and Vigour. Look'e, Captain, once I was young 
and once an Officer as you are; and I can gueſs at your 
Thoughts now, by what mine were then; and I re- 
member very well, that I wou'd have given one of my 
Legs to have deluded the Daughter of an old Country 
Gentleman, as like me as [ was then like you. 
Plume. But, Sir, was that Country Gentleman your 
Friend and Benefactor? 
Bal. Not much of that. 
Plume. There the Compariſon breaks; the Favours, 
Sir, that | | 
Bal. Pho, pho, I hate fet Speeches: If I have done 
you any Service, Captain, it was to pleaſe myſelf; [ 
:ove thee, and if | could part with my Girl, you ſhou'd 
have her as ſoen 2 any young Fellow know: But I 
hope you have more Honour than to quit the Service, 
and ſhe mere Prudence than to follow the Camp; but 
ſhe's at her ovin Diipctal, fas has fifteen hundred 
Pound in ker Pocket, and fo—Syluia, Sylvia. [ Calis. 
Enter Sylvia. | 
Fyl. There are ſome Letters, Sir, came by the Poſt from 
Lan den, 1 left them upon the Table in your Cloſet. 
Bal. And here is a Gentleman from Germany. | Pre- 
ſent: Plume 29 Hr.] Captain, you'll excuſe me, Ill go and 
read my Letters and wait on you. [ Exit. 
Srl. Str, you are welcome to Fuglund. 
Plume. You are indebted to me a Welcome, Madam, 
fince the Hopꝰs of receiving it from this fair Hand 
was the p:incipal Cauſe: of my feeing England. 
Sz/. I have often heard that Soldiers were ſincere, 
ſhall I venture to believe publick Report? Eh 
Plume. You may, when tis back'd by private Inſu- 
rance; for I ſwear, Madam, by che Honour of my Pro- 
feſſion, that whatever Dangers I went upon, it was 
with the Hope of making myſelf more worthy of your 
Eſteem; and if ever I had Thoughts of preſerving my 
Life, twas for the Pleaſure of dying at your F . : 
us 3 0 
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Sy /. Well, well, you ſhall die at my Feet, or where 
you will; but you know, Sir, there is a certain Will 
and Teſtament to be made before-hand. 

Plume. My Will, Madam, is made already, and there 
it is; and if you pleaſe to open the Parchment, which 
was drawn the Evening before the Battle of Minden, 
you will find whom I left my Heir. 

_ Szl. Mrs. Sylvia 1 the Will and readt.] 
Well, Captain, this is a handſome anda ſubſtantial Com- 
pliment; but I can aſſure you, I am much better pleaſed 
with the bare Knowledge of your Intention, than 1 
ſhou'd have been in the Poſſeſſion of your Legacy: But 
methinks, Sir, you ſhou'd have left ſomething to your 
little Boy at the Caſtle. 

Plume. That's home. [ Afide.] My little Boy! Lack- 
a-day, Madam, that alone may convince you 'twas none 
of mine; why the Girl, Madam, is my Serjeant's Wife. 
and fo the poor Creature gave out that I was Father, in 
hopes that my Friends might ſupport her in cafe of Ne- 
ceſſity.— That was all, Madam—My Boy! No, no, no. 

Enter a Servant. | 

Ser. Madam, my Maſter has receiv'd ſome ill News 
from L:zdon, and defires to ſpeak with you immedi- 
| ately, and he begs the Captain's Pardon, that he can't 

wait on him as he promis'd. | 
Plume. III News! Heavens avert it! nothing cou'd 
touch me nearer than to ſee that generous worthy Gen- 
tleman afflicted: Pl leave you to comfort him, and 
be aſſur'd, that if my Life and Fortune can be any way 
ſerviceable to the Father of my Sylvia, he ſhall freely 
command both. 

Sl. The Neceflity muſt be very preſſing that wou'd 
engage me to endanger either. [ Exeunt ſeveral. 

SCENE, Anther Atartment. 
Enter Balance and Sylvia. 

S/. Whilſt there is Lite, there is Hope, Sir; per- 
haps my Brother may recover, „ 

Bal. We have but little Reaſon to expect it; the Doc- 
tor acquaints me here, that before this comes to my 
Hands, he fears I ſtall have no Son Poor Owen ! — 
But the Decree is juſt; I was pleas'd with the Death of 
my Father, becauſe he left me an Eftate, aud now I am 


puniſh'd 
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puniſf'd with the Loſs of an Heir to inherit mine; I mutt 
now look upon you as the only Hopes of my F amily, 
and I expect that the Augmentation of your Fortune 
will give you freſh Thoughts and new Proſpects. 

Sl. My Deſire in being punctual in my Obedience 
requires that you would be plain in your Commands, 
Sir. | 
Bal. 'The Death of your Brother makes you ſole 
Heireſs to my Eſtate, which you know 15 about Twelve 
hundred Pounds a Year: This Fortune gives you a 
fair Claim to Quality and a Title; you muſt ſet a juſt 
Value upon yourſelf, and in plain Terms think no 
more of Captain Plume. 
Fyl. You have often recommended the Gentleman, Sir. 
Bal. And I do fo till, he's a very pretty Fellow ; ; 
bur tho? I lik'd him well enough for a bare Son-in-law, 
don't approve of him for an Heir to my Eſtate and 
Family ; Fifteen hundred Pounds indeed I might truſt. 
in his Hands, and it might do the young Fellow a 
Kindneſs but, —ods my Lite, Twelve hundred Pound 
a Year, wou'd ruin him, quite turn his Brain: A Cap- 
tain of Foot worth Twelve hundred ** a Year! 
'T'is a Prodigy in Nature! 
Enter a Servant. 
Ser. Sir, here's one with a Letter below for your Wor- 
ſhip, but he will deliver it into no Hands but your own, 
Bal. Come, ſhew me the Meſſenger. 
[ Exit evith Servant. 
S. Make the Diſpute between Love and Duty, and 
I am Prince Prettzman exactly.— If my Brother dies, ah 
poor Brother! If he liv es, ah poor Siſter ! *Tis bad 
both Ways; Pll try it again.—Follow. my own Incli- 
nations, and break my Father's Heart; or obey his 
Commands, and break my own; worſe and worſe. 
Suppoſe I take it thus? A moderate Fortune, a pretty 
Fellow and a Pad; or a fine Eftate, a Coach-and-Six, 
| and an Af That will never do neither. 
Enter Fuftice Balance and a Servant, 
Bal. Put Four Horſes to the Coach. [To a Servant, 
ewho goes out.) Ho, S lia. 
Syl. Sir. 
Bal. How old were you when your Mother dy'd * I 


Sl. 
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Officer. 
Sl. So young, that I _ t remember I ever had 
one ; and you ** been ſo careful, ſo indulgent to 
me ſince, that indeed I never wanted one. 

Bal. Have I ever deny'd you any thing you aſk d of 
me ? 

Hl. Never that [ remember. 

Bal. Then, Sylvia, I muſt beg that once in your 


Life you wou'd grant me a F avour. 


Sy]. Why ſhou'd you queſtion it, Sir? 

Bal. I don't, but I wou'd rather counſel than com- 
mand; I don't propoſe this with the Authority of a Pa- 
rent, but as the Advice of your Friend; that you wou'd 
take the Coach this Moment and go into the Country. 

Hl. Does this Advice, Sir, proceed from the Con- 
tents of the Letter you receiv'd juſt now? 

Bal. No matter, I will be with you in Three or Four 
Days, and then give you my Reaſons—But be ſure you 


go, I expect you will make me one ſolemn Promiſe. 


Syl. Propote the Thing, Sir. 
Bal. That you will never diſpoſe of * to any 
Man without my Conſent. 

Sl. I promiſe. 

Bal. Very well, and to be even with you, I pro- 
miſe I never will dif oe of you without your on 
Conſent; and fo, Sylvia, the Coach is ready ; farewel. 
[Leads her to the Door, and returns.) Now ſhe's gone 
Ill examine the Contents of this Letter a little nearer. 


[Rr ads. 
IX. 


Y Intimacy avith Mr. Worthy has drawn a Secret from 
kim that he had from his Friend Captain Plume; and 
my Friendſhip and Relation to your Family oblige me 1 gie 
Jou timely Notice of it : The Captain has diſhonourable De- 
us upon my Coufen Sylvia. Evils of this Nature are mere 
caf l; prevented than amended ; and that yeu wou'd immedi- 
ately ſend my Couſin into the Comer, is the Advice of, Sir, 
Your humble Servant, | 
MELINDA. 
Why the Devil's in the young Fellows of this Age, 


_ they are ten times worſe than they were in my Time; had 


he made my Daughter a Whore, and forſwore it like a 


Gentleman, I cou'd have almoſt pardon'd it; but to tell 


6 Tales 
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Tales before-hand is monſtrous— Hang it, I can fetch 
down a Woodcock or a Snipe, and why not a Hat and 
Cockade? I have a Caſe of good Piſtols, and have a 
good Mind to try. 
| | Enter Worthy. 
Worthy ! your Servant. 

Wor. Im ſorry, Sir, to be the Meſſenger of ill News. 

Bal. I apprehend it, Sir; you have heard that my 
Son Over is paſt Recovery. 

Wor. My Letters ſay he's dead, Sir. 

Bal. He's happy, and I'm ſatisfy'd: The Strokes 
of Heaven I can bear; but Injuries from Men, Mr. 
Worthy, are not fo eaſily ſupported. 
Por. I hope, Sir, you're under no Apprehenſions of 

Wrong from any Body. WE 

Bal. You know I ought to be. a 

For. You wrong my Honour, in believing I cou'd 
know any Thing to your Prejudice, without reſenting 
it as much as you ſhou'd. | 

Bal. This Letter, Sir, which I tear in Pieces to con- 
ceal the Perſon that ſent it, informs me, that Plume has 
a Deſign upon Sylvia, and that you are privy to't. 

Mer. Nay then, Sir, I muſt do myſelf Juſtice, and 
_ endeavour to find out the Author. | 

(Takes up a Bit.) 
Sir, I know the Hand, and if you refuſe to diſcover 
the Contents, Melinda ſhall tell me. | [ Going. 

Bal. Hold, Sir, the Contents I have told you al- 
ready, only with this Circumſtance, that her Intimacy 
with Mr. Worthy had drawn the Secret from him. 

Wer. Her Intimacy with me! Dear Sir, let me pick 
up the Pieces of this Letter ; *twill give me ſuch a hank 

upon her Pride, to have her own an Intimacy under her 
Hand: This was the luckieſt Accident! {Gathering up 
_ the Letter.) The Aſperſion, Sir, was nothing but Ma- 
lice, the Effect of a little Quarrel between her and 
Mrs. Sylvia. | | 5 
Bal. Are you ſure of that, Sir? 
or. Her Maid gave me the Hiſtory of Part of the 
Battle juſt now as ſhe overheard it. But I hope, Sir, 
your Daughter has ſuffer'd nothing upon the Account, 

Ball. No, no, poor Girl, ſhe's ſo afflicted W the 

| N ews 
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News of her Brother's Death, that to avoid Company 
ſhe begg'd Leave to be gone into the Country. 
"er. And is ſhe gone? 
Bal. I cou'd not refuſe her, ſhe was ſo preſſing; the 
Coach went from the Door the Minute before you came. 
Nor. So preſſing to be gone, Sir !—T find her For- 
tune will give her the ſame Airs with Melinda, and then 
Plume and I may laugh at one another. | 
Bal. Like enough, Women are as ſubje& to Pride 
as Men are; and why mayn't great Women, as well as 
great Men, forget their old Acquaintance ?—But come, 
where's this young Fellow? I love him fo well, it 
would break the Heart of me to think him a Raſcal— 
I'm glad my Daughter's gone fairly off tho'. {Afiae.) 
Where does the Captain quarter ? | | 
Wer. At Horton's; J am to meet him there Two Hours 
hence, and we ſhou'd be glad of your Company. 
Bal. Your Pardon, dear Why, I muſt allow a Day 
or Two to the Death of my Son. Afterwards, I'm 
your's over a Bottle, or how you will. = 
Mor. Sir, I'm your humble Servant. [Exeunt apart. 
SCENE, the Sm. OE OE 
Enter Kite, with Coſtar Pear-main in One Hand, and 
| Thomas Apple-tree 7x the other, drunk. 
Kkne figs. © 
Our Prentice Tom may now refuſe 
To awipe his Scoundrel Maſter's Shoes ; 
For ua he's free to fing and play, 
Oder the Hills and far away—Over, &C. 
3 [The Mob ſings the Chorus. 
Ve fhall lead more happy Lives, 
By getting rid of Brats and Wives, 
T hat ſcald and brawl both Night and Day, 
Ower the Hills and far away—Orer, &. 
Kite. Hey Boys! Thus we Soldiers live! drink, ſing 
dance, play : We live, as one ſhou'd fay—we live 
tis impoſſible to tell how we live—We are all Princes 
— Why—why, you are a King—You are an Emperor, 
and Pm a Prince—now—an't we 
Tho. No, Serjeant, I'Il be no Emperor, 
Kite. No! © ds | 
The. I'll be a Juſtice of Peace. | 
Kite. A Juſtice of Peace, Man? Tho, 
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The. Ay, wauns will I ; for ſince this Prefing-Act, 
they are greater than any Emperor under the Sun. 

. — You are a Juſtice of Peace, and you * 2 
a King, and I am a Duke, and a rum Duke, an't I? 

Ci. Ay, but PII be no King. 

Kite. What then? 

Caſt. I'll be a Queen. 

Kite. A Queen! 

Cot. Ay, of England, that's greater than any King of 
*em all. 

Kite. Bravely ſaid, faith; Huzza for the Queen 
[ Huzza ! ] But heark'e, you, Mr. Juſtice, and you, Mr. 
Queen, did you never ſee the King's Picture? 

Both. No, no, no. 

Kite. I wonder at that; I have two cf 'em ſet in Gold, 
and as like his Majeſty, God bleſs the Mark. 

See TOE: they are ſet in Gold. [Takes tars broad Pieces 
| cut of his Packet, gives one to each, 
-. The wonderful Works of Nature! | Looking at it. 

— What's this written about? Here's a Poſy, I be- 
lieve; Ca-ro-lus—What's that, Serjeant! ? | 

K te. O!] Carclus ?——Why Carolus 15 Latin for King 
Geerge ; that's all. 

Cot. Tis a fine thing to be a $-ollard—Serje: ant, 
will you part with this ? I'll buy it on you, if it come 
within the Compaik of a Crown. 

Kite.“ Crown! never talk of buying; 'tis the ſame 
thing among Friends, you know; I'll preſent them to 
ye both: you ſhall give me as good a thing. Puh 'em 


— 
up and remember your old Friend, when Ia over the 


Hills, and fur away. 
[ They fing, and put up the Mong. 
Euter Plume 5 nging. 
8 Ower the Hills, and over the Main, 
70 Flanders, Portugal, or Spain : 
The King commands, and we'll obey, 5 
Oder - Hills, and far away. | 
Come on my Men of Mirth, away with it, II make 
ene among ve: Who are theſe hearty Lads ? 
Kite. Of with your Hats; Ounds off with your 
Hats: This is the Captain, the Captain. 3 
The. We have ſeen Captains afore now, Mun. 
B 


c 
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Coft. Ay, and Lieutenant Captains dos S'fleſh, ru 

keep on my Nab. 
bo. And I'ſe ſcarcely d'off mine for any Captain i in 
England: My Vether's a Freeholder. 

Plume. Who are thoſe jolly Lids, Serjcant ? 

Kite. A couple of honeſt brave Fellows that are 
willing to ſerve the King: I have entertain'd 'em juſt 
now, as Volunteers, under your Honour's Command. 

Plume. And good Entertainment they ſha!l have: 
Volunteers are the Men I want, thoſe are the Men fit 
to make Soldiers, Captains, Generals. 

Tho. Wounds, Tummas, what's this! are vc lifted ? 

Cee. Fleſh ! not I: Are you Caſtar? 

_ The. Wounds, not I. 

Kite. What! not liſted ! ha, ha, ha ; 2 very good 
_ Jeſt, Vfarth. 

Coft. Come, Tummas, well go home. | 

Tho. Av, ay, come. 

Kite. Home ! for ſhame, Gentlemen, behave your- 
felves better before your Captain: Dear 7.ummas, lioneſt 
Coſtar. 

Tho. No, no, we'll be gone. 

Kite. Nay, then, I command you to ſtay: I Sw 
you both Centinels in this Place, for two Hours; to 
watch the Motion of St. Mary's Clock, you; and you 
the Motion of St Chad's : And he that arcs ſtir from 
his P. |, till he be reliev '4, ſhall have my Sword in his 
Guts the next Minute. 

Plume. What's the matter, Serjeant ; ? I'm afraid you 
are too rough with theſe Gentlemen. 

Kite. 'm too mild, Sir! They diſobey Command, 
Sir, and one of em ſhou'd be ſhot for an Example to 
the other. 

Ca. Shot, Tummas ? 

Plume. Come, Gent'emen, what's the matter? 


Tho. We don't know! the noble Serjeant is pleas'd 


to be in a Paſſion, Sir, - but 


Kite. They diſobey Command, they deny their be- 
ing liſted. 


Tho. Nay, Serjeant, we don” t downright deny it 


ther; that we dare not do, for Fear of being ſhot : Bat 
we humbly conceive, in a civil Way, and begging your 
Worſtip's Pardon, that we may go — Piume. 
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Plume. That's eaſily known; have either of you re- 


ceiv'd any of the King's Money ? 


Cet. Not a Brais Farthing, Sir. 

Kite. They have each of them receiv'd One-and- 
twenty Shillings, and 'tis now in their Pockets. 

C. Wounds, if I have a Penny in my Pocket but 
a bent Sixpence, P!I be content to be Red, and ſhot 
into the Bargain. 

The. And I: look ye here, Sir. 

Cot. Nothing but the King's Picture, chat the Ser- 
jeant gave me juſt now. 

Kite. See there, a Guinea, One- and twenty Shil- 
lings; t'other has the Fellow on't. 

Plume. The Caſe is plain, Gentlemen, the Goods are 
found upon you: Thoſe Pieces of Gold are worth One- 
and-twenty Shillings each. 

Ce. So it ſeems, that Carolus is One-and- twenty 


| Shillings 1 in Latin. 


Tho. Tis the ſame Thang 1 in Gree, for we are lifted. 

C/?. Fleſt! but we an't Tummas I deſire to be car- 
ry'd before the Mayor, Captain. 

wy [ Captain and Sergeant ger the æulile. 

Plum. Twill never do, Nie. our damn'd Tricks 
will ruin me at laſt—I won't loſe the Fellows tho', if 
I can help it—Well, Gentlemen, there mult be forme 
Trick in this; my Serjcant offers to take his Oath that 
you are fairly liſted. 

Tho. Why, Captain, we know that you Soldiers have 
more Liber ty of Conſcience than other Folks ; but for 
me, or ! Neighbour Cofter acre, to take ſuch an Oath, 
"'twou'd be dow aright Perjuration. 

Plume. Lock'e, Raſcal, you Villain, if I find that 
vou have impos'd upon heb Two honeſt Fellows, Fll 
tr ample ) you to Death, you Dog—Come, how was't? 

Tho. Nay theu, we'll ſpeak ; your Scrje:nt, as you 
ſay, is a Rogue, an't like your Worthip, begging your 


Cot. Nay, Timun, let me ſpeak; you know 1e 
read — And fo, Sir, he gave us thoſe Two Pieces of 
Money for Pictures of the King, by Way of a Pre- 
ſent. 

Plume How by Way of a Preſent ! The Son of a 

B 2 Where! 
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Whore! Dll teach him to abuſe honeft Fellows, like | 


you! Scoundrel! Rogue! Villain! 
4 ats off the Serjcant, and follows, 
_—_ O brave noble Captain! huzza" a brave Cap- 
„ faith! 
9 A. Now Tummas, Carolus is Latin for a = 
This is the braveſt Captain I ever faw—Wounds, I've 
a Month's Mind to go with him. 
Enter Plume. : 
Plume. A Dog, to abuſe Two ſuch honeſt F ellows as 
_ you—Look'e Gentlemen, I love a pretty Fellow, I 


come among you as an Officer to liſt Soldiers, not as a 


Kidnapper to ſteal Slaves. 
Co. Mind that, T ummas. 


Plum. I defire no Man to go with me, bet as I went. 


_ myſelf: I went a Volunteer, as you, or you, may do; 


for a little Time carry'd a Muſket, and now 1 command 


a Company. 

Tho. Mind that, Coſtar A ſwee Gentleman. | 

Plume. Tis true, Gentlemen, [ might take an Ad- 
vantage of you; the King's Money was in your Pock- 
ets, my Serjeant was — to take his Oath vou were 
liſted; but I ſcorn to do a baſe Thing, you are both 
of you at your Liberty. 

Cot. Thank you, noble Captain] cod, I can't find 
in my Heart to leave him, he talks fo finely. 


The. Ay, Crftar, would he always hold in this Mind. 


Plume. Come, my Lads, one thing more I'll tell you: 

| You're both young tight Fellows, and the Army is the 
Place to make you Men for ever: Every Man has his Lot, 
and you have yours : What think you now of a Purſe of 
French Gold out of a Monſieur's Pocket, after you have 
_—_ out his Brains with the But-End of your F * ? 
ek! 


Caſt. Wauns! IAI have it. Captain—give me a 


Shilling, I'll follow you to the End of the World. 
T ho. Nay, dear Coftar, do'na ; be advis'd. 
Plume. Here, my Hero, here are two Guineas for thee, 
as Earneft of what ÞlI do farther for the2. 
The. Do'na take it, do'na, dear Coftar. 
[ Cres, an! pulli back his Am. 
C. I wull—1 wull—Waunds, my Mind gives = 
at 
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that I ſhall be a Captain myſelfi—I take your Money, 
Sir, and now | am a Gentleman. 

Plume. Give ine thy Hand, and now you and I will 


travel the World o'er, and command it wherever we tread 


— Bring your Friend with you if you can. [ L/ige, 

Ct. Well, T ummas, mult we part ? 

Tho. No, Coſtar, 1 canno leave thee - Come, Captain, 
Ill &en go along to); and if you have two henefter 
ſimpler Lads in your Company than we two have been, 
III ay no more. EG ; 

Plume. Here, ray Lad. [Gives him Mon y.] Now your 
Name:? 

They. Tummas Appletree. 

Plume. And yours? 

Co. Coiftar Pearmain. 

Plume. Well ſaid Coaftar ! Born where? 

Tho. Both in He orl hire, 

Plume. Very went; Courage, my Lads—Now we'll 
finz, Over th: Hell., aud far away, | 

Courage, Bays, "tis one 1% Ton 

But we r/turn wil Gentlemen; 

While conguiring Calliurs ae diſalar, 

Over the Hi!ls and for away, 

| Kite. Take care of m. 
Enter Kite. 
K:te. An't you a Couple of pretty Fellows now! Here 


you have complain'd to the Captain, I am to be turn'd 


out, and one of you will be Serjeant. Whica of you is 
to have my Halberd? | 
Bath Recru. |. | 
Kier. So you ſhall—in your Guts—march, you Sons 
of Whores. = | [ Beats em off. 
The End of the Second ACT. 


a CT: 20 
SCENE, The Mar+-*-P/ace. 
Enter Plume and Worthy. 

Vor. 1 Cannot forbear admiring the Equality of our 
1 t Fortunes : We lov'd two Ladies, they met 

us half way, and juſt as we were upon the point of 
lexpiag into th ir Arms, Fortune drops into their Laps, 
Pride poſſeſſes their Hearts, a Maggot fills their Heads, 
B 3 | Madneſs 
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Madneſs takes *em by the Tails ; they ſnort, kick up 


their Heels, and away they run. 


Plume. And leave us here to mourn upon the Shore A 


couple of poor melancholy Monſters What ſholl we do? 
Wer. I have a trick for mine; the Letter, you know, 
and the Fortune: teller. 
Plume. And | have a trick for mine. 
Wor. What 1s't ? 
Plume. I'll never think of her again. 
Mer. No! 


Plame. No; 1 think myſelf above adminiſtring to the 


Pride of any Woman, were ſhe worth twelve thouſand a 
Year; and I ha'n't the Vanity to believe I ſhall ever 
gain a Lady worth Twelve hundred — The generous 
pour. natur'd Si ity in her Smock, I admire ; but the 


ay ſeornfal © ya, with her Fortune, I deſpiſe— 


hat ea out of To- „n, and not fo much as a Word, 


a Line, a Compliment, —8'death! how far off does he 


ive? 1 1 0 and! real her Windows. 

Wer. Ha, ba, he! ay, and the Window-Bars too, 
t me at he rome, come, Friend, no more of your 
re ugh Oy Airs. © | 
Futer Kite, 

Kite, Captain, Captaio, Sir! look yonder, he's a 
coming this way: Tis the prettieſt, cleaneſt, lle Tit! 

Plane. Now Werthy, to hew you how much I am 
in Love ;—kcre ſhe comes: But Kite, what is that great 

Conntry-Fellow with her; | 

Arte. I can't tell, Sir. 


Euer Roſe, fllwwd 5y bir Brother Bullock, with 


ci hens en ber Arm in a Baſſet. 


Rz. Buy Chickens, young and tender Chickens, 


young and tender Chickens. 
Plume. Hers, you Chickens. 
Riſe. Who cal's? 
Plume. Come hither, pretty Maid. 
Ro/e. Will you pleaſe to buy, Sir? 
Wor. Ves, Child, we'll both buv. 


Plume. Nay, Mot h, that's nct fair, market for your- 


ſelf. —Come, Child, Fil buy all vou have. 
Roe. Then all 1 have i is at your Service. [Court'ftes. 
Wor. Then muſt I thift for myſelf, I find. | wy 
Plume. 
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Plume. Let me fee ; young and tender, you fay. 
[ Chucks her under the Chin. 
Raſe. As ever you taſted in your Life, Sir. | 
Plume. Come, I muſt examine your Baſket to the bot- 
tom, my Dear. | 

E/. Nay, for that matter, put in your hand; feel, 
Sir; I warrant my Ware as good as any in the Market. 

Plume, And I! bayitall, Child, were it ten tinies more. 

Reje. Sir, IJ can furniſh you. 

Plume. Come then, we won't quarrel about the Price, 
they're fine Birds — Pray what's your Name, pretty 
Creatare ? | 

Roſe. Rehe, Sir: My Father is a Farmer within three 
ſort Mile o' the Town; we keep this Market; I ſell 
Chickens; Eggs, and Butter, and my Brother Bullock 


tice ſells Cern. 


Ballot. Come, Siſter, haſte, we ſhall be late hcams. 

| If al cut the Stix, 

P.ume. Kite 1 [Tips him ths Wink, he returns ig.] Pretty 
Mrs. Refe- you have—let me fee— how many? 

Naß. A dozen, Sir, and they are richly worth a Crown. 


Ball. Come, Ruo/e, J fold fifty Strake of Barley to-day 


in half this time; but you will higgle and higgle for 


a Penny more than the Commodity 15 worth. 

Roe. What's that to you, Oaf! I can make as much 
out of a Groat, as you can out of Four-pence, I'm ſure 
The Gentleman bids fair, and when I meet with a 
Chapman, I know how to make the beſt of him—And 
ſo, Sir, I fay, for a Crown Piece the Bargain's yours. 

Plume. Here's a Guinea, my Dear. 

Ro. I can't change your Money, Sir. 

Plume. Indeed, indeed, but you can—my Lodging 
is hard by, Chicken, and we'll make change there. 

wo Geer off, fhe follows him. 

Kite. So, Sir, as I was telling you, I have ſeen one of 
theſe Huſſars eat up a Ravelin for his Breakfaſt, and 
afterwards pick'd his "Teeth with a Paliſado. 

Bull. Ay, you Soldiers fee very ftrange things ; but 
pray, Sir, what is a Rabelin ? - | 

Kite. Why, *tis like a modern minc'd Pye, but the 
Cruſt is confounded hard, and the Plumb, arc ſome- 
what hard of Digeſtion. 

B4 Bull. 
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Bull. Then your Paliſado, pray what may he de : 
Come, Race, pray ha' done. 

Kite. Your Faliſado is a pretty fort of Bodkin, about 
tic Thickneſs of my Leg. 

Bull. That's a Pib, believe. [. Yide.] Fh ! where's 
Rurſe! Rueſo ! Rui, SHeth where's Razr gone? 

Kite. She's gone v. "th the Captain, 

Bull. The Ca: "tain ! Wauns, there's no preſſing of 
Women, ſure. 

Kite. But there is, fare. © - | 

Bull. If the Captain ſhou'd preſs Rus/e, I ſhou'd be 
ran'd—Whick wan went ſhe! O! the Devil take 


your Rablins and Paliſadoes. [ Ext, 


Kite. You ſhall be better acquainted with them, 
honeſt Bulleck, or I ſhall miſs of my Aim. 
| Entcr W erthy. 
Ver. Why thou art the moſt uſeful Fellow in Nature 
to your Captain; admirable in your way, I find. 
x Yes, Sir, I underſtand my Buſineſs, I will ſay it, 
r. How came you ſo qualify'd ? 
— You muſt know, Sir, I was born a Gipſy, and 
bred among that Crew till I was ten Years old, there 
J learn'd Canting and Lying; I was bought from my 
Mother, Cl. epatra, by a certain Nobleman for three 
Piſtoles, there I learn'd Impudence and Pimping. [ 


Vas turn'd off for wearing my Lord's Linen, and drinking 


my Lady's Ratafia, and turn'd Bailiff*s Follower ; there 
[ learn'd Bullying and Swearing. I at laſt got into the 
Army, and there 1 learn'd Whoring and rnking— 
So that if „our Worſhip pleaſes to caſt up the whole Sum, 


. &. Canting, Lying, Impudence, Pimping, Bullying, 


Swearing, Whoring, Drinking, and a Halbert, you will 
find the Sum Total amount to a Recruiting Serjeant. 
Ver. And pray what induc'd you to turn Soldier ? 
Kite. Hunger and Ambition: The Fears of Starving, 
and Hopes of a Trurcheon, led me along to a Gentle- 
man, with a fair Tongue, and fair Periwig, who loaded 


me with Promiſes ; but 'gad it was the lighteſt Loa 
thatever I felt in my Life He promis'd to advance me, 


and indeed he did fo—to a Garret in the Save. I aſked 


him why he put me in Prifon ; he call'd me lying Dog, 


and ſaid I was in Garrifon ; ; and in. deed, tis a Garriſon - 
that 
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that may hold out till Doomſday before I ſhow'd deſire 
to take it agaia. But here comes Juſtices Balance. 

Enter Balance and Bullock. 

Bal. Here, you Serjeant, where's your Captain? 
Here's a poor fooliſh Fellow comes clamouring to me 
with a Complaint, that your Captain has preſs'd his 
_— do you know any thing of this matter, Norty? 

er. Ha, ha, ha, I know has Siſter is gone with P;ume 
to his Lodging, to ſell him ſome Chickens. 

Bal. Is Nt all ; the Fellow's a Fool. 

Bul. I know that, an't like your Worſhip ; es if 
your Worſhip pleaſes to grant me a Warrant to bring 
her before your Worſhip, for fear of the worſt. 

Bal. Thou'rt mad, Fellow, thy Siſter's ſafe enough. 

Kite. J hope ſo too. 2 de. 

Mor. Haſt thou no more Senſe, F ellow, than to be- 
lieve that the Captain can liſt Women. 

Bull. I know not whether they liſt them, or what they 
do with them, but I'm ſure they carry as many Women as 
Men with them out of the Country. 

Bal. But how came you not to go along with your Sifter ? 

Bull. Lord, Sir, I thought no more of her goin 
than I do of the Day I ſhall die; but this Gentleman 
here, not ſuſpecting any hurt neither, I believe—zou 
thought no harm, Friend, Cid you? 

Kite. Lackaday, Sir, not I—only that, I believe, l 
ſhall marry her to-morrow. [ {/id-. 

Bal. I begin to ſmell Powder. Well, Fr end, but 
what did that Gentleman with you ? 

Tul. Why, Sir, he entertain'd me wich a fine Story 
of a great Sea-Fight between the H. zungariaus, 1 think it 
was, and the ila-Iriſb. 

Kite, And fo, Sir, while we were in the Heat of Battle 
—the Captain carry'd off the Baggage. | 

Bal. Serjeant, go along with this Fellow to your 
Captain, give him my humble Servi ge, and deſire him 
to diſcharge the Wench, tho? he has liſted her. 

Bal. Ay, and if ſhe ben't free for that, he ſtall have 
another Man in her Place. 

Kite. Come, honeit Friend, you ſhall go to my Quar- 
ters inſtead of the Captain's. (AFf-.) 

[ Exexat Kite an Bullock 
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Bal. We muſt get this mad Captain his Comple- 
ment of Men, and fend him packing, elſe he'll over- 
run the Country . | 

Wer. You ſce, Sir, how little he values your Daugh- 
ter's Diſdain. 

Bal. J like him the better; I was juſt ſuch another Fel- 
low at his Age. But how goes your Affair with Melinaa? 

Mor. Very ſlowly. Cupid had formerly Wings, but I 
think, in this Age, he goes upon Crutches ; or | fancy 
Venus had beer. dallving with her Cripple Yulcan when 
my Amour commenc'd, which has made it go on fo 
lamely ; m Mift ef; has got a Captain too, but ſuch a 


Captain! As I live, yonder he comes. 


Bal. Who ? that bluff Fellow in the Saſh! I don't 


know lim. 


Mor. PutT engage he knows you, and every Body at 
firſt Sight; his Impudence were a Prodigy, were not 
his Ignoraace proportioanble; he has the moſt univerſal 
Acquaintance of any Man living, for he won't be alone, 
and Nobody will Fecp him Company twice; then he's a 
C-o/ar among the Women, Veri, Vidi, Vici, that's all. 
If he has but talk' d with the Maid, be ſwears he has 
lain with the Mi9ref,; but the moſt ſurprizing Part of 
his Character is his Memory, which is the moſt prodi- 


gious, and the moſt triſling in the World. 


Bal. I bave known another acquire fo much by Tra- 


vel, as to tell you the Names of moſt Places in Eurape, 


with ther Diftances of Miles, Leagues, or Hours, as 
punctually as a Poſt-Boy ; but for any Thing elſe, as 
2norant as the Horſe that carries the Mail. 

Fr. This is your Man, Sir, add but the Travel- 
ler's Privilege of Lying, and even that he abuſes; this 
is the Picture, behold the Life. | 

| | Enter Brazen. © | 

Brax. Mr. W:rthy, Pm your Servant, and fo forth, 
Hark'e, my Dear. 

Ver. Whiſpering, Sir, before Company is not Man- 


ners, and when Nobody's by, tis feolifh. 


HBrag. Company! Mort de ma Jie! I beg the Gen- 
tleran's Pardon; who is he ? ; | 

Vor. Aſk him. | 

Braz. So I will. My Dear, I am your Servant, 
and fo forth ;—your Name, my Dear? 


The Recruiting Officer. 35 

Bal. Very Laccuicl, Sir. 

Brax. Lacanick ! A very good Name truly; I have 
known ſeveral of the Lacerici's abroad: Poor Jack 
Lacouick ! He was killed at the Battle of Landn. I 
remember that he had a Blue Ribbon 1a his Hat that 
very Day, and after he fell, we found a Piece of Neat's 
Tongue in his Pocket. 

Bal. Pray, Sir, did the French attack us, or we 
them, at Landen? 

Praz. The French attack us! Oons, Sir, are you a 
Jacobite ? 

Bal. Why that Queſtion ? 1 

Brax. Becauſe none but a Jacobite cou'd think that 
the French durſt attack us—No, Sir, we attack'd them 

on the I have reaſon to remembes the Time, for I had 
Two-and- Twenty Horſes kill'd under me that Day. 

Mer. Then, Sir, you mult have rid mighty hard. 

Bal. Or perhaps, Sir, like my Countryman, you rid 
upon halt a Dozen Horſcs at once. 

Braz. What do ye mean, Gentlemen ? I tell you they 
were kill'd, all torn to Pieces by Cannon-Shot, except 
Six I tak'd to Death upon the Enemies Ch vaude Friſe. 

Bal. Noble Captain, may I crave your Name? 

Braz. Brazen, at your Service. 

Bal. Oh, Brazen, a very good Name; I have known 
ſeveral of the Brazens abroad. 

Her. Do you know one Captain! Plume, Sir ? 

Brix. Is he any y thing related to Fran Plume in Ner- 
thampten/hire ? Honeſt Franz! many, many a dry 
Bottle have we crack'd Hand to Fiſt ; you mutt have 
known his Brother Charles that was concerned in the In- 
dia Company, he marry'd the Daughter of old Toxgue- 
Pad, the Malter in Chancery, a very pretty Woman, only 
ſquinted a little; ſhe dy'd in Childbed of her Firſt 
Child ; but the Child farviv'd, 'twas a Daughter, but 
whether twas called Man garet or Margery, upon my 
Soul, I can't remember, ( Looking on his Watch). But, 
Gentlemen, I muſt meet a Lady, a Twenty thouſand 
Pounder, preſently, upon the Walk by the Water— 
I<irthy, your Servant, Lacenict, yours. [ Ex:3. 

Bal. If you can bye ſo mean an Opinion of M lin- 
da, as to be jealous of this Fellow, I think ſhe ought to 
give you Cauſe to be fo. Nor. 
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mor. I don't think ſhe encourages him fo much for 
ga.ning herſelf a Lover, as to ſet up a Rival ; were 
there any Credit to be given to his Words, 1 "ould 
believe M-linda had made him this Aſſignation; I muſt 
go ſee; Sir, yow'll Pardon me. . 
Ba!. Ay, ay, Sir, you're a Man of Buſineſs— But 
hat have we got here? 
Enter Roſe ſinging. 
Nac. And I ſhall be a Lady, a Captain's Lady, 2nd 
ride fingle upon a white Horſe with a Star, upon a 
Velvet Side- Aaadle ; and I ſha!l go to Londen, and fee 
the Tombs, aad the Lions, and the Queen. Sir, an 
pleaſe your Worſhip, I have often ſeen bel Worſhip 
ride trough our Grounds a hunting, begging your 
Worſhip's Pardon Pray what may this Lace be worth 
a Yard ? [ Shewwing ſome Lace. 
Bal. Right Michlin, by this Light! Where did you 
get this Lace, Chile ?- 
Roje. No matter for that, Sir, I came honeſtly by it. 
Bal. I queſtion it much. [ A/ide. 
Rafe. And ſee here, Sir, a fine Turkey: ſnell Snuff-box, 
and fine Mangere, ſee here, [Tates Snuff affectel;.] The 
Captain lcarn'd me how to take it with an Air. 
Bal. O ho! the Captain! Now the Murder's out; 
and ſo the Captain taught vou to take it with an Air? 
Roſe. Yes, and give it with an Air too Will vour 


W orihip pleaſe to tate my Snuff? [ Offirs the Dox of e M. 
Bal. You are a very apt Scholar 


lar, pretty Maid. And 
pray, what did you give the Captain for tiefe fine things: 


Ke. He's to have my Brother for a Soldier, and dw 
or three Sweet-hearts I have in the Cou mtry ; they Gall 
all go with the Captain: O ke's the fineſt Man, and the 
hum | withal ; wou'd vou believe it, Sir, he carry'd 

with him to his ewn Chamber, with as much 


1-mill-yararality as if I had been the beſt Lady 
in the Land. 


Bal. Oh! he's a mighty familiar Gentleman, as can be. 


Enter Plume Foging. 
1 
Plume. Put it is mo (6 | 


With theje that ge, 


i' Froft and Stow, 
Aft at ropo, 
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My Maid with the Milllug-pagil. 
[ 7 ates bald of Roſe. 


How, the Juſtice! then I'm arraign'd, coad mn'd, and 
executed. 


Bal. O, my noble Captain! 
Rofe. And my noble Captain too, Sir. 
Plume. Sdeath, Child, are you mid ?—— Mr. Ba- 
lance, I am fo full of Patinefs about my Recruits, that 
1 ha'n't a Moment's Time to—1 have juſt now Three 
or Four P ople to— 

Bal. Nay, Captain, I muſt ſpeak to you 

Raſe. And ſo muſt I too, Captain. 

Plume. Any other Time, Sir, - 1 cannot for my Life, Sir- 

Bal. Pray, Sir — 

Plume. Twenty thouſand Things—T wou'd—but— 
now, Sir, pray—Devil take me I cannot—I muſt— 


[ Breats aabay. 
Bal. Nay, I'll follow you. [ Ex:t. 
_ And I too. [ Exit. 


CENE, The Walks by the Severn Side, 
Enter ien and her Maid Luevy. 

Mel. And, pray, was it a Ring, or Buckle, or 
Pendants, or Knots? or in what Shape was the Al- 
mighty Gold transform'd, that has brib'd vou fo much 
in his Favour ? 

Luc, Indeed, Madam; the laſt Bribe I had from the Cap- 
tain. was on ly a 2 ſmall Piece of Fland rs Lace for a Ca 

A! Ay, Fiand:rs Lace is as conitant a Pref: -nt fromp 
Officers to their W omen, as ſomething elſe is from 
their Women to th m. They every Year bring ove a 
Cargo of Lace, to cheat the King of his Duty, and his 
Subſects of their Honeſty. 


Luc. They only barter one Sort of prohibited Goods 
for another, Madam. 

Mel. Has any of 'em been being with you. Mrs. 
Pert, that you talk fo like a Trader? 

Luc. One would i imagine, Madam, by your Concern 
for Werthy's Abſence, that you ſhould uſe him better 
when he's with you. 

Mel. Who told you, pray, that I was concern'd for his 
Abſence? I'm only vex'd that I've had nothing ſaid to 
me theſe Two Days: One may like the Love, and de- 


ſpiſe 
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foiſe the Lover, I hope ; as one may love the Treaſon, 
and hate the Traitor. O! here comes another Captain, 
and a Rogue chat has the Conzdence to make Love to 
me; but, indeed, I don't wonder at that, when he has 
the Aifſuranc: to fancy himicl: a one Ge athens. 

Luc. If he ſhow's ipeik of thy Aiignation, I ſhou'd be 
ruin'd. [Alide. 

| Enter Brazen. 

Brax. True to the Touch, twith! [A Ede. Madam, I 
am your humble Servant, aud all that. Mae ? A fine 
River this fame Sevcru— Do you lov Fiſhing, Madam ? 

M. J. Tis a pretty melancholy Amutement for Lovers. 


Brax. PI go buy Hooks and Lines preſently; for 


you muſt know, Madam, that 1 have ferv'd in Flanders 
againſt the French, in — y againſt the Turk, and in 
Taugier againſt the Moors, and L was never fo much in 
Love before; ; and ſplit me, Madam, in all the Cam- 
paigns I ever ade, L have not ſcœen fo fine a Woman a5 
your Ladyſhi | 

Mel. Ard Gam all the Men 1 ſaw I never had ſo 
fine a Compliment : But you Soldier s are the belt bred 
Men, that we muſt allow. 

Brax. Some of us, — i are Brutes 
among us tco, very ſad Brutes; for my cwn part, I 
have always had the good Luck to prove ag reeuble 
L have had very conſiderable Offers, Madam might 
have marry'd a Gorman Princels, worth fifty thou! and 
Crowns a Y ear, but her Swe diſguſted ine. The 
Daugirter of a 7 uric ah ie fell in Love with me too, 
when I was Priihner among tne lafidels; ſhe offer'd to rab 
her Father of bis Tr asu, and make * Eſcape with me: 
But I don't know how, my Lime was not come; Hang- 


ing and Marriage, you know, go by Deftiny : Fate has 


reſerv'd me for a She Lady worth twenty thouſand 
Pound— Do you know any ſuch Perfon, Madam? 
M.. Extravagant Coarmb! [Afde.] To be ſure, a 
great many | Lacie: of that Fortune wou'd be proud of 
the 2 Name of Mrs. 5rai ze. 
Brax. Nay, ior that matter, Madam, there are Wo- 
men of very good Quality of the Name of Brazen. 
Enter Worthy, 


Mel. Ol are you there, Gentleman ?—Come, Captain, 


we'll waik this Way, give me your Hand. Brax. 


. —_— 
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Brax. My Hand, Heart's Blood and Guts are at your 
eee neee 2 , your Servant, My Dear. 
[ Exit. leading Melinda, 
Vor. Death and F bet this is not to be borne. 
| En der Plume. 

Plume. No more it is, faith. 

Wer. What? 

Plume. The March Beer at the Raven; I have been 
doubly ſerving the King—raſing Men, and raiting the 


F. xeiſs—Recruiting and Elections are rare * riends to the 
Exciſe. 


Mor. You 2n't drunk. 

Plume. No, no, whimiical only ; I cou'd * mighty 
fooliſh, and fancy myſelf mighty witty. Reaſon Bill 
keeps its Throne, but it nods a little, that's all. 

Mor. Then you're juft fit for a Frolick. 

Plume. As fit as cloſe Pinners for a Punk in the Pit. 

Mor. There's your Play then, recover me that Veſſel 
from that Tangerine. 

Plume. She's well rigg'd, but how is ſhe mann'd ? 

Wer. By Captain Brazen, that I told you of to-day; 

| ſhe is calPd the Melinda, a Firſt-Rate, I can aſſure you; 
+ ſhe ſheer'd off with him juſt now, on purpoſe to affront 
me; but according to your Advice I wou'd take no Notice, 
! becauſe 1 wou'd ſeem to be above a Concern for her 
Behaviour ; but have a care of a Quarrel. | 
Plume. No, no, | never quarrel with any thing in my 
Cups but an Oyfter Wench, or a Cook Maid; and if 
| they ben't civil, I knock 'em down. But heark'e, my 
Friend, Pl * Love, and I muſt make Love. I tell 
you what, PI make Love like a Platoon. 

Nor. Platoon, how's that? 
Plume. I'll kneel, ſtoop, and and, faith; moſt Ladies 
are gain'd by Platoonins. 

Wor. Here they come ; I muſt leave you. [ Exit. 

Plume. Soh! now muſt J look as ſober, and as demure, 
as a Whore at a Chriſtning. 

Entry Brazen and Melinda. 

Braz. Who's that, Madam ? 

Mel. A Brother-Oſhcer of yours, I ſuppoſe, Sir. 

Brax. Ay My Dear. [To Plume. 


Plume. My Dear. [ Run and embrace. 
Brax. 
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Erax. My dear Boy, how 15't? Your Name, my 
Dear? If 1 be not miltaken I have ſeen your Face. 
Plame. I never ſaw yours in my Life, My Dear— 
But there's a F acc well known, as the Sun's, that thines 
en all, and is by all ador'd. 
Brox. Have you any Pretenſions, Sir? 
Plume. Pretenſions! 
Brax. That is, Sir, have you ever ſerved abroad? 
Plume. J have ſerv'd at Home, Sir, for Ages terv'd 
this cruel Fair—And that will Eros the Turn, Sir. 
Mel. So, between the Fool and the Rake, I ſhall 
bring a fine Spot of Work upon my Hands —!I fee / or- 
th vonder l could be content to be Friends with him, 
wou'd he come this Way. ¶Aſide. 
Brax. Will you fight for the Lady, Sir? 
Plume. No, Sir, but I'll have her notwithſtanding, 
Thou Pe:rlefs Princeſs of Salopian's Plains. 
Eruv'd by Nemphs, and worſhippd by the Savains, 
 Fraz. Oons, Sir, not fight for her. 
Plume. Prithee be quiet—T ſhall be out 
Fe held, hows huinbly docs the Severn glide, 
To greet thee, Princeſi of the Severn Side. 
Brax. Don't mind him, Madam—If he were not ſo 


well dreſs'd, I thou'd take him for a Poet—But I'll hew 


you the Difference preſently Come, Mad:im—We'll 
place you between us, an4 now the longeſt Sword car- 
ries her. | [ Draxs. 

Il. [ Soricking. ] | 

Euter Worthy. | 
Oh! Nr. Ve, fave me from theſe Madmen. 
[Exit with Worthy, 

* Ma, ha, ha! Why don't you follow, Sir, 
and fight the bold Rav:ſher. 

Brax. No, Sir, you are my Man. 

Plume. I don't like the Wages, I won't be your Man. 

Brax. Then you're not worth my Sword. 

Plume. No! Pray what did it cot ? 
Brax. It coſt me Twenty Piſtoles in France, and my 
Enemies Iheuſands of Lives in Flanders. 
Plume. Then oy had a dear Bargain. 

: Enter Sylvia in Man's Apparel. 

Sl. Save ye, fav ye, Gentlemen. 


Bret, 
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Brax. My D ar, I'm yours. 5 

Plume. Do you | now the Gentleman? 

Braz. No, but I will preſent your Name, my 
Dear? 

Syl. Niiful; Tack Wilful, at your Service. 

Braz. Sy the Kentiſh Wiljus' 3, OT thoſe of Staf- 
erd/bire ? | 

| * Fl. Both, Sir, both; I'm related to all the IWilfuls 
in Europe, and I'm Head of the F amily at preſent. | 

Plume. Do you live in this Country, Sir? 

Sz/. Yes, Sir, I live where I ſtand ; I have neither 
Home, Houſe, nor Habitations, beyond this Spot of 
Ground. 

Brau. What are you, Sir? 
yl. A Rake. | 

Sha In the Army, I preſume. 

Syl. No, but I intend to lift medics Lock, 
Gentlemen, he that bids the faireſt, has me. 

Brax. Sir, I'll prefer you, III make you a Corporal 
this Minute. 

Plume. Corporal | ll make you my Companion, you 
ſhall eat with me. | 

Braz. You ſhall drink with me. 

Plume. You ſhall he with me, you young Rogue. 

K es. 
rar. You ſhall receive your Pay, and do no Duty. 

Sy. Then you muſt make me a Field-Oifcer. 

Pſume. Pho, pho, pho! I'll do more than all this, I'll 
make you a Corporal, and give you a Brevet for Serjeant. 

Brat. Can vou read and write, Sir ? 

Srl. Ves. 

Brag. Then your na is done — LI make you 

Chasdlain to the Re Zziment. 

Srl. Your Promite 's are ſo equal, that Pm at aloſs to 
chuſe; there i3 one Plume, that I hearmuch commended, 
in Town ; 3 pray which of you is Captain doch ? 

Plume. | am Captain Plume. 

Brax. No, no, I am Captain Plume. 

yl. Hey day ! 

Plume. Coptain Plume! V'm your Servant, my Dear. 

Brax. Captain Brazen - I'm your: —the Fellow dares 
Ot fight. | ( Afide. 
| | Enter 
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Enter Kite. 

Kite. Sir, if you pleaſe—— (Goes to awhi/pcr Plume. 
lame. Ne, no, there's your Captain. C apt. "Phe, 
your Ser;eant has got fo drunk, he miſtakes me ior you. 

Braz. He's an in corrigible Sot.—Here, my Hector of 
Heibern, here's forty Shillings for you. 

Plume, I forbid the Banns. —[.ook'e, Friend, vou ſhall 
lit with Captain Prazen. : 

S. I will fee Captain Braxen hang'd firſt; 1 eil liſt 
with Captain Plume, I am a Free-born Engliſhman, and 
will be a Slave my own Way—Look'e, Sir, will you 
Rand by me! | (To Brazen. 

Brax. | v:arrant you, my Lad. | 

SJ. Then I will tell you, Captain Bra ven, ( To 
Plume) that you are an ignorant, pretending im pudent 
Coxcomb. | 

- Eras. . ay, a ſad Dog. 

yl. A very ſad Dog; give me the Money, noble 
Capt: in Flu. 
Tln. Ihen you won't ik with Captain Prezon - 4 

874. 1 won't 

Brew. Never mind him, Child, I'll end the * 
Freſcntiz— Hear k'e, my Dear. 

{ ates Plume t cn? Side of "the Stage, and en- *rtains 
im in dumb Show, 

Kite. Sir, he in the plain Coat is Captain Plume, I 

am hie Scrjeant and will take my Oath on't. 

H/. What! you are Serjant Kite. 

Ke. At your Service. 

Sl. Then I wou'd not take your Oath for a Farting. 

Kite. A very underitanding Youth of his Age! Pray 
Sir, let me look you full in your Face? 

Srl. Well, Sir, what have you to ſay to my Face ? 

Lite. The very Image of mv Brother; two Bullets of 
the {ame Caliver were never ſo like: Sure it mutt be 
Charles, Charl — 

S. What d've mean by Charles? 

Kit, The Voice too, only a littie Variation Un Ef 2 
ut flat : My dear Brother, tor I muſt call vou to, if you 
ihould have the Fortune to enter into the no able 
Society of the Sword, I beſpeak you for a Comra.l. 2, 


Sl. No, Sir, I'll be the Captain's Comrade, i any 
Body” . | Kite. 
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Kite. Ambition there again! Tis a noble Paſſion for 
a Soldier; by that I gain'd th1- glorious Halbert. Am- 
bition ! | ſec a Comuwſiion in his Face already: Pray, 
noble Captain, you me Leave to ſalute you. 

(Offers to K '/5 þ r. 

Sy/, What, Men kiſs one anoth r. 

kite, We Officers do; ; *tis our way; we live together 
like Man and Wife, always either Riſſing or figuting : 
—BZut I fee a Storm coming. 

Sl. Now, Serjcant, 1 hall ſee who is your Captain 
by your knocking down the other. 

Kite. My Captain ſcor!:3 Afifance, Sir. 

Brag. How dare you contend for any thing, and not 
dare to draw your Sword ? But you are a young Fellow, 
and have not been much abroad ; I excuſe that ; but 
pr — reiign the Man, prithee do; you are a very honeſt 
Fellow. 

Plume. You ne; and you are a Son of a Whore. 

(Draws, and makes up 10 Brazen, 

Brat, Hold, hold, did not you refuſe to fight ior the 
Lady ? Uh, (Retiring, 

Plume. I always do—But for a Man I'll fight Knez- 
deep; ſo you lie again. [Plume end Brazen fight a 
Trax worſe or Taue about the Stage; Sylvia draws, who 7s 
ve:d by Kite, wha founds to Arms <with his Mouth; taxes 
Sylvir zz his Arms, and carries her off the Stage. 

Rraz. Hold, where's the Man? 

Plums. Gene. 

Brax. Then what do we fight for? (Puts up.) Now 
let's embrace, my Dear. 

Plume. With ail my Heart, my Dear. (Putting up.) 
I ſuppoſe Rite has lited him by this Time. (Zmbraces 

Kite loads in ond flugs. 

Brax. You are a brave Fellow, I always fight with a 
Man before I mak: him my Friend ; and if once | Und 
he will fight, I never quarrel with him afterwards.— 
And now I'll tel! yon a Secret, my dear Friend, that J a- 
dy we frichted out of the Walk juſt now, I found in Bed 
this Morning—39 beautiful, fo invitmg—l preſently 
Iock'd the Door But i'm a Man of Wn ber 
ieve Iſhall marry ker, nevertheleſs —Her 'Uwenty thou- 
tand Pound, you know, will be a pretty Conveniency—l 

ad 


—— 


Reg. 
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had an Aſſignatĩon with her here, but your coming fpoil'c 
my Sport. Cuiſe you, my Dear, but don't do fo agen. — 
Plume. No, no, my Dear, Men are my Buſineſs at pre- 
ſent. (Exennt, 
The End of the Tire ACT 


A C17 IV. 
SCENE, The Malt Continues. 


Ericr Roſe ard Bullock, meeting. 
Here have you been, you great Booby ? you | 
are always out of the Way in the Time of 


—_—______ 
«©. 
— 


Preferment. 


Full. Preferment! who ſhou'd prefer me ? 
Reſe. I wou'd prefer you! who thou'd prefer a Man 


| but a Woman ? Come, throw away that great Club, hold 
up your Head, cock your Hat, and look bi 


Bull. Ah Rusſe, Ruaſe, I fear ſomebody m7 look big 


| ſooner than Folk think of :—Her2 has been Cartaubeel 


your Sweetheart, v:hat will become of him? 
Roſe. Look'e, I'm a great Woman, and will provide 


for my Relations: — I told the Captain how finely he 


play'd upon the Tabor and Pipe, ſo he has ſet him down 
fer Drum-Major. 
Pull. Nay, Siſter, why did not you keep that Place for 


me? you know I have always lov'd to be a drumming, if 
it were but on a Table, or on a Quart Pot. | 


Enter Sylvia. 

S. J. Had I but a Commiſſion in my Pocket, I fancy 
my Breeches wou'd become me as well as any ranting 
Felluw of 'em all; for I take a bold Step, a rakiſh Toſs, 
a ſmart Cock, and an impudent Air, to be the principal 
Ingredients in the Compoſition of a Captain— What $ 
here, Re? my Nurſe's Paaghter! I'll go and practiſe 
— Come, Chill, kifs me ai once, ( Kiſſes 5 Poſe) and her 
Brother too — ell, honeſt Dung for, do you know the 


Digccrence betw en + Horſe anda Cart, and a Cart Horſe, 


Bull. 1 preſume that your Worſhip is a Captain, by 
veur Cloaths and your Courage. 
a S.. * 7 I were, wou'd you be contented to i, 
rien 
Nr. No, no, tho? your * Werſkip be a hand 'ome Man, 
there 
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there be others as fine as you; my Brother is engag'd to 
Captain Plume. | 
Sy /. Plume ! Do you know Captain Plume? | 

Roe. Ves, I do, and he knows me He took the Rib- 
bands outof his Shirt Sleeves, and put em into my Shoes- 
Sce there -! can aſſure you that I can do any Thing with 
the Captain. 

Bull. That is, in a modeſt Way, Sir.— Have a care 
what you ſay, Rao/e, don't ſhame your 1924 

Roſe. Nay, for that matter, I am not fo * 
ſay that I can do any thin” with the Captain, 

I may do with any Body elſe. | 
Syl.. So !——And pray what do you expect from this 
Captain, Child? 

Roje. I expect, Sir !—T expet—But he order'd me to 
tell Nobody.—But ſuppoſe that he ſhould propoſe to 
_ marry me? 

Sry /. You ſhow'd have a Care, my Dear, Men will pro- 
miſe any Thing before-hand. 

Ro/e. I know that, but he promis'd to marry me after- 
wards. 

B ul. Weuns, Rune, what have you ſaid ? 

$z/. Afterwards ? after What? 

Rai. After [ had fold my Chickens 

no Hara in that. 


28 to 
ut what 


[ hope there's 


Enter Plume. 

Plume. What, Mr. Wilful, fo cloſe with my Market 
Woman! 

S;/. Pl try if he loves her. Aide.) Cloſe, Sir, ay, 
and cloſer yet, Sir.—Come, my pretty Maid, you and 1 
will withdraw a little. 

Plume. No, no, Friend, I ha'n't done with her yet. 
Syl. Nor have I begun with her, fo I have as good 


3 Right as you have. 


Plume. Thou'rt a bloody impudent Fellow. 

Sy. Sir, I wou'd quality myſelf for the Service. 

Plume. Haſt thou really a Mind to the Service. 

Syl. Yes, Sir: So let her go. 

Rofe. Pray, Gentlemen, don't be fo violent. 

Plume. Come, leave it to the Girl's own Choi ce 
Will you belong to me, or to that Gentleman ? 

R /e. Let me conſidet, you're both very handſome. 

Pune, 


3 ER"*" 22> 


— — 
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Plume. Now the natural 55 of her Sex be- 


gins to work. 


Ryj+. Pray, Sir, what will you give me? 

Bull. Dunna be angry, Sir, that my Siſter ſhauld be 
mercenerary, for ſhe's but young. 

Fyl. Give thee, Child -I fet thee above Scandal; 
you ſhalt have a Coach, with Six before and Six be- 
hind ; an Equipe; ge to make Vice faſhionable, and put 
Virtue out of Countenance. 

Plume. Pho, that's eaſly done; I'll do more for thee, 
Child, Pl buy you a Furbelow-Scarf, and give you a 
Ticket to ſee a Play. | 

Bull. A Play! Wauns, Rue/e, take the Ticket, and 
let's fee the Show. 

Sy. Look'e, Captain, if you won't * T3! go liſt 
* Captain Bra: this Mieute. 

Plume. Will you liſt with me it I give up my Title? 

© 74 I will, 

Plume. Take her, I'll change a Woman for a Man at 
any Tine. 8 

Rafe. ] have heard before, indeed, that vou aptains 
us" to fell your Men. 

Bull. Pray » Captain, do not ſend R to the Westi un 
In: er. 

Plume, Ha, ha, ha, P*:-Indies! No, no, mv honeſt 
Jad, give me thy Hand ; nor you, nor the, Hall move 

Step farther than I do—This Gentleman i one of us, 
and will be kind to you, Mrs. Rye. 

Feb. But will you be lo kin | to me, Sir, as the Cap- 
tain wou'd ? 

S;1. I can't be altogether ſo kind to you, my Circum- 
ſtar.ces are not ſo good as the Captain's; but I'll take 
Care of you, upon my Word. 

Plume. Ay, ay, we'll all take Care of her; ſhe ſhall live 
like a Princeſs, and her Brother here ſhall be What 
wou'd you be ? 

Bull. O! Sir! If you had not promis'd the Place of 
Prum-Major— 

Plum. Ay, tl t is promis'd But what think you of 


[Barrack-Maiter ? You are a Perion of V nderſtanding, 


and Barrack-Maſt er you ſhall be. — But what's become 
ef this fame Cartaubcel you told me of, my Dear! 


5 *. 
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Roe. We'll go fetch him. —Come, Brother Barrack 
Mafter—We ſhall find you at Home, noble Captain? 
| | (Excunt Roſe and Bullock. 
Plume. Yes, yes; and now, Sir, here are your Forty 
Shillings. 
Syl. Captain Plume, I deſpiſe your liſting Money; if 
I do ſerve, *tis purely for Love—of that Wench I mean 
For you muſt know, that among my other Sallies, Pve 
ſpent the beſt Part of my Fortune in Search of a Maid, 
and could never find one hitherto; ſo you may be aſſur'd 
I'd not fell my Freedom under a leſs Purchaſe than I 
did my Eſtatz—So before I liſt, I maſt be certify'd that 
this Girl is a Virgin. 
Plume. Mr. Wilkul, I can't tell you how you can be 
certify'd in that Point till you try; but upon my Ho- 
nour ſhe may be a Veſtal for ought that I know to the 
contrary.— ] gain'd her Heart indeed by ſome trifling 
Preſents and Promiſes, and knowing that the beſt Secu- 
rity for a Woman's Heart is her Perſon, I wou'd have 
made myſelf Maſter of that too, had not the Jealouſy 
of my impertinent Lindlady interpoſed. _ 
Sz]. So you only want an Opportunity for accompliſh- 
ing your Deſigns upon her. ip 5 
Plume. Not at all ; I have already gain'd my Ends, 
which were only the drawing in One or Two of her 
Followers. Kiſs the prettieſt Country Wenches, and 
you are ſure of liſting the luſtieſt Fellows. 

Si. Well, Sir, I am fatisf,*d as to. the Point in De- 
bate ; but now let me beg you to lay aſide your Re- 
cruiting Airs; put on the Man of Honour, and tell 
me plainly what Ufage I mutt expect when I am under 
your Command? | 

Plume. Your Uſage will chiefly depend upon your 
Behaviour; only this you muſt expect, that if you com- 
mit a ſmall Fault, I will excuſe it; if a great one, III 
diſcharge you; for ſomething tells me I ſhall not be 
able to puniſh you. 3 

Sz]. And ſomething tells me, that if you do diſcharg 
me, *tw:ll be the greateſt Puniſhment you can inflict ; for 
were we this Moment to go upon the greateſt Dangevs 
in your Profeſſion, they wo1'd be leſs terrible to me, 
than to ſtay behind yon And now your Hand, this lifts 
me—And now you are my Captain, Plume, 
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Plume. Your Friend. {Ki/es hr.) *Sdeath! There's 
ſomething in this Fellow that charms me. 

Sl. One Favour I muſt beg— This Affair will make 
ſome Noiſe, and I have ſome Friends that wou'd cenſure 
my ConduR, if I threw myſelf into the Circumſtance 
of a private Centinel of my own Head—I muſt there- 
fore take Care to be impreſt by the Act of Parliament, 
you ſhall leave that to me. : 
Plume. What you pleaſe as to that Will you lodge 
at my Quarters in the mean time ? You ſhall have Part 
of my Bed. 
Sl. Ofye! Lie with a common Soldier! Wou'd not 
you rather lie with a common Woman? 

Plume. No, faith, I'm not that Rake that the World 
imagines : I've got an Air of Freedom, which People 
miſtake for Lovnk in me, as they miſtake Formality 
in others for Religion, —Will you lie with me? 

Sz/. No, no, Captain, you forget Ro/e; ſhe's to be my 
Bedfellow, you know. _ | 

Plume. I had forgot; pray be kind to her. 

| ; [Exeunt ſeccrally. 
Enter Melinda and Lucy. | OE 
Mel. Tis the greateſt Misfortune in Nature for a 
Woman to want a Confident: We are ſo weak, that we 
can do nothing without Aſſiſtance, and then a Secret 
racks us worſe than the Cholic—T am at this Minute fo 
ſick of a Secret, that Pm ready to faint away—Help me, 
Lucy. | | 
Lucy. Bleſs me, Madam! what's the Matter? 

Nel. apours only, I begin to recover—If SIe 
were in Town, I could heartily forgive her Faults for the 
Eaſe of diſcovering my own. | 

Luc. You are thoughtful, Madam! am not I worthy to 
know the Cauſe? | 

Mel. O Lucy! I can hold my Secret no longer: You 
muſt know, that h of the famous Fortunc- teller in 
Ton, I went diſguis'd to ſatis fy a Curioſity which has 
coſt me dear: That Fellow is certainly the Devil, or one 
of his Boſom- Favourites, he has told me the me ſt ſur- 
prizzug Things of my paſt Life. = 
Lac. Things paſt, Madam, can hardly be reckon'd 
ſurprizing, becauſe we know them already. Did he tell 
you any Thing ſurprizing that was to come? Miel. 
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Mel. One Thing very ſurprizing; he ſaid I ſhou'd die 
a Maid 
Lac. Die a Maid! Come into the World for nothing 
Dear Madam, if you ſhou'd believe him, it mi git come 
to paſs; for the bare Thought on't might kill one in 
Four-and-twenty Hours—And did you ai him any 
Queſtions about me? 
Mel. You ! Why, I paſs'd for you. | 
Lac. So *tis I that am to die a Maid—But the Devil 
was a Lyar from the Beginning, he ca 't make me die a 
Maid—Pve put it out of his Power alre dy. [A4/ide, 
Mel. I do but jeſt, I wou'd have paſs'd for you, and 
calld myſelf Lacy ; but he preſently told me my Name, 
my Quality, my Fortune, and gave me the whole Hif- 
_ tory of my Life—He told me of a Lover I had in this 
Country, and deſcribed Worthy exactly, but in nothing 
ſo well as in his preſent Indifference.— I fied to him for 
Refuge here, To-day, he never ſo much asencourag'd me 
in my Fright, but coldly told me, that he was ſorry for the 
Accident, becauſe it might give the Town Cauſe to cen- 
ſure my Conduct, excus'd his not waiting on me Home, 
made me a careleſs Bow, and walk'd off: *Sdeath! I 
cou'd have ftab'd him, or myſelf, *twas the ſame Thing 
— Yonder he comes—1I will fo uſe him! 
Luc. Don't exaſperate him, conſider what the For- 
tune-teller told you: Men are ſcarce, and as Times go, 
it is not impoſſible for a Woman to die a Mail. 
Luer Worthy, 
Mel. No matter. | 
Wor. I find ſhe's warm'd, I mutt ſtrike while the Iron 
is hot. Vou've a great deal of Courage, Madam, to ven- 
ture into the Walks where you were ſo lataly frighten'd. 
Mel. And you have a Quantity of Impudence to ap- 
pear before me, that you have ſo lately affronted. 
Wor. I had no Deſign to affront you, vor appear be- 
fore you either, Madam: I left you here, b.cauſe I had 


' Buſineſs in another Place, and came hither thinking to 


meet another Perſon. | 

Mel. Since you find yourſelf diſappointed, I hope 
you'll withdraw to another Part of the Walk. 
or. The Walk is broad enough for us both. [They 
wall by one another, he _ his Hu coci*d, ſhe fretting 
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end tearing ver Fau.] Will you pleaſe to take Snuff, Ma- 
dam? [i offers her his Box, /ne jlrikes it out of his Hand; 
auvil. bo 7. e. *nering it up, Erazen Za tes ber round the Waift, 


fc 6775 him. 
| Enter Brazen. 

Braz. What, here before me, my Dear! 

Mel. What means this Infolence ? 

Lac. Are you mid! Don't you ſce Mr. — 9 

To Brazen. 

Brax. No, no, I'm ſtruck blind—Wareby odſo! well 
turn'd-My Miſtreſs has Wit at her Fingers Ends—Ma- 
dam, I aſk your Pardon, 'tis our Way abroad—Mr. Vor- 
thy, you're the happy Man. 
Mor. I don't envy your Happineſs very much, if the 

IJL.ady can afford no other Sort of Favours but what he has 
| beftow'd upon you. 
AJ. I'm forry the Favour miſcarry? d, for it was de- 
ſign'd for you, Mr. N orthy; and be aſſur'd *tis the laſt 
and only Favour you muſt expect at my Hands.—Cap- 

t. ain, L aſk your Pardon— [Exit with Lucy, 
Biax. I grant t—You ſee, Mr. Worthy, twas only a 
Random Shot, it might have taken off your Head as well 
as mine; Courage, my Dear, tis the Fortune of War; 
but the Enemy has thought fit to withdraw, I think. 

Hor. Withdraw! Oons, Sir! what * by with - 
draw? | 
. az. Ill ſhew you. 

. She's loſt, irrecoverably loſt, and Plume's Ad- 
vice has ruin'd me: *Sdeath! why ſhould J, that knew 
her haughty Spirit, be rul'd by a Man that's a Stranger 
to her Pride ? 

Enter Plume. 

ume. Ha, ha, ha, a Battle Royal! Don't frown fo, 
* "he s your own, I'll tell you: I ſaw the Fury of 
her Love in the Extremity of her Paſſion: The Wildneſs 
of her Anger is a certain Sign that ſhe loves you to Mad- 
neſs, That Rogue Kite degan the Battle with Abun- 
dance of Conduct, and will bring you off victorious, 
my Lie on't ; he plays his Part admirably, ſhe's to be 


with him age in preſently. 


mr. But what cou'd be the Meaning of Brazen's 
F Wy with her? 


1 | Plume. 
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Plume. You are no Logician, if you pretend to draw 
Conſequences from the Actions of Fools: Whim, un- 
accountable Whim, hurries em on like a Man drunk 
with Brandy before Ten o'Clock in the Morning But 
we loſe our Sport Kite has 7 above an Hour ago, 
let's away. Ecceunt, 

SCENE, 4 Chamber; a Table with Books and Glibes. 

Kite diſguis'd i in a ffranze Habit, ſittin at a Table. 

Kite. | Riſing: | By the Poſition of the Heavens, gain'd 
from my Obſervation upon theſe Celeſtial Globes, I find 
that Lana was a Tide-Waiter, Sol a Surveyor, Mercury 
a Thief, Venus a Whore, Saturn an Alderman, Jupiter 
a Rake, and Mars a Serjeant of Grenadiers z and this 

is the Syſtem of Kite the Conjurer. 
| Enter Plume and Worthy, 

Plume. Well, what Succeſs ? 

Kite. I have ſent away a Shoeniaker and a Taylor al- 
ready ; one's to be a Captain of Marines, and the othcr 
a Major of Dragoons— I am to manage them at Niglit 

Have you ſeen the Lady, Mr. Worthy ? 

Ir. Ay, but it won't do—Have you thew'd her hae 
Name, 4 I tore off from the Bottom of the Letter? 

Kite. No, Sir, I reſerve that for the laſt Stroke. 

Plume. What Letter ? 

Mor. One that I wou'd not let you ſee, for Fear that 
you ſhou'd break Windows in good earneſt. Here, 
Captain, put it into your Pocket-Book, and have it 
ready upon Occaſion. [ Knocking at the Docr, 

Kite. Officers to your Poſts. Tzcho mind the Door. 
[Exennt Plume and Worthy. Servant opens the Door. 
| Euter Melinda and Lucy. 

Kite. Tycho, Chairs for the Ladies. 

Mel. Dow t trouble yourſelf, we ſha'n't tay, Doctar. 


Atte. Your * 15 to ens much longer than you 
imagine. 


Mel. For what? 


Kire. For a Huſband For your Part, Madam, you 
won't ſtay for a Huſband. [To Lucy. 


Luc. Pray, Doctor, do you converſe with the Stars, 
or the Devil ? | 


Kite. With both; when I have the Deſtinies of Men 
in Search, I conſult the Stars; when the Affairs of Wo- 
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men come under my Hands, I adviſe with my t'other 
Friend. | | | 
Mel. And have you rais'd the Devil upon my Ac- 
count ? 

Kite. Yes, Madam, and he's now under the Table. 
Luc. Oh Heavens protect us! Dear Madam, let's be 
gone. 

* Lite. If you be afraid of him, why do you come to 
conſult him ? : 5 

Mel. Don't fear, Fool; do you think, Sir, that be- 
cauſe I'm a Woman, I'm to be fool'd out of my Reaſon, 
or frighted out of my Senſes! Come, ſhew me this Devil. 

Kite. He's a little buſy at preſent; but when he has 
done, he ſhall wait on you. | 

Mel. What is he doing ? | 

Kite, Writing your Name in his Pocket-Book. | 

Mel, Ha, ha! my Name! Pray, what have you or he 
to do with my Name? 

Kite. Look'e, fair Lady—the Devil 1s a very modeſt 
Perſon, he ſeeks Nobody unleſs they ſeek him firſt ; he's 
chain'd up like a Matti, and can't ſtir unleſs he be let 
| looſe—You came to me to have your Fortune told 
Do you think, Madam, that I can anſwer you of my 
own Head? No, Madam, the Affairs of Women are ſo 
irregular, that nothing leſs than the Devil can give any 
Account of em. Now to convince you of your Incre- 
dulity, I'll ſhew you a Trial of my Skill—Here, you 
Cacademo del Plumo—Exert your Power, draw me this 
Lady's Name, the Word Melinda, in proper Letters and 
Characters of her own Hand-writing—do it at Three 
Motions—One—T wo—Three—'tis done—Now, Ma- 
dam, will you pleaſe to ſend your Ma'd to fetch it? 

Luc. I fetch it! the Devil fetch me if I do. 

Mel. My Name in my own Hand-writing ! that wou'd 
be convincing indeed. 7 
Kite. Seeing's believing. [Goes to the Table, lifts up 
b Carpet.] ere, Tre, Tre, poor Tre, give me the 
Bone, Sirrah. There's your Name upon that ſquare 
Piece of Paper, behold— 2 

Mil. Tis wonderful, my very Letters to a Tittle. 

Luc. Tis like your Hand, Madam, but not ſo like 
your Hand neither; and now I look nearer, tis not 
I ke your Hand at all. Kite, 
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Kite. Here's a Chamber-maid now will out-lye the 
Devil ! 

Luc. Look'e, Madam, they ſhan't impoſe upon us; 
People can't remember their Hands fo more than they 
can their Faces Come, Madam, let us be certain, 
write your Name upon this Paper, then we'll compare 
'em. [Takes out a Paper, and fulds it 

Kite, Any Thing for * Satis faction, Madam 
Here's Pen and Ink. 

[Melinda cu e, Lucy Bol i the Pager. 

Lac. Let me ſee it, Madam: 'tis the fame—the very 
fame—But I'll ſecure One Copy for my own Affairs. 

Mel. This is Demonſtration. [ Aide. 

Kite. Tis fo, Madam — The Word Demonſt ration 
comes from Demon the Father of Lies. 

.J. Well, Doctor, I'm convinc'd ; and now, pray, 
what Account can you give of my {ature Fortune ? 

Hitec. Before the Sun ha? made One Courſe round this 
earthly Globe, your Fortune will be fix'd for 11 applucſs 
or M ery. 

M.. What! 90 near the Criſis of my Fate! 

Kite. Let me ſee — About the Hour of Ten 'T'o-morrow 
Morning, you will he faluted by a Gentieman, who will 
come to take his Leave of you, being deſigned for Tra- 
vel; his Intention of going abroad is ſudden, and the | 
Occaſion a Woman. Your Fortune and his are like the 
Bullet and the Barrel, one runs plump into the other 
In ſhort, if the Gentleman travels, he will die abroad; 
and if he does, you will die before he comes Home. 

Mel. What Sort of a Man is he? 

Kite. Madam, he's a fine Gentleman, and a Lover ; 
Fool. is, a Man of very good Senſe, and a very great: 

00 OS 
Mel. How is that poſſible, Doctor? 

Kite. Becauſe, Madam —becauſe it is ſfo—A 0 
man's Reaſon is the beſt for a Man's being a Fool. 

JI. Ten O'Clock, you ſay? 

Kite. Ten about the Hour of Tea-drinking 
throughout the Kingdom. 

M.. Here Doctor. [Gives Noney.] Lucy, have vou 
any Queſtions to aſk ? | 
Tuc. Oh, Madam! a Thouſand. 
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Kite. F muſt beg your Patience till another Time 


a — expect more Company this Minute; beſides, I 


diſcharge the Gentleman under the Table. 
O pray, Sir, diſcharge us firit ? 
Kite. Tycho, wait on the Ladies down Stairs. 
[ Exeunt Melinda and Lucy. 
Enter Worthy and Plume. 
Kite. Mr. IForthz, you were pleas'd to with me Joy 
'To-day, I hope to 5 be able to return the Compliment 


 'To-morrow. 


Mon. III make it the beſt Compliment to you that 


ever | made in my Life, if you do; but I muſt be a 
Traveller, you ſay ? ? 


Kite. No farther than the Chops of the Channel, 1 


| preſume, Sir. 


Plume. That we have concerted already. [ Kneckicg 


bard.] Hey day! you don't profeſs Midwifry, Doctor! 


Kt. Away to your Ambutcade, [Excunt Worthy aud 


Plume. 


Enter ta. 
Prax. Your Serv ant, my Dear. 
Elte. Stand off, I have my Familiar . 


— Are you bewitch'd, my Dear! ? 


Les, my Dear: but mine is a peaceable Spirit, 


we f hats Cunpoxder. Thus I fortify myſelf; [Draws 
a cre rind him.] and now, Captain, have a care how 


yau force my Lines. 


Bras. Lines ! What doſt talk of Lines! You have 
ſomething like a Fiſhing-rod there, indeed; but I come 


tw be acquainted with you, Man. — What's your Name, 
my Dear? | 


Kite. Conundrum. 
Braz. Conundrum ! Rat me, I knew a Re Doctor 


in London of your Name — Where were you born? 


Kite. I was born in Algebra. 


Brax. Algebra! Tis no Ceuntryi in Chriſtendem, I'm ſure, ; 


unleſs it be ſome Place in the Highlands in Scotland. 
Kite. Right—t told you I was bewitch'd. 


Bras. So am I, my Dear; I am going to be marry'd 


l have had two Letters from a Lady of Fortune that 
loves me to Madneſs, Fits, Cholick, Spleen, and Vapours 
hall I marry her ig four-and; -twenty Hours, ay, or no? 


= 
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Kite. Certainly. e 
Brax. Gadſo, ay— | EO 
Kite. — Or no,— But I muſt have the Year and the 
Day of the Menth when theſe Letters were dated. 
Brax. Why, you old Bitch, did you ever hear of 
Love-Letters dated with the Year and Day of the 
Month? Do you think Billet-Doux are like Bank-Bills? 
Kite. They are not ſo good, my Dear but if they 
bear no Date, I muſt examine the Contents. 
Bras, Contents ! That you fall, old Boy, here they 
de both. 5 ö 
Kite. Only the laſt you receiv'd, if you pleaſe ¶ Tales 
the 2 Now, Sir, if you pleaſe to let me conſult 
my Books for a Minute, I'll ſend this Letter inclos'd 
to you with the Determination of the Stars u on It to 
your Lodgings. | 
Braz. With all my Heart—I muft give him [Pute 
bis Hands in bis Peckets.] Algebra! J fancy, Doctor, tis 
hard to calculate the Place of your Nativity—Here ;— 
Gzves him Money.] And if I facceed, PII build a Watch. 
Tower on the Top of the higheſt Mountain in V ales for 
the Study of Aſtrology, and the Benefit of the Corundrums. 
| Enter Plume and Worthy. [ Exit. 
Wer. O Doctor! That Letter's worth a Million, let 
me ſee it; and now I have it, Pm afraid to o en it. 
Plume. Pho! let me ſee it ; [Opening the Letter.) If 
ſhe de a jilt.——Damn her, ſhe is one—'There's her Name 
at the Bottom on't. 55 EE | 
Wir. How! Then Pll travel in good Earneſt—By 
all my Hopes, tis Lucy's Hand. 
Plume. Lucys! | 
Wir. Certainly— Tis no more like M:/:nda's Cha- 
racter than Black is to White. 
Plume. Then ' tis certainly Lucy's Contrivance to draw 
in Brazen for a Huſband—But are you ſure tis not 
Melinda's Hand? ” | 
Wor. You ſhall ſee; where's the Bit of Paper I gave 
you juſt now that the Devil writ Melinda upon? 
Lite. Here, Sir. | | | 
Plume. Tis plain they're not the ſame ; and is this. 
the malicious Name that was ſubſcribed to the Letter, 
C4 Which 
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which made Mr. Balance ſend his Daughter into the 
Country? 

Mor. The very ſame, che other Fragments I ſhew'd 
vou juſt now. I once intended it for another Uſe, but 
I think I have turn'd it now to a better Advantage 

Plume. But twas barbarous to conceal this fo * | 
and to continue me ſo many Hours in the pernicious He- 
reſy of believing that Angelick Creature cou'd change : 
Poor Sylwia ! 

Mor. Rich Sylvia you mean, and poor Captain, ha, 
ba, ha Come, come, Friend, Melinda is true, and 
ſhall be mine; Sylvia is conſtant, and may be yours. 

Plume. No, he s above my Hopes—But for her Sake 
_ PH recant my Opinion of her Sex. 

By ſome the Sex is blam'd without Deſign, 

Light harmleſs Cenſure, ſuch as ycur's and mine, 

Sallies of Wit, and Vapours of our Wine, 

Others the Fuftice of the Sex condemn, 

Aud wanting Merit to create Eſteem, 

IFau'd hide their oven Defeds & cenſuring them. 

But they ſecure in their all congu ring Charms, 

Laugh at the vain Efforts of falſe Alarms ; 

He magnifies their C ongueſts who cemplains, | 

For none Wwou'd ſtruggle avere they not in Chains. [Exeunt. 
7 be End of the Fourth ACT. 


ACT.Y, 
SCENE, Juſtice Balance's Houſe. 
Enter Balance and Scale. 
Scale, I Say, tis not to be borne, Mr. Balance. 
Bal. Look'e, Mr. Scale, for my own Part, 
I ſhall be very tender in what regards the Officers of the 
Army; I only ſpeak in Reference to Captain Plume 
for the other Spark I know nothing of. 
Scale, Nor can I hear of any Body that does—Oh, 
here they come. 
Enter Sylvia, Bullock, Roſe, Priſoners, — and Mob. 
Conſt. May it pleaſe your Worſhips, we took them in 
the very AR, re infecta, Sir——The 4 indeed, 
behav'd himfelf like a Gentleman; for he drew his 
Sword and ſwore, and afterwards laid it down and ſaid 
3 * 
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Bal. Give the Gentleman his Sword again—Wait 

you without. (Ex.unt Conſtable and Watch.) I'm ſorry, 

Sir, (Jo Sylvia.) to know a Gentleman upon ſuch Terms, 

that the Occafion of our Meeting ſhould prevent the 
Satisfaction of an Acquaintance. 

Hl. Sir, you need make no Apology for your War- 


rant, no more than I thall do for my Behaviour—My 


Innocence is upon an equal Foot with your Authority. 
Scale, Innocence! have you not ſeduc'd that young 

Maid ? 

Hl. No, Mr. Gooſecap, ſhe ſeduc'd me. 
Bul. So ſhe did, Pl ſwear— for the propoe'd Mar- 
riage ſirſt. 

Bal. What, then you are marry'd, Child! (75 Rot. 
Rope. Yes, Sir, to my Sorrow. 
Bal. Who was Witneſs ? 

Bull. That was I—Ldanc'd, threw the Stocking, and 
ſpoke Jokes by their Bedſide, I'm ſure. 
Ball. Who was the Miniſter ? 

Bull. Miniſter ! We are Soldiers, and want no Mit 
ter—They were marry'd by the Articles of War. 
Bal. Hold thy prating, Fool-— Your Appearance, 
Sir, promiſes ſomeUnderitauding Z ; Pray, what does this 

Fellow mean ? 


228 He means Marriage, I think but that you know 


odd a Thing, hat hardly any Two People under 


the Sun agree in the Ceremony ; ſome make it a Sacra- 
ment, others a Convenience, and others make it a Jeſt; 


but among Soldiers tis molt ſacred—Our Sword, vou 


know, is our Honour, that we lay dowu— The Hero 


jumps over it fir, and the Amazon after—Leap Rogue, 


follow Whore—T he Drum beats a Ruff, aud fo to Bed; 
that's all; the Ceremony is conciſe. 


Bull. And the prettieſt Ceremony ſo full of Paſtime 
and Prodigality,—— 


Bal. What! Are you a Soldier? 

Bull. Ay, that I am— Will your Worſhip lend me 
your Cane, and Pl! ſhew you how I can exerciſe. 

Bal. Take it. (S:irites bim over the Head.) Pray, Sir, 
what Commiſſion may you bear? (Ts Sylvia. 

Sl. Pm call'd Captain, Sir, by all the Coftce- -men, 
: Drawers, * hors, and Gr: Sen- por 14 Les. Hon; tur 
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wear a red Coat, a Sword, a Hat bien trouſſce, a Piquet 
in my Head, and Bice in my Pocket. 

Scale. Your Name, pray Sir ? 

Sz/, Captsin Pinch JI cock my Hat with a Pinch, E 
take Snuff with a Pinch, pay Whores with a Pinch ; in 
mort, I can do any Thing at a Pinch, but fight and fill 
my Þellz. 


Bal. And pray, Sir, what brought you into Shrop- 

Ir f 

SA Pinch, Sir: I knew you Country Gentlemen 
want Wit, and you know that we Town Gentlemen 
want Money, and fo— 

Bal. 1 ae you, Sir Here, Cl 

| Enter Conftable. 

Take this Gentleman into Cuſtod till farther Orders. 

Roje. Pr y, your Worſhip, don't be uncivil to him, 
for he did me no Hurt ; he's the moft harmleſs Man in 
the World, for all he talks fo. 

Scale. Come, come, Child, Pl! take Care of you. 

S;/. What, Gentlemen, rob me of my Freedom and 
my Wife at once ! 'Tis the firſt Time they ever went 
together. 

Bal. Heark'e, Conſtable. * h:jpers him. 

Conft. It ſhall be done, Sir Come along, Sir. 

[ Exeunt Conſtable, Bnilock, axd Sylvia. 

Bal. Come, Mr. Scale, we'll manage the Spark pre- 

fen:l--. [ Excunt, 
SCEN E, Melinda's Apartment. 
Liter Melinda and Worthy. 
Al. So far the Prediction is right, 'tis Ten exatiy. 


LA.] And pray, Sir, how long have) you been in this 


HEY. ing Humour? 


Mer. lis natural, Madam, for us to avoid what 
diſturbs our Quiet. 


Mel. Rather the Love of Change, which is more. 


natural, may be the Occaſion of it. 


Mor. To be fire, Madain, there muſt be Charms i in 
Variety, elſe neither you nor I ſhou'd be fo fond of it. 

Mel. You miſtake, Mr. Vorthv, I am not fo fond of 
Variety as to travel for't, nor do [ think it Prudence in 
you to run yourſelf into a certain Expence and Danger, 
in Hopes of precarious Pleaſure, 


Bier. 
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Wor. What Pleaſures I may _— abroad are indeed 
uncertain; but this I am fure of, I ſhall meet with leſs 
Cruelty among the moſt barbarous of Nations than I 
have found at Home. 
Mel. Come, Sir, you and I have been jangling a great 
while; I fancy if we made our Accounts, we ſhou'd the 
ſooner come to an Agreement. 
or. Sure, Madam, you won't diſpute your being in 
my Debt—My Fears, Sighs, Vows, Promiies, Afidu- 
ities, Anxieties, Jealouſies, have run on for a — | 
Year without any Payment. 
Mel. A Year! Oh Mr. Worthy! What 3 you owe to me 
15 not to be paid under a ſeven Years Servitude : How 
did you uſe me the Year before ! when taking the Ad- 
vantage of my Innocence and Neceflity, you wou'd have 
made me your Miſtreſs, that is, your Slave - Remember 
the wicked Inſinuations, artfal Baits, deceitful Argu- 
ments, cunning Pretences ; then your impudent Beha- 
viour, leyle Expreſſions, familiac Letters, rude Viits ; 3 
remember thoſe, thoſe, Mr. Worthy. 
Wor. I do member. and am — T made no er 
uſe of em. [4/ige.] But you may rem-mber, Madam, 


— 


Mel. Sir, I'll remember nothing Tis your Intereſt 
that I ſhould forget: You have been barbarous to me, 
I have been cruel to you; put that and that together, and. 
let one balance the other—Now if you will begin pon 
a new Score, ay afide your adventuring Airs, and be- 
have yourielf handſomely till Len: be over; here's my 
Hand, I'll uſe you as a Gentleman ſhou'd be. 

Mor. And if I don't uſe you as a Gentlewoman ſhou'd: 

be, may this be my Poiſon. | LK org her Hand. 

Eater a Servant. 

Ker. Madam, the Coach is at the Dœœr. 

Mel. Tam going to Mr. Bulance”s Country- Houſe to 
ſee my Couſin Sylvia ; I have done her an injury, a and 
can't be eaſy till I've aſk'd her Pardon. 

Vu. Idarenot hope for the Honour of waiting on you. 

Mel. My Coach is full; but if you'll be fo gallant as 
to mount your own Horſe and follow us, we ſnall Be glad 
to be overtaken; and if you bring Captain Plume with. 

vou, we ſhan't have the yoo! Reception. 


ar: 
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VPir. I'll endeavour it. [ Exit, leading Melinda. 

S8 E NE, The Martet- place. . 

Enter Plume and Kite. | 

Plume. A Baker, a Taylor, a Smith, Butcher, Carpenters, 
228 Shoemalers, in all Thirty-nine—I believe 
the firſt Co'ony planted in Virginia had not more Trades 
in their Company than I have in mine. 

Kite. The Butcher, Sir, will have his Hands full; for 
we have Two Sheep Stealers among us—T hear of a Fel- 
low too committed juſt now for ſtealing of Horſes. 
Plume. We'l] diſpoſe of him among the Dragoons— 
Have we never a Paulterer among us ? 

Kite. Ves, Sir, the King of the Gipſies is a very good 
one, he has an excellent Hand at a Gooſe or a Turkev-- 
_ Captain Brazer, Sir; I muſt go look after the 

en. 85 BE. 

Enter Brazen, reading a Letter. 
Braz. Um, um, um, the Canonical Hour—Um, 
um, very well—My dear Plume Give me a Buſs. | 

Plume. Half a Score, if you will, my Dear: What 
haſt got in thy Hand, Child:? „ | 

Brax. Tis a Project for laying out a thouſand Pound. 
Piumc. Were it not requiſite to project firſt how to get 
hin? | | 

Brax. You can't imagine, my Dear, that I want twenty 
thouſand Pound; I have ſpent twenty times as much in 
the Service—But if this twenty thouſand Pound ſhould 
not be in Specie— g . 

Plume. What twenty thouſand? 

Brax. Heark : Whiſpers. 

Plume. Marry'd! | 

J. ax. Preſently, we're to meet about half a Mile oat 
of 'Town at the Water-fide—and fo forth Reads. ] For 
fear I Sou d de known by any of Worthy's Friends, you 
muſt give me leave to wear my Maſſt till after the Ceremony, 
aobich will mate me for ever yours——Look'e there, my 
dear Dog. | [ Shews: the Bottom of the 

| Letter to Plume, 

Plume. Melinda! And by this Light, her own Hand! 
Once more, if you pleaſe, my Dear Her Hand exactly? 


I uſt now, you ſay? 
Brax. This Minute, I muſt be gene. 
. Plume, 
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Plume. Have a little Patience, and P'll go with you. 
Brax. No, no, I ſee a Gentleman coming this way, 

that may be inquiſitive; tis Worthy, do you how him? 
Plane. By fight only. 
Brax. Have a Care, che very Eyes diſcover Secrets. 


[Exit.. 
Enter Worthy... 

Wer. To boot and ſaddle, Captain; you muſt mount. 
Plume. Whip and Spur, Worthy, or you won't mount. 
Wor. But I ſhall: Melinda and I are ; ſhe's 
gone to viſit Sy/via, we are to mount and ow; ; and 
cou'd we carry a Parſon with us, who knows what might | 
be done for us both? 


Plume. Don't trouble your Head, Melinda has ſecur d 
a Parſon already. 
Wer. Already Do you know more than 12 
Plume. Ves, T ſaw it under her Hand——Brazer and 
ſhe are to meet half a Mile hence at the Waterſide, there 
to take Boat, Iſuppoſe to be ferry'd over to the Elyfan 
Fields, if there be any ſuch Thing in Matrimony. 
Wir. I parted with Melinda juſt now, ſhe aſſur d me 
me hated Brazen, and that . reſolved to diſcard Lacy 
for daring to write Letters to him in her Name. 
Plume. Nay, nay, there's nothing of Lucy in this—1 
tell ye, I ſaw Melinda s Hand, as ſurely as this is mine. 
Wor. But I tell you ſhe's gone this Minute to Juſtice 
Balances Country-Houſe. 


Plume. But I tell you, ſhe's gone this Minute to tlie 
Water-ſide. | 


Enter Servant. 
Ser. Madam, M:linda has ſent Word, that you need 
not trouble yourſelf to follow her, becauſe her Journey 
to Juſtice Balance's-1s put off, and ſhe's gone to take 
the Air another Way. [To Worthy. 
Wor. How ! her 22 put off? | 
Plume. That is, her Journey was a Pat-off to you. 
Vor. Tis plain, plain——But how, where, when 1 14 
ſhe to meet Braxen? 
Plume. Juſt now, I tell you, half a Mile hence, at 
the Warter-fide. 
er. Up or down the Water 
Plane. That 1 don't know. 


Vor. 
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Mor. I'm glad my Horſes are dead 
*em out. 

Plume. Shall I go with you. ? 

Wor. Not an Inch—l ſhall return preſently. [Exz. 

Plume. You'll find me at the Hall; the Juſtices are 
fitting by this Time, and I mult attend them. 
SCENE, A Court of Juſtice Balance, Scale, and 

Scruple upon the Bench : Conſtable, Kite, Mob. 

Kite and Conſtable advance forward. 

Kite. Pray, who are thoſe honourable Gentlemen 
upon the Bench ? | 
Conft. He in the Middle 1s Juſtice Balance, he on the 
Right is. Juitice Scale, and he on the Left is Juſtice Scruple, 

— Pm Mr. Conft1ble; four very honeſt Gentlemen. 

Kite. O dear Sir! I am your moſt obedient Servant: 
[ Saluting the Conſtable] I fancy, Sir, that your Em- 
ployment and mine are much the ſame; for my Buſineſs 

15 tokeepPeopleinorder, and if they diſobey, to knock em. 
down; and then we are both Staff-Officers. 

C:njt. Nay, I'm a Serjeant myſelf—of the Militia. 
—— Come, Brother, you ihall ſee me exerciſe : Suppoſe 
this a Muſket: Now + am ſhoulder'd. 

[Puts his Staff on his right Shoulder. 
Kite. Ay, you are ſhoulder'd pretty well for a Con- 
AKable's Staff; but for a Muſket, you muſt put it on the 
othcr Shoulder, my Dear. 

Cen. Adſo! that's tue Come, now give tha 
Word of Command. 

Kite. Silence. 
C:nft. Ay, ay, fo we will We will be ſilent. 
Kite. Silence you Dog, Silence! 

[ Strikes him over his Head with his Halberd.. 


Conſt. That's the way to filence a man with awincs | 
What do you mean, Friend ? | 


Kite. Only to exerciſe you, Sir. 
C:nft. Your Exerciſe differs ſo much from ours, 
we ſhall neer agree about it; if my own Captain — 
given me ſuch a Rap, I had taken the Law of him. 
Euter Plume. 
Bal. Captain, you're welcome. 
Plume. Gentlemen, I thank you. 


Scru. Come, honeſt Captain, "ke by me. (Plume. 


aſcendi, 
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afcends, and fits upon the Bench.) Now produce your 
Priſoners Here, that Fellow there--ſet him up. 

— Mr, Conſtable, what have you to ſay againſt thtz Man? 
Conft. I have nothing to fay againſt him, an pleaſe you. 
Bal. No! what made you bring him hither ? 

Conft. I don't know, an pleaſe your Worſhip, 

Scair. Did not the Contents of your Warrant direct 
you what fort of Men to take up * 

Con ſt. I can't tell, an pleaſe ye; I can't read. 
Scr. A very pretty Conſtable truly—I find we have 
no Buſineſs here. 

Kite. May it pleaſe the Worſhipful Bench, I defire to 

be heard in this Caſe, as being Counſel for the King. 

Bal. Come, Serjeant, you ſhall be heard, fince no 
Body elſe will ſpeak ; we won't come here for nothing. 

Kite. This Man is but one Man, the Country may 
fpare him, and the Army wants him; befides, he's cut 

out by Nature for a Grenadier ; he's Five Foot Ten 

Inches high: he ſhall box, wreſtle, or dance the Che- 

fire Round with any Man in the Country; he gets 

drunk every Sabbath-Day, and he beats his Wife. 

Wife. You he, Sirrah, you lie; an pleaſe your Wor- 
| hip, he's. the beſt natur'd, Pains-taking'ſt Man in the 
Pariſh, witneſs my Five poor Children. | 
Scru. A Wife! and Five Children! You Conftable, 
you Rogue, how durſt you impreſs a Man that has a. 

Wife and Five Children ? 

Scale. Diſcharge him, diſcharge him. 

Ba. Hold, Gentlemen—Heark'e, Friend, how dg 

maintain your Wife and Five Children ? 

Plume. They live upon Wild fowl and Veniſon, Sir; 
the Huſband keeps a Gun, and kills all the Hares ang. 
Partridges within Five Miles round. 
Bal. A Gun! nay, if he be fo good at Gunning, he 
mall have enough on't.——He may be of Uſe againſt 
the French, for he ſhoots flying to be fare. 

Scru. But his Wife and Children, Mr. Balance 

Wife. Ay, ay, that's the Reaſon you wou'd ſend him 
away, you know I have a Child ev'ry Year, and you are 
afraid that they ſhould come upon the Pariſh at laſt. 

Plume. Look'e there, Gentlemen, the honeſt Woman 
has ſpoke it at once, the Pariſh had better maintain Five 


Children 
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Children this Year, than Six or Seven the next. That 
Fellow, upon this high Feeding, may get you Two or 
Three Beggars at a Birth. 

Vir, Look'e, Mr. Captain, the Pariſh ſhall get no- 
thing by ſending him away, for I won't loſe my 'Teem- 
ing-Time, if there be a Man left in the Pariſh. 

Bal. Send that Woman to the Houſe of Correction, 
 —> and the Man—— ; - 
Kite. I'll take Care of him, if you pleaſe, | 

| 5 (T akes him doaun. 

Scale. Here you Cenftable, the next—Set up that 

black-fac'd Fellow, he has a Gun- powder Look; what 
can you ſay againit this Man, Conſtable ? VV 
Conf. Nothing, but that he is a very honeſt Man. | 

Plume. Pray, Gentlemen, let me have one honeſt Man | 
in my Company for the Novelty's ſake. 

Bal. What are you; Friend ?. | 

Mob. A Collier, I work in the Coal-pits. 1 

Scru. Look'e, Gentlemen, this Fellow has a Trade, 
and the Act of Parliament here expreſſes, that we are to 
— no Man that has any vifible Means of a Liveli- 

Kite. May it pleaſe your Worſhip this Man has no vi- 
fible Means of a Livelihood, for he works under Ground. 
Plume. Well ſaid, Kite; beſides the Army wants 
Miners. : 7, 8 
Bal. Right, and had we an Order of Government for't, 
we cou' d raiſe you in this and the neighbouring County 
of Stafford, five hundred Colliers that wou'd run you 
under - ground like Moles, and do more Service in a Siege 
than all the Miners in the Army. | | 

Scru. Well, Friend, what have you to ſay for yourſelf? | 
Mob. I'm marry'd. | 
Kite. Lack-a-day, fo am I. RY, 
Mob. Here's my Wife, poor Woman. 
Bal. Are you marry'd, good Woman? 
om. I'm marry'd in Conſcicnce. 


Kite. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, ſhe's with Child in 
_ Conſcience. | 

Scale. Who marry'd you, Miſtreſs? 

Mon. My Huſband—we agreed that I ſhould call 
him. Huſband, to avoid paſſing for a Where; and that 
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de ſhould call me Wife, to ſhun going for a Soldier. 

Scru. A very pretty Couple! pray, Captain, will 
you take *em both ? 

Plume. What fay you, Mr. Nite, will you take care of 
the Woman ? 

| Kite. Yes, Sir, the ſhall go with us to the Sea-fide, 
and there, if ſhe has a Mind to drown herſelf, we'll take 
care that nobody ſhall hinder her. 
Bal. Here, Conſtable, bring in my Man. [Exit Conſt. ] 
Now Captain, Pl! fit you with a Man, ſuch as you 
_ ne'er liſted in your Life. [ Euter Conſtable and Sylvia. 
O! my Friend Pinch; Pm very glad to fee you. 

yl. Well, Sir, and what then ? 

Scale. What then! Is that your Reſpect to the Bench? 

Sy/. Sir, I don't care a Farthing for you nor your 
Bench neither. 

Scru. Look'e, Gentlemen, that's enough, he's a very 
impudent Fellow, and fit for a Soldier. 

Scale. A notorious Rogue, I ſay, and very fit for a 
Soldier. Wo | 
Conſt. AWhore-maſter, I ſay, and therefore fit to ga. 
Bal. What think you, Captain? 

Plume. I think he's a very pretty Fellow, and there- 
fore fit to ſerve. | 
 $y/. Me for a Soldier! ſend your own lazy, lubberly 
Sons at home; Fellows that hazard their Necks every 
Day in the Purſuit of a Fox, yet dare not peep abroad 
to look an Enemy in the Face. | 

Conft. May it pleaſe your Worſhips, I have a Woman 
at the Door to ſwear a Rape againſt this Rogue. 

Sy. Is it your Wife or Daughter, Booby ? I raviſh'd 
em both yeſterday. 

Bal. Pray, Captain, read the Articles of War, we'll 
ſee him lifted immediately. | = 
Plume. f Reads.) Articles of War againſt Mutiny and 

Deſertion 1 | | 

Hl. Hold, Sir—Once more, Gentlemen, have a care 
what you do, for you ſhall ſeverely fmart for any Vio- 
lence you offer to me; and you Mr. Balance, I ſpeak to 
you 3 — you ſhall heartily repent it. 

Plume. Look'e, young Spark, ſay but one Word 
more, and PI build orſe for you as high as the 
- Cieling. 


66 The Recruiting Officer. 
_ Cieling, and make you ride the moſt tireſome journey 
that ever you made in your Life. 

Sy. You have made a fine Speech, good Captain 
Huffcap ; but you had better be quiet, I ſal! f find a 
Way to cool your Courage. 

Plume. Pray, Gentlemen, don't mind kim, i'r dif- 
tracted. 

S“. Tis falſe—T am deſcended of as goo! a fumbly 

as any in your County; my Father is as gecd a Man 
as any upon your Bench, and I am Heir to 1 welve hun- 
dred Pound a Year. 

Bal. He's certainly mad—Pray, Captain, read the 
Articles of War. 
gi. Hold once more—Pray, Mr. Baker e, to you I 

ſpeak, ſuppoſe I were your Child, wou'd j ou uſe me at 
tis rate? 

Bal. No, faith, were you mine, I wou'd ſend you to 
Bedlam firſt, and into the Army afterwards. 

Sz]. But confider my Father, Sir, he's as good, as. 
generous, as brave, as juſt a Man as ever ſerv'd his 
Country; Im his only Child, perhaps the loſs of me 
may break his Heart. 

Bal. He's a very great Fool if it does; Captain, if 
you don't lift him this Minute, Pll leave the Court. 

Plume. Kite, do you diſtribute the Lovy-Monry to 
the Men while I read. 

Kite. Ay, Sur—Sulence, Gentlemen. | 

[Plume reads the Articles of War. 

Bal. Very well; now, Captain, let me beg the 

Favour of you, not to diſcharge this Fellow upon any 
account whatſcever. Bring in the reit. 

Conft. There are no more, an't pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Bal. No more! there were five two Hours ago. 

Sy. 'Tis true, Sir, but this Rogue of a Conſtable let 
the reſt eſcape for a Bribe of eleven Shillings a Man, 
becauſe, he ſaid, the Act allow'd him but ten, ſo the 
odd Shilling was clear Gains. 

All Jus. How! | 

S;/. Gemlemen, he offer'd to let me go away for two 
Guineas, but I had not fo much about me; this is T ruth, 
and I'm ready to ſwear it. 

Kit. And i'll ſwear it; give me the Book, tis for the 
Geod of the Service. Mob. 


| 
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Mob. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, I gave him half a 
Crown to ſay that I was an honeft Man; but now, ſince 
that your Worſhips have made me a Rogue, I hope 1 
fhall have my Money again. : 

Bal. Tis my Opinion that this Conſtable be put into 
the Captain's Hands, and if his Friends don't bring 
four good Men for his Ranſom by To-morrow Night 
Captain, you ſhall carry him to Flanders. 

Scale. Scruple. Agreed, agreed! | 
Plume. gn take che Conſtable into-Cuftody. 

Kite. Ay, ay,—Sir, [To the Conſtable.] will your 


_ to have your Office taken from you ? Or will you 


andſomely lay down your Staff, as your Betters have 


done before you ? [Conftable drops his Staff. 


Bal. Come, Gentlemen, there needs no great Cere- 
mony in adjourning this Court—Captain, you ſhall dine 
with me. = 

Kite. Come Mr. Militia Serjeant, I ſhall filence you 


now, I believe, without your taking the Law of me. 


[ Exennt omnes. 
SCENE, The Field. 
Enter Brazen, leading in lucy maſt d. 

Braz. The Boat is juſt below here. 

Enter Worthy with a Caſe of Piftols under $:5 Arm. 

Wer. Here, Sir, take your Choice. 

| Going betæueen em, and offering them. 

Brax. What! Piſtols ? are they charg'd, my Dear? 

oer. With a Brace of Bullets each. 

Brax. But I'm a Foot Officer, my Dear, and never 
uſe Piſtols, the Sword is my Way—and I won't be put 
out of my Road to pleaſe any Man, 

Mor. Nor I neither; fo have at you. [Cocks one Pi/tol. 

Brax. Look'e, my Dear, I don't care for Piſtols — 
Pray, oblige me, and let us have a Bout at Sharps ; 


damn it, there's no parrying theſe Bullets. 


Wor. Sir, if you han't your Belly full of theſe, the 


Sword ſhall come in for ſecond Courſe. 


Braz, Why then, Fire and Fury ! I have eaten Smoak 
from the Mouth of a Cannon, Sir ; don't think I fear 
Powder, for I live upon't. Let me fee : [Tates one.] And 
now, Sir, how many Paces diftant ſhall we fire ? 

or. Fire you when you pleaſe, ll reſerve my Shot 
ll | am ſure of you. Tos Brax. 


68 The Recruiting Officer. 
Braz. Come, where's your Cloak ? 
Wor. Cloak; what d'ye mean? 
Brax. To fight upon? I always fight upon a Cloak, 
*tis our Way abroad. | 
Luc. Come, Gentlemen, I'Il end the Strife. [Unmaft-. 
Wir. Lucy! take her. R 
Brax. The Devil take me if I do 
Vor. And was Melinda privy to this? | 
Luc. No, Sir, ſhe wrote her Name upon a Piece of 
Paper at tke Fortune-teller's laſt Night, which I put in 
my Pocket, and fo writ above it to the Captain. 
Wir. And how came Melinda's Journey put off? 


Tuc. At the Town':-cnd ſhe met Mr. Ealance's Steward, 


who told her, that Mrs. Sylvia was gone from her 
Father's, and no body could tell whither, | 


or. Sylvia gone from her Father's ! This will be 


News to Plume. Go home, and tell your Lady how 
ncar I was being ſhot for her. [Excunt. 
. Euter Balance and Steward. 

Steau. We did not miſs her till the Evening, Sir; and 
then ſearching for her in the Chamber that was my young 
Mlaſter's, we found her Cloaths there; but the Suit that 
your Son left in the Preſs when he went to Lenden 
was gone, 

Bal. The White trim'd with Silver? 

Stcav. The ſame. 

Bal. You hunt told that Circumſtance to any body. 

eau. To none but your Worſhip. | 

Bal. And be ſure you don't; go into the Dining-Rocm, 
and tell Captain Fl that J beg to ſpeak with him. 

Stexy, I ſhall. [ Ex. 


| Bal. Was ever Man ſo impos'd upon? I had her 


Promiſe, indeed, that ſhe wou'd never diſpoſe of herſelf 
without my Conſent. I have conſented with a Witneſs, 
given her away as my Act and Deed—And this, I 
warrant, the Captain thinks wilb paſs ; no, I ſhall 
never pardon him the Villainy, rl 
— Daughter, and then the mean Opinion he muſt have 
of me, to think that I cou'd be ſo wretchedly impos'd 
upon ; her extravagant Paſſion might encourage her in 
the Attempt, but the Contrivance muſt be his-—Pl 
know the Truth preſently. 4 

: | AH 


of robbing me of 
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Enter Plume. 

Pray, Captain, what have you done with your young 
Gentleman Soldier ? | 

Plume. He's at my Quarters, I ſuppoſe, with the Reſt 
of my Men. 

Pal. Does he keep Company with the common 
Soldiers ? 88 

Plume. No, he's generally with me. 

Bal. He lies with you, I preſume. TN OY 

Plume. No, faith, I offer'd him Part of my Bed. 
but the young Rogue fell in Love with Ro/e, and has 
lain with her, I think, ſince ſhe came to Town. | 

Bal. So that between you both, Ro/e has been finely 
manag'd. 

Plume. Upon my Honour, Sir, ſhe had no harm from 
me. 9 5 

Bal. All's ſafe, I find Now, Captain, you muſt 
know, that the young Fellow's Impudence in Court was 
well grounded; he ſaid, I ſhould heartily repent his 
being liſted, and fo I do from my Soul. 

Plume. Ay! for what Reaſon? : 
Bal. Becauſe he is no leſs than what he ſaid he was, 
born of as good a Family as any in this County, and he 
15 Heir to Twelve hundred Pound a Year. 

Plume. I'm very glad to hear it For I wanted but a 
Man of that Quality to man. my Company a perfect 
Repreſentative of the whole Commons of Exgland. 

Bal. Won't you diſcharge him ? 

Plume. Not under a hundred Pound Sterling. 

1 Hot You ſhall have it, for his Father is my intimate 
riend. 

Plume. Then you ſhall have him for nothing. 

Bal. Nay, Sir, you ſhall have your Price. 

Plume. Not a Penny, Sir ; I value an Obligation to 
you much above an hundred Pound. 

Bal. Perhaps, Sir, you ſhan't repent your Generoſity 
ill you pleaſe to write his Diſcharge in my Pocket- 

book ? [Gives his Book.) In the mean time we'll ſend 
for the Gentleman. Who waits there ? 

Enter Servant. 
Go to the Captain's Lodging, and enquire for Mr. Wil/ud, 
tell him his Captain wants him here immediately. 
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Ser. Sir, the Gentleman's below at the Door, enquiring 
for the Captain. | 
Plume. Bid him come up—Here's the Diſcharge, Sir, 

Bal. Sir, I thank you—'Tis plain he had no hand in't. 

Enter Sylvia. [ Afrae, 

Syl. I think, Captain, you might have us'd me bett-r 
than to leave me yonder among your ſwearing, drunken 
Crew; and you, Mr Juttice, might have been ſo civil as 
to have invited me to Dinner, for I have eaten with as 
good a Man as your Worſhip. 

Plume. Sir, you mult charge our want of Reſpect upon 
our ignorance of your Quality but now you are at Li- 
berty—I have diſcharg'd you. 

Sl. Diſcharg'd me! 2 

Ba. Ves, Sir, and you muſt once more 20 . to 
your Father. 

Sz]. My Father! Then I am diſcover'd—Oh, Sir, 

[Kr-e/ing. ] I expect no Pardon. 
Bal. Pardon! No, no, Child, your Crime ſhall be 
your Puniſhment ; here Captain, I deliver her over to 
the Conjugal Power for her Chaſtiſement. Since the will 
be a Wite, be vou a Huſband, a very Hutband—when 
ſhe tells you of her Love, upbraid her with her Folly ; 
be modiſhly ungrateful, becauſe ſhe has been unfaſhi- 
oanbly kind, and uſe her worſe than you wou'd any body 
elſe, becauſe you can't uſe her ſo well as ſhe deſerves. 

Plume. And are you Sylvia in good Earnett ? 

H/. Earneſt! have gone too far to make it a Jeſt, Sir? 

Flume. And do you give her to me in good Earneſt. 

Bal. If you pleaſe to take her, Sir. 

Plume. Why then I have fav'd mv Legs and Arms, 
and loſt my Liberty; ſecure from Wounds, Iam prepar'd 
for the Gout; farewell Subſiſtence, and welcome 'T axes 

—Sir, my Liberty, and Hopes of being a General, are 


much dearer to me than your twelve hundred Pound a 


Year—But to your Love, Madam, I refign my Freedom, 
and to your Beauty my Ambition—greater in cbeying at 
your Feet, than commanding at the Head of an Army, 
| Enter Worthy. 

Wor. I am ſorry to hear, Mr. Balance, that your 
Daughter is loft. 

Bal. So am not I, Sir, fince al ho neſt Gentleman 
has found her. Enter 
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Enter Melinda. FI 

F Mal. Pray, Mr. Balance, what's become of my Couſin 

Slwia? 

Bal. Your Couſin Sylvia is talking yonder with your 
Coufin Plume. 

Mel. And Worthy, How! 

Syl. Do you thank it ftrange, Couſin, that a Woman 
ſhould change; but, I hope, you'll excuſe a Change that 
has proceeded from Conſtancy; I alter'd my outſide, 
becauſe I was the ſame within ; and only laid by the 
Woman to make ſure of my Man; that's my Hiftory. 

Mel. Your Hiſtory is a little romantick, Coufin ; but 
ſince Succeſs has crown'd your Adventures, you will 
have the World on your Side, and I ſhall be willing to go 

with the Tide, provided you'll pardon an Injury 1. 
affer'd you in the Letter to your Father. 

Plime. That Injury, Madam, was done to me, and 
be Reparation I expect ſhall be made to my Friend; 
make Mr. Worthy happy, and I ſhall be ſatisfy'd. 

Mel. A good Example, Sir, will go a great way 
when my Couſin is pleas'd to ſurrender, *tis probable I 
faa'n't hold out much long r. = 

Enter Brazen, | . 

Brax. Gentlemen, I am yours — Madam, I am not 
yours | e 
Mel. Pm glad on't, Sir. 

Brax. So am [—You have got a pretty Houſe here, 

Mr. Lacenick. ns 
Hal. Tis time to right all Miſtakes, —My Name, 

Sir, 1s Balance. 

Brax. Balance! Sir, I am your moſt obedient—T know 

your whole Generation—nad not you an Uncle that was 

Governor of the Leeward Iſlandsſome Years ago? 

Bal. Did you know him ? | | 

Braz. Intimately, Sir—He play'd at Bilkards to a 
Miracle—You had a Brother too that was a Captain of 
a Fireſhip—poor Dich —he had the moſt engaging way 
with him of making Punch—and then his Cabin was fo 
neat—but his poor Boy Tack was the moſt comical Baſtard 
—Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, a pickled Dog, I ful: never for- 
get him. | 

Plume. Have you got your Recruits, my Dear ? 

| ME Br AY, a 


72 The Recruiting Officer. 

Brax. Not a Stick, my Dear. 

Plume. Probably, I ſhall furniſh you. 

Later Roſe and Bullock. | 

Roſe. Captain, Captain, I have got looſe once more, 
and have perſuaded my Sweet-heart Cartaubeel to go with 
us ; but you muſt promiſe not to part with me again. 

Sy/. I find, Mrs. Ro/e has not — 

Bedfellow. | 

Noe. Bedfellow! I don't know whether | had a Bed- 
fellow or not. ay 

S.. Don't be in a Paſſion, Child, I was as little pleas'd 

with your Company as you could be with mine. 

Bull. Pray, Sir, donna be offended at my Sifter, ſhe's 
ſomething under bred ; but if you pleaſe Fll lie with 
you in her ſtead. 3 

Plume. I have promiſed, Madam, to provide for this 
Girl; now will you be pleafed to let her wait upon you ? 
or ſhall I take care of her ? 

Syl. She ſhall be my Charge, Sir; you may find it 
Bufineſs enough to take care of me. 

Bull. Ay, and of me, Captain ; for wauns ! if ever 

you lift your Hand againſt me, I'll deſert.— 


Plume. Captain Braxzer ſhall take care o'that : My 


Dear, inſtead of the Twenty thouſand Pound you talk'd 
of, you ſhall have the Twenty brave Recruits that I have 
raiſed at the Rate they coſt me——My Commiſſion I lay 
down, to be taken up by ſome braver Fellow, that has 
more Merit and leſs Fortune —— whilſt I endea- 
vour, by the Example of this worthy Gentleman, ta 
ſerve my King and Country at home. 

With ome Regret I quit the active Field, 

Where Glory full Reavard for Life does yi ld; 

But the Recruiting Trade, with all its Train 

Of endleſs Plague, Fatigue, and endleſs Pain, 

I gladly quit, with my fair Spouſe to flay, 

And raiſe Recruits the matrimonial Way, [Excunt. 
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THE KING. 


SIR, 


n R Majeſty's Goodneſs in 
KY 2 permitting your Royal Name 
7 to ſtand before the following 
Piece, is an Inſtance of the greateſt 
Condeſcenſion of a Great Mind. And 
this Permiſſion, after having honour- 
ed the Performance of it with your 
bs © Royal 


DEDICATION. 


Royal Preſence, the more ſenſibly touches 
Me, as it will naturally lead every one 
to this Reflexion, That fo great an Ho- 
nour would not have been allowed it, 
had it not appeared free from all Offence 
againſt the Rules of Good-Manners and 
' Decency. 


Thus while your Majeſty fits as a 


watchful Arbiter of the greateſt Affairs 


that ever perplexed Europe, You can 
deſcend to the innocent Amuſements 
of Life; and take a Pleaſure in favour- 
ing an Attempt to add to their Num- 
ber. 


We fre with Joy, in your Majeſty, 
an undeniable Proof, That the true 


Great- 


wy 


DEDICATION. 


Greatneſs and Luſtre of a Prince 15 
founded, not upon the Magnificence of 
Pomp and Shew, and Power, but upon 


the whole Tenor of a Conduct formed for 

ſecuring and confirming the Rights and 
Happineſs of his Subjects. This, being 
built upon publick Facts, will always 
remain plainly legible in the Annals of 


E Hiſtory, when the Traces of the moſt 


delicate Flattery ſhall be all loſt and 
Sone. | 


When the Records of our Country 
ſhall barely tell the World the glorious 


Appearance in this Nation, upon a 


late trying Occaſion ; and ſay---- That, 
upon a violent Attack made upon your 
Crown, all Orders and Degrees, all 

1 5 Sects 


DEDICATION. 


Sects and Parties amongſt us, roſe up, 
as One Man; not contenting Them- 
ſelves to offer their Lives and Fortunes 
in the Sounds of formal Addreſſes; but 
actually pouring out their Treaſures, | 
and h:zarding their Perſons —— That | 


your whole People did not think Them- 


ſelves ſafe without Your: Safety; nor 
their Religion, Laws, and Propertics, 
ſecure, but in the Security of Your 
Royal Perſan and Government — When 
this ſhall be told—— This alone, This 
Voice ct the Publick, expreſſed in Deeds, 
will be the higheii Pag gyrick; greater, 
and truer Praiſe, than all the Words 
which Invention and Art can put to- 


gether — But I forgot myſelf, and my 


I ought 7 


DEDICATION. 


I ought not, upon the preſent Occa- 
to, to interrupt your Cares for the 
Public, any further, than to expreſs my 
deep Senſe of your Royal Favour and 


| Condeſcenfion ; and to ſend up my 


warmeſt Vows — That your Majeſty 
may long enjoy the Fruits of a Conduct 
in Government, which is the Security 
to your Subjects of all that is valuable 
npon Earth! — That you may live 
through a Courſe of many Years, the 
Delight of your happy People; the Ex- 
ample to all the Princes around you, of 
political Truth and Juſtice, ſuperior to 

an the litile Arts of Fraud and Perſid)— 
And that the Succeſſion to the Crown 
ef theſe Realms, in your Raya! Line, 


may 


DEDICATION. 


may never fail to eſtabliſh, and continue 


. — — — — 


the Bleſſings we enjoy, to our lateſt 
Poſterity. I am, 


May it pleaſe your Maj , 
Your Majejly's mol? devoted and 


cbed:ent Subject aud 8 ervant, 


Pexjarmin Hoapry, 


Annette een 
FSF 


PR OL OG UE. 
Written by Mr. GAR RICE. 


2 by Mr. 3 N. 


1 HILE to Calprits brave it to the tft, 

Nor beg. for Mercy till the Judgment s paſt : 
Poets alone, as conjciour of their Crimes, 
Open their Trials with imploring Rhymes. 
Thus cram'd with Flattery and low Submiſſion, 
Each trite dull Prologue is the Bard”s Pet ition. 
A ſtale Device to calm the Critick*s Fury, 
And bribe at once the Fudges and the Fury. 

But what avail ſuch poor repeated Arts ? 
The whimp' ring Scribbler ne'er can touch your Hearts | 
Nor ought an ill-tim'd Pity ty take Place. 
Faſt as they riſe deſtroy the increaſing Race : 
The FVermin elſe will run the Nation er 
By ſaving One, you breed a Million more. 
Tha” di appointed Authors rail and rage 

At fancied Parties, and a fenſel:/s Age, 
Yet ftill has Fuſtice triumph d on the Stage. 
Thus ſpeaks, and thinks the Author of T, a 
And ſaying this, has little more to ſay. 
He aſs no Friend his partial Zeal to ; =Y 
Nor fears the groundleſs Cenſures of a Foe ; 
He knows no Friendſhip can protect the Fool, 
Nor will an Audience be a Party's Tool. 
"Tis inconſiſtent with a free. born Spirit, 
Jo fide with Folly, or to injure Merit. 
B Decifion be may fall or ſtand, by 
Nor, tho be feels the _ will blame the” "Hend. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


| 
ö MEN. 
| Mr. Berry. 
| Mr. Havard. 
| Mr. Blakes. 
f Mr. Garrick. 8 
t Mr. Woodward. 
l M.. Uſher. | = 
1 Mr. Vaughan. * 
| Ser-ant ie Ranger, Mr. James. 
q Simon, | Mr. Branſby. * 
| Chairmen, Fuotmen, & c. fr 
| 12 Strictland, r. Emly. * 
1 Clarinda, Mrs. Pritchard. 7 
| Jacintha, Mrs. Willoughby, 
1 Lucetta, Mrs, Green. 

Landlady, Met. Yates. 

A, - | Miſs Cole. 

Maid, Mre. Simpſon, 
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Suſpicious Huſband. 


* i 1 TRICE] th 1 ö DEE IE? * 
— 


. 
Ranger's Chambers in the Temple. 
? A Kncching is beard at the Door for (ome time; when 
\ Ranger enters, having let himſelf in. 
OY | | 
"9 NC E more I am got ſafe to the Tempi. 
x 2 let me reflect a little] have fate up all 
05 O Night. I have my Head full of bad Wine, 
* and the Noiſe of Oaths, Dice, and the 
damn' d tingling of Tavern Bells; my Spi- 
rits jaded, and my Eyes ſunk into my Head: and all 
this for the Converſation of a Company of Fellows I 
deſpiſe. Their Wit lies only in Obſcenity their Mirth 
in Noiſe, and their Delight in a Box and Dice. Honeſt 


Ranger, take my Word for it, thou art a mighty filly 
Fellow. 


Enter Servant, with a Wig dreſs d. 
Where have you been, Raſcal ? If I had not had the 
Key in my Pocket, I muſt have waitcd at the Door in 
this dainty Dreſs. e | 
| wo I was only below combing out your Honour's 
Kang, Well, give me 7 Cap.— (Palling off bis Ws 
TW - 


s 2 
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Why, how like a raking Dog do you look, comper'd 
to that ſpruce, ſober Gentleman "HPRL/ you bat- 
ter'd Devil, and be made fit to be ſeen. 
» [Throwing his Wig to the Servant. 
Serv. cod, my Maſter's very merry this morning. 
[ Exit. 
Rang. And now for the Law. [Sits dn and reads, 


Tell me no more, I am leceit a, 
=o Cloe's falſe and common. 
5 Heav'n, I all along believ'd 
Se was a very Moman. 
As ſuch I lil'd, as juch careſs'd 
She ſtill was corflant, when poſſe Tj : 
She could do more for n1 Man. 


Honeſt Congreve was a Man after my own Heart. 


Servants paſſes cper the Stage. 


Have you been for the Money this Morning, as I or- 
der'd you? 
Serv. No, Sir, You bad me go before you was 
up I did not know your Honour meant before 
you went to Bed. 
Kang. None of your Jokes, I pray; but to Bufi- 
 neſs—— Go to the Coffee-houſe, and enquire if there 
has been any Letter or Meſſage left for me. 
Serv. I ſhall, Sir. [Exir. 


Rang. (repeat. ] Lu think fbe's falſe, Tm ſure ſhe's kind, 
| I take ber Body, you her Mind, 
Which bas the better Bargain? 


Oh, that I had ſuch a ſoft, deceitful fair, to Ill my 
Senſes to their defir'd Sleep ¶ Knccking at the Door. ] 
oat in. 


Enter Simon. | 
Oh, Maſter Simon, is it you? How long have you been 
in Town ? 

Simon. Juſt come, Sir, and but for a little time nei · 
ther; and yet I have as many Meſſages as if we were to 
ſtay the whole Year round, Here they are, all of ow 
ulls 
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{Pulls cut a Number Cardi.] And among them one 
for your Honour. 
Karg. [Reads.} Clarinda's Compliments to ber Confer 
| Ranger, and fhoutd be glad to ſee kim for ever jo little a 
* that be can be ſpar d from the more weighty Buſineſs 
the Law Ha! ha! ha! the ſame merry Girl 
1 knew her. 
Sim. My Lady is never ſad, Sir. [ Knccking at the Dior, 
' Rang, Pr'ythee, Simon, open the Door. 


Enter Milliner. 
Well, Child and who are you ? 

Milli. Sir, my Miſtreſs gives her Service to you, and 
has ſent you home the Linen you beſpoke. 

Rang. Well, Simon, my Service to. your Lady, and 
let her know I will moſt certainly wait upon her 
J am a little buſy, Simon and ſoy . 

Sime. Ah, you're a Wag, Maſter Ranger, you're a 
Wag but Mum for that. Exit. 

Rang. I ſwear, my Dear, you have the prettieſt pair 
of Eye — the lovelieſt pouting 1 
never ſaw you before. 

Milli. No, Sir! I was always in the Shop. 

Rang. Were you ſo? Well, and what does your Miſ- 
treſs ſay ? The Devil fetch me, Child, you look d fo 
prettily, that I could not mind one Word you ſaid. 
ili. Lard, Sir, you are ſuch another ms! 


Why, the ſays, ſhe is ſorry ſhe could not ſend them 
ſooner. Shall I lay them down ? 


Rang. No, Child. Give em to me. Dear lit- 
tle * Angel [Catco. s and kiſſes ber, 
Mil... beg, Sir, you would be civil. 
Rang. Cy ? Egad, I think I am very civil. 
[ Kiſes ber again. 
Enter Servant, and Bellawy. 
Serv. Sir, Mr. Bellamy. 


| Rang. Damn your ſmpertinence———Ob, Mr. 
Bellum, your Servant. 


Milli. What Gall I ſay to my Miſtreſs? 
3 3 


Rang 
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Nang. Bid her make half a dozen more; but be 
ſare you bring them home yourſelf. [Exit Milliner] 
Pſhah ! Pox! Mr. Bellamy, how-ſhould you like to 
be ſerv'd ſo yourſelf? 

Be. la. How can you, Ranger, for a Minute's Plea- 
fure, give an innocent Girl the pain of Heart I am 
confident ſhe felt There was a modeſt Bluſh upon 
her Cheek convinces me ſhe is honeſt. 

Rang. May be ſo. I was refolved to try, however. 

Bella. Fy, Ranger.-—will you never think? 

Rang. Yes, but I can't be always thinking. The 
Law is a damnable dry Stndy, Mr. Bellamy, and 
without ſomething now and then to amuſe aud relax, 
it would be too much for my Brain, I promiſe ye. 
But I am a mighty ſober Fellow grown—Here have [ 
been at it theſe three Hours—but the Wenches will 
never let me alone | 

Bella. Three Hours !—Why do you uſually ſtudy 
in ſuch Shoes and Stockings? 5 

Rang. Rat your inquiſitive Eyes. Ex pede Herrulem. 
Egad, you have me. The Truth is; I am but this Mo- 
ment return 'd from the Tavern. What, Franliy, here tool 

Ester Frankly. | 

Frank. My Boy Ranger, I am heartily glad to ſee 
you, —_ — me Emerges you: you are — Per- 
ſon I want. ve at your Lodgings, was 
directed hither. be 

Rarg. It is to him then I am oblig'd for this Viſit: 


But with all my Heart—He is the only Man, to 


whom I don't care how much I am oblig'd. 
Bella. Your very humble Servant, Sir. 

Frau. You know, Ranger, I want no Inducement. 
to be with you. But. Vou look ſadly—What—No 
mercileſs Jade has — Has ſhe ? | 

Rang. No, no. Sound as a Roach, my Lad. I 
only got a little too much Liquor laſt Night, which 
I have not flept off yet. = | 

Bella. Thus, Frankly, it is every Day. Allthe Morn- 
ing his Head akes, at Noon he begins to clear up, » 

wards 
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wards Evening he is good Company, and all Night he 
is car. fully providing for the ſame Courſe the next Day. 

Kang. Wiiy, I muſt own, my ghoſtly Father, I did 
relapſc a little laſt Night, juft co farnith out a decent 
Confeſſion for the Day. 

Frank. And he is now doing 8 for it. Were 
| you his Confeſſor indeed, you could not well deſire 
more. 

Rang. Charles, he ſets up for a Confeſſor with the worſt 
Grace in the World. — has been reproving me for 
being but decently civil to my Milliner. Plague ! be- 
— the Coldnefs of his Conftitution makes him in- 
ſenfible of a fine Woman's Charms, every body elſe 
muſt be fo too. | 

Bella. I am no leſs ſenfible of their Charms than 
| you are; tho' I cannot kiſs every Woman I meet, or 
fall in Love, as you call it, with every Face which 
has the Bloom of Youth upon it. I would only have 
you a little more frugal of your Pleaſure. 

Frank. My dear Friend, this is very pretty talking k 
But let me tell you, it is in the Po er of the very firſt 
Glance from a fine Woman etterly to diſconcert all 

your Philoſophy. 

_ * Bella. It muſt be from a fine Woman then: and not 
fuch as are generally reputed ſo —- And it muſt be a 
thorough Acquaintance with her too, that will ever 
make an Impreſſion on my Heart. 

Rang. Would I could ſee it once For when a Man 
has been all his Life hoarding up a Stock, without al 
lowing þ Han common Neceſſaries; it tickles me to 
the Soul to ſee him lay it all a . Bottom, 
and become Bankrupt at laſt. 985 
Bella. Well, I don't care how ſoon you ſee it. For 
the Minute I find a Woman c © ofFriendibip,Love, 
and Tenderneſs, with Good- enough to be always 
eaſy, and Good- nature enough to like me; I will im- 
mediately put it to the Trial, which of us ſhall have the 
greateſt Share of Happineſs from the Sex, You or I. 
Rang. By marrying her, I ſuppoſe | Capableof Friend- 

ſhip, Love, and Tenderneſs, ha, ha, ha! That a Man 
of your — If the be capable of Love. 
3 "tis 


= 
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"tis all I require of my Miſtreſs; and as every Wo- 
man, who is young, is capable of Love, I am very 
reaſonably in Love with every young Woman I meet. — 
My Lord Cole, in a Caſe I read this Morning, ſpeaks 
my Senſe. 
Both. My Lord Coke ! 

Rang. Yes, my Lord Coke. What he ſays of one 
Woman, I ſay of the whole Sex, [take their Bodies, you 
' their Minds; which has the better Bargain ? 

Frank. There is no arguing with ſo great a Lawyer. 
Suppoſe therefore we adjourn the Debate to ſome othes 
time. I have ſome ſerious Bufinefs with Mr. Bellamy, 
and you want Sleep, I am ſure. | 

Rang. Sleep! mere loſs of time, and Hindrance of 
Buſineſ We Men of Spirit, Sir, are above it. 
Bella. Whither ſhall we go? 3 
Frank. Into the Part. My Chariot is at the Door. 
Bella. Then if my Servant calls, you'll ſend him 
after us. | [ Exeunt. 
Rang. I will { Lovking on the Card.] Clarinda's Com- 
pliments A Pox of this Head of mine]! Never 
once to aſk where ſhe was to be found. It's plain ſhe 
3s not one of us, or I ſhould not have been ſo remiſs 
In my Inquiries. No matter I ſhall meet 
her in my walks. 


Servant enters. | 
Serv. There is no Letter nor Meſſage, Sir. 1 
Rang. Then my Things to dreſs. [Exennt, 


$CERENE 
A CHAMBER. | 
Enter Mr.. Strictland, and Jacintha, meet: g. 
Mr:. Stiri. Good - morrow, my dear Facintba. 
Fac. Good - morrow to you Madam. I have brought 
my Work, and intend to fit with you this Morning. I 
hope you have got the better of your Fatigue. Where 
is Clarinda? I ſhould be glad if he wou'd come - and 
work with us. 2 
| bs. 
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Mrs. Stri7. She work ! She is too fine a Lady to do 
any thing. She is not ſtirring yet—we muſt let her 
have her Reſt. People of her waſte of Spirits require 
more time to recruit again. | | 

Facin. It is pity ſhe ſhould be ever tir d with what is 
fo agreeable to every body elſe. I am prodigioufly 
pleas'd with her Company. 

Mrs. Strick. And when you are better acquainted, 
you will be ſtill more pleas d with her. You muſt rally 
her upon her Partner at Bath; for, I fancy, Part of 
her Reſt has been diſturb'd on his Account. | 

Facin. Was he really a pretty Fellow? 

Mrs. Strict. That I can't tell. I did not dance my- 
ſelf, and ſo did not much mind him. You mult have 
the whole Story from herſelf. | 

Facin. Oh, I warrant ye, I get it all out. Noneare 
ſo proper to make diſcoveries in Love, as thoſe who 

are in the ſecret themſelves. | 

Lacet. Madam, Mr. Stri#/and is inquiring for you. 
Here has been Mr. Buckle with a Letter from his Maſ- 
ter, which has made him very angry. 
|  Facin. Mr. Bellamy ſaid indeed he would try him 
once more, but I fear it will prove in vain. Tell 
your Maſter, I am here. [Exit Lucetta] What ſig- 

nifies Fortune when it only makes us Slaves to other 
People ? 
Mrs. Stri8. Do not be uneaſy, my Facintha. You 
all always find a friend in me: But as for Mr. Strid- 
land, I know not what ill Temper hangs about him 
lately. Nothing ſatisfies him. You ſaw how he re- 
ceived us when we came off our Journey. Tho' Cla- 
rinda was ſo good Company, he was barely civil ts 
her, and downright rude to me. | 

Facin. I cannot help ſaying, I did obſerve it. 

Mrs. Strict. I ſaw you did. Hush! he's here. 

3 Enter Mr. Strictland. | 
M.. Strict. Oh, Your Servant, Madam! Here, I 
have received a Letter from Mr. Bellamy, wherein he 
| | -— 6 delues 
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defires I would once more hear what he has to ſay----_ 
You know my Sentiments —— Nay, ſo does he. 

Jacin. For Heaven's ſake conhder, Sir, this is no 
new Affair, no ſudden Start of Paſſion We have 
known each other long. My Father valued and lov'd 
him, and I am ſure, were he alive, I ſhould have his 
Conſent. | | 
#h. Serict. Don't tell me. Your Father would not 

have you marry againſt his Will; neither will I againſt 
mine: I am your Father now. | | ; 
Jacir. And yon take a fatherly Care of me. 

Me. Serict. I wiſh I had never had any thing to da 
with you. 

Jacin. You may eaſily get rid of the Treuble. 
Ur. Strict. By liſtening, I ſuppoſe, to the young 

Gentleman's Propoſals. 
Facin. Which are very reaſonable in my Opinion. 

Mr. Strict. Oh, very modeſt ones truly; and a very 
modeſt Gentleman he is that propoſes them! A Fool, 
to expect a Lady of Thirty Trouſand Pounds For- 
tune, ſhould, by the Care and Prudence of her Guar- 
dian, be thrown away upon a young Fellow not 
worth. three Hundred a Year. He thinks being in 
Love is an Excuſe for this; but I am not in Love. 
What does he think will excuſe me? 

Mrs. String. Well, but Mr. S:ri#/and, I think the 
Gentleman ſhould be heard. | 

Mr. Strict. Well, well. Seven o'Clack's the Time, 
and if the Man has the Fortune, fince I ſaw 
him laſt, to perſuade ſome body or other to give him 
a better Eſtate, I give him my Conſent—notelſe. His 
Servant waits below. You may tell him, I ſhall be at 
home. [ Exit. Jacin.] But where is your Friend, your 
other Half all this while? I thought you conid not 
have breath'd a Minute without your Clarinda. 

M.. Stri4. Why the Truth is, I was going to ſee 
what makes her keep her Chamber ſo long. FEE 
Mr. Stiri. Look. ye, Mrs. Strictland, you have been 
aſking me for Money this Morning: In plain Terms, 
not one Shilling ſhall paſs through theſe Fingers, till 
you have clear d my Houſe of this C /arinda. 
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Mrs. Serta. How can her innocent Gaiety have of- 
fended you? She is a Woman of Honour, and has as 
many good Qualities 

Me. S:ri4 As Women of Honour generally have. 
I know it, and therefore am uneaſy. | 
Met. Strict. But, Sir, 
Mr. Strid. Bat, Madam, Tariada, nor e er a 
Rake of Faſhion in England, hall live in my Family 
to debauch ir. 

Mrs. Stridt. Sir, ſhe treated me with ſo much Ci- 
vility in the Country, that I thought I could not do 
leſs t an invite her to ſpend as much Time with me in 
Town, as her Engagements would permit. I little 
imagin'd you could have been diſpleas'd at my having 
fo agreeable a Companion. 

Mr. tr.. There was à Time when I was Company 
enough for leiſure Hours. 

Mrs. Stridt. There was a Time when every Word of 
mine was ſure of meeting with. a Smile : But thoſe 
happy Days, I know not why, have long been over. 

Mr. Stri#. JI cannot bear a Rival even of your own. 
Sex. I hate the very Name of female Friends. No 
two of you can ever be an Hour by yourſelves, but 
one or both are the worſe for it. | 

Mr.. Strict. Dear Mr. S'riftl/and. | 
Mr. Strict. This I know and will not ſuffer.. 
irs. Stri#. It grieves me, Sir, to fee you fo much 
in earneſt * But to convince you how willing I am ta 
make you eaſy in every thing, it thall be my Requeſt 
to her to remove immediately. 

Mr. $trif. Do it hark ye Your Requeſt ? 
—— —— Why yours? It's mine - My Command 
Tell ar Cpt” will be Maſter of my own Fami- 
ly, and I care not who knows ic. 

Mee. $t-i#. You fright me, Sir hut it ſhall be 
as you pleaſe. [ In Tears.) ee. 

Mr. Strigt. Ha! have I not gone too far? ] am not 
Maſter of myſelf--Mrs. Strictlau -- [/be returns] Un; 
derſtand me right. I do not mean, by what I have 
faid, that I ſuſpect your — but by 8 

7 | 
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this growing Friendſhip all at once, I may prevent a 
Train of Miſchief which you do not foreſee. I was 
perhaps too harſh, therefore do it in your own way— 
But let me ſee the Houſe fairly rid of her. | 
[Exit Mr. Strictland. 
Mrs. Strict. His Earneſtneſs in this Affair amazes 
me. I am ſorry I made this Viſit to C/arin la 
and yet I'll anſwer for her Honour What can 
I ſay to her? Neceſſity muſt plead in my Excufe — 
For at all Events, Mr. Strictland muſt be obey'd. 


[ Ext. 
S CE NB IL Ws 
St. F 4MESs PARK. 

; Enter Bellamy and Frankly. 

Frank. Now, Bellamy, IJ may unfold the Secret of 
my Heart to you with greater Freedom; for tho' Ranger 
has Honour, I am not in a Humour to be laugh'd at. 
I muſt have one, that will bear with my Impertinence, 
Tooth me into Hope, and, like a Friend indeed, with 
Tenderneſs adviſe me. ED 

Bella. I thought you appeared more grave than uſual. 
Frank. Oh! Bellamy, my foul is ſo full of Joy, of 

Pain, Hope, Deſpair, and Extacy, that no Word but 
Love is capable of expreſſing what I feel. 
Bella. Is Love the Secret Ranger is not fit to hear? 

In my mind, he wou'd prove the more able Counſel- 
Jor. And is all the gay Indifference of my Friend at 
laſt reduced to Love? 
| Frank. Even ſo———— Never was Prude more reſo- 
Jute in Chaſtity and III nature, than I was fix d in In- 
difference: But Love has rais'd me from that inactive 
State above the Being of a Man. 

Bella. Faith, Char/es, I begin to think it ha 
But pray, bring this Rapture into order a little, and 
tell me regularly; how, where, and when. 

Frank. If I was not moſt unreaſonably in Love, 
thoſe horrid Queſtions would ſtop my Mouth at once. 
But as I am arm'd againſt Reaſon l anſwer— at Bath 
— on 7ye/day, the danced and caught me. 


Bella. 
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Bella. Danced ? was that all? But who 
is ſhe? What is her Name? keg homey where does_ 
ſhe live ? 

Fran. Hold! hola! not ſo many hard Queſtions, 
Have a little Mercy. I know but little of her, that's 
certain. But all I doknow, you ſhall have. That Even- 
ing was the firſt of her appearing at Beth. The moment 
I ſaw her, I reſolved to aſk the Favour of her Hand. 
But the eaſy Freedom, with which ſhe gave it, and her 
unaffected Good-humour * 4 the whole Night, 
gain'd ſuch a Power over my Heart, as none of her 
Sex could ever boaſt before. 1 waited on her home, 
and the next Morning, when I went to pay the uſual 
Compliinents, the Bird was flown. She had ſet out 
for London two Honrs before; and in a — and 
Six —— you Rogue. 

Baella. But was it her own, Charles? 
Fran. That I don't know ; but it looks better than 
being drag d to Town in the Stage. That Day and the 
next l ſpent in Inquiries. I waited on the Ladies who 
came with her. They knew nothing of her. So with- 
out learning either her Name or Fortune, I e en call'd 
for my Boots, and rode Poſt after her. : 

BI. And how do you find yourſelf after your 
Journey. 

Frank. Why, as yet, I own, I am but upon a cold 
Scent. But a Woman of her Sprightlineſs and Gentility 
cannot but frequent all public places; and when once 
ſhe is found, the pleaſure of the Chace will ever pay 
the pains of rouſing her. —_Oh ! Bellamy, there was 
ſomething 12 charming in her, that ſeem'd to 
claim my further Acquaintance : and if in the other 
more familiar Parts of Life ſhe ſhine with that ſuperior 
Luftre ; and at laſt I win her to my Arms, how ſhall 
I bleſs my Reſolution in purſuing her! 

Bella. But if at laſt ſhe ſhould prove — 

Frank. I would endeavour to forget her. 


Bella. Promiſe me that, Charles. [Takes bis Hand.] 
 and1 Alow—Bu ve „ 
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Enter Jack Meggot. 


Fack Mg. Whom have we here? my old Friend 

Frankly? Thou art grown a meer Antique fince I ſaw 
thee? How haſt thou done theſe five hundred Years ?. 
Frank, Even as you ſee me; well, and at your Ser- 
vice, ever. 19 0 | | IF 
Tack Mg. Ha! who's that? 
Frank. A Friend of mine. Mr. Bellamr, this is 
Tacky Meggot, Sir, as honeſt a Fellow as any in Life. 
Jar Meg. Pho! prithee ! Pox! Charles, Don't 
be filly Sir, I am your humble---Any one, who 
is a Friend of Mr. Frank/y's, I am proud of embracing. 

Bella. Sir, I ſhall endeavour to deſerve your Civility. 
Jack Meg. Oh! Sir,---Well! Charles, what? Dumb? 

Come, come ; you may talk, tho' you have nothing 
to ſay, as I do- Let us hear, where have you been? 
Frank. Why, for this laſt Week, Fack, I have been 
at Bath. | | = | 

Jack Meg. Bath! the moſt ridiculous Place in T.ife ! 
---amongf{ Tradeſmen's Wives that hate their Huf- 
bands, and People of Quality thathad rather go to the 
Devil than ſtay at home. People of no Taſte na 
: -and for Divertimenti, if it were not for 
the Puppet-ſhow, La Virtu would be dead amongſt 


them. But the News, Char es the Ladies, 
I fear, your Time hung heavy on your Hands, 
-by the ſmall Stay you made there. 


Fra:k. Faith, and ſo it did, Jack. The Ladies are 
grown ſuch Idiots in Love==——The Cards have fo 
| debauch'd their five Senſes, that Love, almighty Love 
himſelf is utterly neglected. | 
Jack Meg. It is the ſtrangeſt thing in Life, but it is 
juſt ſo with us abroad. Faith! Charles To tell you a 
Secret, which I don't care if all the World knows, I 
am almoſt ſurfeited with the Services of the Ladies; the 
modeſt ones I mean. The vaſt Variety of Duties the 
expect---as dreffng up to the Faſhion, Tofing faſhion- 
ably, keeping faſhionable Hours, drinking faſhionable 
Liquors, and fifty other ſuch irregular Niceties, 2 a 
| 3 
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Man's Pocket and Conſtitution, that foregad ! he muſt 


| have the Eſtate of a Duke, and the Strength of a Gon · 


_ dolier, who would lit himſelf into their Service! 
„ A free Confeſſion truly, Fact, for one of your 
oat. 
Della. The Ladies are oblig'd to you. 

Erter Buckle, wi:h a Letter to Bellamay. | 
Fact Me. Oh! Lard! Charles! I have had the 
greateſt Misfortune in Life, fince I ſaw yo Poor 
Otbe, that I brought from Rome with me, is dead. 
Frank. Well! well! get you another, and all will. 

be well again. y 
Fact Me-. No! the Rogue broke me ſo much China, 
and gnaw'd my $þ::14 Leather Shoes ſo filthily, that 
when he was dead, I began not to endue him. 
Bella. Exactly at Seven! Run back, and aſſure him 
I will not fail. [Exit Buckle.] Dead? Pray, who was 
the Gentleman? 3 

Jarl Mer. This Gentleman was my Monkey, Sir, 
Q an odd ſort of a Fellow that uſed to divert me. and 
Pleaſed every body ſo at Rome, that he always made 
one in our Corver/ationi—— But Mr. Bellamy, I faw a 
Servant, I hope no Engagement. For you two poſi · 
tively ſhall dine with me. I have the fineſt Macaroni 
in Life. Oblige me ſo far. 

Bella. Six——you Servant! what ſay you, Frankly ? 
Jaa Mes. Pho! Pox! Charles! you ſhall go My 
Aunts think you begin to neglect them; and old Maids, 
you know, are the moſt ne Creatures in Life. 

Fran. Ranger ſwears they can't be Maids, they are 

ſo good-natur'd ! Well ! I agree, on Conditin I may 
eat what I pleaſe, and go away juſt when I will. 

| Fack Meg. Ay! ay! you ſhall do juſt what you 
will. But how ſhall we do? My Poſt-Chaiſe won't 

Frank. My Chariot is here; and I will conduct Mr. 
Bellamy. | 5 

Bella. Mr. Meggot— I beg pardon, I can't poſſi- 
bly dine out of Town ! I have an Engagement early 
in the Evening e 

— Tack 
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Fac. Meg. Out of Town ! No, my Dear, I live juſt 
by. I fee one of the Diiettanti, I would not miſs 
ſpeaking to for the Univerſe. And ſo I expect you at 
Three. | a „ 

Frank. Ha! ha! ha! and ſo you thought you had at 
leaſt fifty Miles to go Poſt for a Spoonful of Aacareni. 
Bella. 1 ſuppoſe then, he is juſt come out of the 

Country. | 5 

Frank. Nor that neither. I would venture a Wager, 
from his own Houſe hither, or to an Auction or two 
of old dirty Pictures, is the utmoſt of his Travels To- 
day: Or he may have been in Purſuit, perhaps, of a 
new Cargo of Venetian Toth. pickt. 

Bella. A ſpecial Acquaintancel have made To- day? 

Frank. For all this, Bellamy, he has a Heart wos- 
thy your Friendſhip. He ſpends his Eftate freeiy, and 
you cannot oblige him more, than by ſhewing him 
how he can be of Service to you. | 

Bella. Now you ſay ſomething. It is the Heart, 
Frankly, I value in a Man. | 5 

Franik, Right! and there is a Heart even 
in a Woman's Breaſt that is worth the Purchaſe, 
or my Judgment has deceiv'd me. Dear Bellamy, I 
know your Concern for me. See her firſt, and then 
blame me, if you can. 

Bella. So far from blaming you, Charles, that if my 
Endeavours can be ſerviceable, I will beat the Buſhes 
with you. 5 

Frank. That I am afraid will not do. For you know 
Teſs of her than I But if in your Walks you meet a finer 
Woman than ordinary, let her not eſcape till I have 

ſeen her. — W her cfoc'er ſhe is, ſhe Cannot lon lie hid. 
| | | Excunt, 


gerad 
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e 
Aer err 
St. 74 MES PARK. 
Enter Clarinda. Jacintha, and Mrs. Strictland. 
Facin. A Y! ay! we both ſtand condemn'd out of 
A our own Months. 1 
Clar. Why cannot but own -I never had 
Thought of any Man that troubled me, but of him. 
Mr.. Strict. Then I dare ſwear, by this time, you 
heartily repent your leaving Bath ſo ſoon. 
Clar. Indeed you are miſtaken. I have not had 
one Scruple ſince. | L 
Facin. Why, what one Inducement can he have 
ever to think of you again? | = 
Clar. Oh! the greateſt of all Inducements, Curio- 
fity. Let me aſſure you, a Woman's ſureſt Hold over 
a Man is to keep him in Incertainty. As ſoon as ever 
you put him out of Doubt, you put him out of your 
Power : But when once a Woman has awak'd his Cu- 
riofity, ſhe may lead him a Dance of many a trouble- 
ſome Mile without the leaſt Fear of loſing him at laſt. 
Facin. Now do I heartily wiſh he may have Spirit 
enough to follow, and uſe you a3 you deſerve. Such a 
Spirit, with but a little Knowledge of our Sex, might 
put that Heart of yours into a itrange Flutter. 
Clar. I care not how ſoon. I long to meet with ſuch 
2 Fellow. Our modern Beaus are ſuch jointed Babies in 
Love, they have no Feeling. They are intirely inſenfible 
either of Pain or Pleaſure, but from their own dear Per- 
ſons: And according as we flatter,or affronttheir Beauty 
they admire or forſake ours. They are not worthy e- 
ven of our Diſpleaſure; and, in ſhort, abuſing them is but 
ſo much Ill-nature merely thrown away. But the Man 
of Senſe, who values himſelf upon his high Abilities : 
Or 
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Or the Man of Wit, who thinks a Woman bene I his 
Converſation—To ſee ſuch the Subjects of our Power, 
the Slaves of our Frowns ard Smiles, is glorious indeed 
Mrs. Strit No Man of Senſe, or Wit either, if he 
be truly ſo, ever. did, or ever can think a Woman of 
Merit beneath his Wiſdom to cenverſe with. 
Facin. Nor will ſuch a Woman value herſelf upon 
making ſuch a Lover unealy. 

Clar. Amazing ! Why, every Woman can give Eaſe? 
You cannot be in. earneſt. 8 

Mrs. Strict. I can aſſure you ſhe is, and has put in 
practice the Doctrine ſhe has been teaching. 

Clar. Impoſſible ! Who ever heard the Name of 
Love mention'd without an Idea of Torment ? But 
pray let us hear. 

actin. Nay, there is nothing to hear that I know of, 
Cle. So I ſuſpected, indeed! The Novel is not 
Mkely to be long, when the Lady is ſo well prepar'd- 
for the Denogement. p 

Jacin. The Novel, as you call it, is not ſo ſhort as 

you may imagine. I and my Spark have been long ac- 

uainted. As he was continually with my Father, I. 
Cow perceiv'd he lov'd me, and the Manner of his ex- 
prefling that Love was what pleas'd and won me moſt. 

Clar. Well! and how. was it? The old Bait? 
Plattery? Dear Flatte:y, I warranty ye. 

Facin. No, indeed, —I had not the Pleaſure of hear- 
ing my Perſon, Wit, and Beauty painted cut with 
forced Praiſes ; but I had a more ſenſible Delight in 
perceiving the Drift of his whole Behaviour was to 
make every Hour of my Time paſs away agreeably. 

Clay. The Ruſtick! What, did he never ſay a hand- 
ſome thing of your Perſon ? Rn 

Mrs. Siri. He did, it ſeems, what pleas'd her bet- 
ter. He flatter d her good Senſe, as much as a leſs 
cunning Lover would have done her Beauty. 

C/ar. On my Canſcience, you are well match'd. 

Facin. So well, that if my Guardian denies me Hap- 
pineſs, (and this Evening he is to paſs his final Sen- 
tence) nothing is left but to break my Priſon, and fly 
into my Lovei*s Arms ſor Safety. Clar. 


| The Su fpucrous Huſband. 17 
Clar. Hey Day ! O' my Conſcience thou art a brave 
Girl. Thou 2rt the very firſt Prude, that ever had 

y enough to avow her Paſſion for a Man. 

Facir. And thou art the firſt ſiniſn'd Coquet who 
ever had any Honeſty at all. 

Mrs, Strict. Come, come ! You are both too good 
for either of thoſe Characters. 
Clar. And my dear Mrs. Str. lun here is the firſt 
young married Woman of Spirit, who has an ill-natur'd 
Fellow for a Hufband, and never once thinks of ufing 
him as he deſerves.—Good Heaven ! If I had ſuch a 
Huſband | | 

Mrs. Strict. You would be juſt as unhappy as I am. 

Clar. But come now—Confeſs—Do not you long 
to be a Widow ? 

t. Strict. Would I were any thing but what I am 

Clar. Then go the neareſt Way about it, I'd break 
that ſtout Heart of his in leſs-than a Fortnight. ld 

Mrs. Stri, Pray be filent. You know my Reſolution. 
| Clar. I know you have no Reſolution. 

Mrs. Strict. You are a mail Creature, but I forgive 

_ = 
Car. It is all meant kindly, I aſſure you. But fince 
you won't be perſuaded to your Good ; I will think of 
making you caſy in your Submiſſion as ſoon as ever I 
can. I dare ſay, I muy have the ſame Lodging I had 
laſt Year. I can know immediately fee my Chair: 
And ſo Ladies both, adieu ! [Exit Clarinda. 

Facin. Come, Mrs. Stri land, we ſhall but juſt have 
time to get home before Mr. Be/lamy cames. ' 
Mt. Striff, Let us return then to our common Priſon, 
You muſt forgive wy Ill- nature, Facmthe, if I almoit 
wiſh Mr. Seri#/and may refaſe to join your Hand. 
where your Heart is given. . 
Facin. Lord! M what do you mean?; 

Mrs. Strict. Self. intereſt „ Methinks 
your Company in the Country d ſoften all my 
Sorrows, and I could bear them patient | 
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Re-enter Clarinda. 


Clar. Dear Mrs. Strict land I am ſo confus d, 
and ſo out of Breath 


Mrs. Strict. Why, what is the Matter? 
7 acin. I proteſt you fright me. 
Clay. Oh! I have no time to recover myſelf, I am 


0 frighten'd, and ſo pleas'd. In ſhott then, the dear | 
Man 1s here. 


Mrs. Stri8. Here Lord Where? 
Clay. I met him this Inſtant. I ſaw him at a diſtance, 
turn d ſhort; and ran hither directly. Let us go home. | 
I tell you, he follows me. 
Mrs. Strict. Why, had you not better ſtay, and let 
him ſpeak to you ? 
Clar. Ay |——But then—He won't know where I 
live, without my telling him. 5 
Airs. Strict. Come, then. Ha! ha! ha! 
Facin. Ay! Poor Clarinda !— Allons donc, [E xeunt, 
Enter Frankly. 
Frark. Sure that muſt be ſhe! Her Shape and eaſy 
Air cannot be ſo exactly copied by another. Now, 
you young Rogue, Cupid, guide me directly to her, as 
you would the * Arrow in mow Quiver. [Exit 
Changes to the Street before Mr. Strictland's Door. 
Re-enter Clarinda, Jacintha, and Mrs. Strictland. 
Clay. Lord! — Dear Facinthe—— for Heaven's 
Sake make haſte. He'll overtake us before we get in. 
Jacin. Overtake us? Why, he is not in Sight. 
2 Is not be? Ha: ſure I have not dropt my 
Tee 
II would not have him loſe fight of me neither. Lal.. 
Mei. Sirif, Here he is 
Car. In In In then. 
JFadin. [L2ugbing. ] What, without your *. A a 
| ar, 
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Clar. Pihah ! I have loft nothing. -In—T'll follow 
you. [Exexnt into the Houſe, Clarinda 19. 
Enter Frankly. 
Frank. It is impoſſible I ſhould be deceiv'd: My Eyes, 
and the quick Pulſes at my Heart aſſure me it is ſhe. Ha! 


tis ſhe. by Heav'n ! and the Door left open too — A 
fair Invitation, by all the Rules of Love Exit, 


"SCA ns WM 
Changes to an Apartment in Mr. Strictland's Houſe, 
Enter Clarinda, Frankly following her. 


Frank. I hope, Madam, you will excuſe the Bold- 
neſs of this Intruſion, fince it is owing to your own Be- 
haviour that I am forc'd to it. | 
Clar. To my Behaviour, Sir? 

Frank. Von cannot but remember me at Bath, Ma- 
dam, where I ſo lately had the Favour of your Hand 
Car. I do remember, Sir; but ] little expected any 

wrong Interpretation oſ my Behaviour from one, who 
had ſo much the Appearance oſ a Gentleman. 
Fran. What I ſaw of your Behaviour was ſo juſt, it 
would amit of no Mi tation. TI only fear'd, 
whatever Reaſon you had to conceal your Name from 
me at Bath, you might have the ſame to do it now ; 
and tho' my Happineſs was ſo nearly concern'd, I ra- 
ther choſe to venture thus abruptly after you, than be 
im pertinently inquiſitive. | we | 

Clar. Sir, there ſeems to be ſo much Civility in 
your Rudeneſs, that I can eafily forgive it; tho' I 
don't ſee how your Happineſs is at all concern'd. 
Frank. No, Madam! I believe. you are the only 
Lady, who could, with the Qualifications you are 
Miſtreſs of, be inſenſible of the Power they give you 
over the Happineſs of our Sex. | 

C lar. How vain ſhould we Women be, if you Gen- 
tlemen were but wiſe ! If you did not all of you _ 
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ſame things to every Woman, we ſhould certainly be 

foolith enough to believe ſome of yau were in earneſt. 
Frank, Could you have the leaſt Senfe of what 1 feel 

whilſt I am ſpeaking, you would know me to be in 

Earneſt, and what I ſay to be the Dictates of a Heart 

that admires you; may I not ſay tha: 

Clar. Sir, this is carrying the 

Frank. When I danced with you at Bath, I was 
charm'd with your whole Behaviour, and felt the fame 
tender Admiration : But my Hope of ſeeing you after- 
wards * in my Paſſion till a more proper Time ſhould 
offer. You cannot therefore blame me now, if, after 
having loſt you once, I do not ſuffer an inexcoſable 
Modeſty to prevent my ng uſe of this ſecond Op- 
portunity. 

Clar, This Behaviour, Sir, is ſo different from the 
Gaiety of your Converſation then, that I am at a Loſs. 
| how to anſwer you. 
Frank, There is nothing. Madam, Which could take 
oif from che Gaiety with which your Preſence inſpires 
every Heart, but the Fear of loſing you. How can [I 
be otherwiſe than as I am, when I know not, but you. 
may leave London as abruptly as you did Bal 

ster Lucetta. 

Tacer. Madam, the Tea is ready, and my Miſtreſs: 
waits for Ch be | 

well, I come Exit Lucetta.] You ſee, 
Sir, 1 I — Ar away; but I hope you will excuſe it, 
when I leave you with an Aſſurance, that the Buſineſs 
which brings me to Town will keep me here ſome time. 

Frank. generous it is in you thus to eaſe the 
Heart, that knew not how to afk for ſuch a Favour— 
I fear to offend— but this Houſe. I ſuppoſe, is yours. 

Clay. You will hear of me, if not find me here. 
Frank. I then take my Leave. _ [Exit. 
Car. I'm undone !—— He has me | 


+ Enter Mrs. Striftland. 
Mrs. Strig. Well! How do you find yourſelf ? 


* 
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Clar. I do find that if he goes on, as he has be- 
gun; I ſhall certainly have him without giving him 
the leaſt Uneaſineſs. 

Mrs. Strict. A very terrible Proſpect, indeed 
Clar. But I muſt teize him a little. Where is 
p, ? How will ſhe laugh at me, if I become a 

upil of hers, and learn to give Eaſe ? No ] politively 
J ſhall never do it. 
Mf. Strict. Poor Facintha has met with what I fear d, 

from Mr. Serictlands Temper—An utter Denial. I 
know not why, but he really grows more and more 
ill. natur d. 
Clar. Well! now do J heartily wiſſt my Affairs were 

in his Power a little, that I might have a few Difficulties 
to ſurmount. I love Difficulties——and yet, I don't 
know——it is as well as it is. 

M.. Strict. Ha, ha, ha! Come, the Tea waits. 
On [Execant. 


Emer Mr. Strictland. 
Mr. Strict. Theſe Doings in my Houſe diſtract me; 
I meta fine Gentleman—when I inquir'd who he was; 
why, he came to C/arinda. I met a Footman too, and 
he came to C/arinda. I ſhall not be eaſy till ſhe is de- 
camp'd. My Wife had the Character of a virtuous 
Woman——and they have not been long acqainted. 
But then they were by themſelves at Bath That hurts 
—that hurts, —They muſt be watch'd—they muſt— 
I know them, I know all their Wiles, and the beſt of 
them are but Hypocrites, Ha ! —[Lucetta pes over 
phe Stage. ] Suppoſe I bribe the Maid—She is of their 
Council—The Manager of their Secrets—Ir ſhall be 
fo—Money will do it, and I ſhall knew all that paſſes. 
 Lucerta ! 
 Lacet. Sir 
Mr. Strict. Luceita ! 


Re-enter Lucetta. 


Lucet. Sir. If he ſhould ſuſpeft, and fearch me 
now, I'm undone. 2 
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Mr. Strick. She is a ſly Girl, and may be ſerviceable. 
n ( ffde. 
Lucetta, you are a good Girl, and have an honeſt Face. 
I like it. It looks as if it carried no Deceit in it—[Yet 
if ſhe ſhould be falſe, ſhe can do me moſt harm. [ Hide. 
 Lucet. Pray, Sir, ſpeak out. 
Mr. Strict. [ ide. ] No! ſhe is a Woman, and it » 
the higheſt Imprudence to truſt her. 
Lucet. J am not able to underſtand you. "iq 
Mr. Stri#. I am glad of it. I would not have you 
Underſtand me. 
Lacet, Then what did you call me for? [If he ſhould 


be in Love with my Face, it would be rare Sport. H. 


M.. Strict. [fide] Tefter. ay, Tefter is the proper 
Perſon Laectta, tell Teficr I want him. 
Lucet. Yes, Sir,. [Le.] Mighty odd, this ! It 
gives me Time however to ſend Buck/: with this Letter 
to his Maſter. | (Exit Lucetta. 
Mr. Strict. Could I but be once well ſatisfied that my 
Wife had really finiſh'd me, I believe I ſhould be as 


quiet, as if I were ſure of the contrary. —But whilſt 1 


am in doubt, I am miſerable. 
Enter Teſter. 

Toer. Does your Honour pleaſe to want me ? 

Ar. Strict. Ay, Teſter. 
Honeſty of his Service, and the Goodneſs of his Look 
make me ſecure. I will truſt him. (He. IIe, 1 
think I have been a tolerable good Maſter to you. 

Teſter. Ves, Sir, very tolerable. 

Mr. Strict. L Hide. ] J like his Simplicity well. It 
promiſes Honeſty I have a Secret, fr, to impart 
to you — A thing of the greateſt Importance. Look 
upon me, and don't ftand picking your Fingers. 
Teſter. Yes, Sir.—No, Sir. | 
Mr. Strict. But will not his Simplicity expoſe him the 
more to Lacetta's Cunning ? Yes, yes.! ſhe will worm 
| the Secret out of him. I had better truſt her with it at 

once. —S0-——] will. Lade. Heer, go, ſend Lucetts 


: Teſteꝶ | 


I need not fear. The 


8 
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vw Yes, Sir. Fere ſhe is. = 


| Re-enter Lucetta. 
'Lucetta, my Maſter wants you. 
M-, Siri. Get you down, Tefer. _ | 
Teſter. Yes, Sir. (Exit Teſter 
Lucet. If you want me, Sir, I beg you would make 
haſte, for I have a thouſand things to do. 
Mr. Strict. Well! well! WhatLhave to ſay will not 
RY much Time, „„ 
on 
Sons Why, Sir, I kope you dont t ſuſpeẽt my Ho- 
neſty ? 
Mr. Strict. Well! well! I believe) you honeſt. 
7 Shuts the Door. 
Lacet. What can be at the Bottom of all this? (Haie. 
Mr. Strif. So]! We cannot be too private. Come 


hither, Huſſy ! nearer yet. 


Last. Land! Sir! You are not going to be rude. 1 
vow, I will call out. 


Mr. Strict. Hold your Tongne. Does the B 


aggage 
laugh at me? [ AFf4e.] She does—She mocks me, and 


will reveal it to my Wife ! and her Inſolence upon it 


will be more inſupportable to me than Cuckoldom it- 


ſelf. Lhave not Leiſure now, Lucetta———Some other 
time—Huſh ! Did not the Bell ring; Yes, yes: my 


Wife wants you. Go, go, a. " [Puſbes ber out] 
being 


There is no "Hell on Earth a Slave ta S 
picion. [ Exit. 


. 
The PI4Z Z 4, Covent-Gard:n. 


Enter Bellamy and Jack Meggot. | 
Bella. Nay, nay, Iwould not put your Family i into 
any Confuſion. 
Fack Meg. None in Life, my Dear, I aſſure you. 1 


will £0 and order every ting this Inſtant for her Re- 
ception. 


Bella. You are too obligiag. Sir; but you need noe 


de in this Hurry, for I am ia no Certainty —_ 
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Mall trouble you. I only know that my Tacintha has 
taken ſuch a Reſolution. 

Jack Meg. Thereiore we ſhould be prepar'd ; for 
when once a Lady has had ſuch a Reſolution in her 
Head, ſhe is upon the Rack till ſhe executes it Fore- 
gad ! Mr. Bellamy, this muſt be a Giri of Fire. 


Enter Frankly. 


Frank. By xom and lively as the bounding Dee. 
Fair as Painting can expreſs, or youth/ul Poets fancy when 
they love. Tol de rol, lol! [Singing and Dancing. 
Biella. Who is this you talk thus rapturouſly of ? 

. Frank. Who ſhould it be, but——[ ſhall know her 
Name to Morrow. [Sings and Dances 


Zack Meg. What is the matter, ho! Is the Man mad? . 


Frank. Even ſo, Gentlemen, as mad as Love and 
Joy can make me. 
Bella.. But inform us whence this Joy 
Frank. Joy! Joy ! my Lads ! She's found ! My 
Perdita | My Charmer! 
Fack Meg. Egad hes Chrnne beth hewheck/ the 
Man I think But who is ſbe ? | 
Bella. Come, come, tell us, who is this Wonder ? 
Frank. But will you ſay nothing? 
Bella. Nothing, as I live. 
Frank. or you ? | 
Frank, ith a 'T — it, to 1 
one whoſe Duſt it carries. Ry — | 
Tack Mg. I'll be as ſecret as a debauch'd Frule— — 
Frank. Whoſe Sanctity every one ſuſpects. Jaci, 
7 ack, tis not in ay 3 Nature. Keeping a Secret is worſe 
to thee, than thy Accounts. But to leave 
fooling, liſten to me both, that I may whiſper it into 
your Ears, that Echo may not catch the finking Sound 
I cannot tell who ſhe is, 'faith—Tol de rol, lol 
Fack Meg. Mad! mad ! very mad 
Frank. All I know of her is, that ſhe is a charming 
Woman, and has given me liberty to viſit her again 
— Bellamy, tis ſhe, the lovely ſnhe. [aft | 


eee 0 


»*» % ww ve 
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Bella. So I did ſuppoſe. [LJ Frankly. 
Jacl Meg. Poor Clarles ! For Heaven's fake, Mr. 


Bellamy, perſuade him home to his Chamber—[Whilit 


] prepare every thing for you at home. Adieu ¶ ide, 


1 Bellamy. ] Nye Charles! ha, ha, ha! 


Frank. Oh, Love! thou art a Gift worthy of a God 


indeed ! Dear Bellamy, nothing now could add to my 


Pleaſure but to ſee my Friend as deep in Love as Iam. 
Bella. I ſhew my Heart is capable of Love, by the 
Friendſhip it bears to you. . 
Frank. The Light of Friendſhip looks but dim be- 
fore the brighter Flame of Love. Love is the Spring 
of Chearfulneſs and Joy. Why, how dull and phleg- 


matick do you ſhew to me now? Whilſt Iam all Life; 


light as feather d Mercury. You dull, and cold as 
Earth and Water; I light and warm as Air and Fire. 
— Theſe are the only Elements in Love's World ! Why, 
Bellamy, for Shame! getthee a Miſtreſs, and be ſociable. 

Be/la. Frankly, | am now going to N 

Frank. Why that Face now ? Your humble Ser- 
vant, Sir. My Blood of Joy ſhall not be ſtopt by your 
melancholy Fits, I aſſure you. [Coing.]J 

Bella. Stay, Frankly, I beg you ftay. What would 
you ſay now, if I really were in Love? 

Frank, Why Faith, thou haſt ſuch romantic Notions 
of Senſe and Honour, that I know not what to lay. 
Bella. To confeſs the Truth then, I am in Love. 

Frank. And do you confels it as if it were a Sin? Pro- 


- 


_ claim it aloud. Glory in it. Boaſt of it as your greateſt 
_ Virtue. Swear, it with a Lover's Oath, and I will be- 


lieve you. 
Bella. Why then, by the bright Eves of her 1 lave--- 
Frank. Well ſaid ! | | 
Bella. By all that's tender, amiable, and ſoft in Wo- 
man | hg 
Frank. Brat | 
Bella. I ſwear, I am as true an Enamorato as ever 
tagg'd Rhyme. EEE | 
Fr ink, And art thou then thoroughly in Love? Come 


to my Arms, thou dear Companion of my Joy 


(They embrace. 
C E aer 
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Enter Ranger. 

Rang. Why—— Hey! is there never a Wench 
to be got for Love or Money ? 

Bella. Pſhaw ! Ranger here! 

Rarg. Yes, Ranger is here. and perhaps does not 
come ſo impertinently as you may imagine. Faith! I 
think I have the Knack of finding out Secrets. Nay, 
never look ſo queer Here is a Letter, Mr. Be/- 
lamy, that ſeems to promiſe you better Diverſion _ 
your hugging one another. 

Bella. What do you mean ? 

Rang. Do you deal much in theſe Paper Tokens ? 


Bella. Oh! the dear kind Creature ! it is from 


herſelf. (7o Frankly. 
Rag. What, is it a Pair of lac'd Shoes ſhe wants? 
Or have the Boys broke her Windows ? 
Bella. Hold your prophane Tongue! 
Frank. Nay, prithee, Bellany, don tkeepittoyourſclf, 
as if her whole Aﬀections were contain'd in thoſe few 
Lines. 


Rang. Prithee, let him alone to his ſilent Raptures. 
Your grave Men ever 


ut it is, as I always ſaid 
are the greateſt Wharemeiiers: 
Bell 1 cannot be Ciſoblig'd now, wp what you will. 
Put how came this into your Hands? 
Rang. Your Servant Buckle and I chang'd Commiſ- 
ffons. He went on my Errand, and I came on his. 
Ba. Sdeath! I want him this very Inſtant. 


Rag. He will be here preſently ! but I demand to 


know what I have brought you ? 
Frank. Ay! ay! Out with it! You krow we never 
blab, and may be of Service. 
Bella, TW elve o Clock! oh ! the dear Hour. 
Rang. Why, it is a pretty convenient Time, indeed. 


B. lla. By all that's happy, ſhe promiſes in this Let- 
to leave her Guardian th s very my. 


ter here 


and run away with me. 


Rang. How is this? | 
Biella. Nay, | know not how myſelf—ſhe ſays at the 
* Eur Servant bas full Inſtructian, from Lucetta, 
b. tu 


- 


The Suſpicious Huſband. 27 


hors to equip me for my Expedition.---I mill not truſt myſelf 
Some with you to Night, becauſe I know it is inconvenient ; 
therefore I beg you ton d procure me 4 Lodging ; it is no 
matter haw v far off my Guardian's Yours, Jacintha. 
Rang. Carry her to a Bagnio, aud there you may 
lodge with her. 
Frank, Why, this muſt be a Girl of Spirit, Faith! 
Bella. And Beauty — to her Sprightlineſs. I love 


her, and ſhe loves me She has — Thouſand 
to her Fortune. 


Rang. The Devil ſhe has! 
Bella. And never plays at Cards. 
| Rang. Nor does any one Thing like any other Wo. 

man, I ſuppoſe. 
Frank. Kor ſo I hope, neither. 

Bella. Oh! Frankly, Ranger, I never felt ſuch Faie 
before. The Secret's ont, and you don't laugh at me. 
Frank. Laugh atthee? for loving a Woman of | 
thirty thouſand Pound? ? Thou art a moſt unaccountab!: | 

Fellow. 

Rang. How the Devil could he work her up to this? 

I never could have had the Face to have done it. 

But know not how There is a Degree 

ef Aſſurance in you modeſt Gentlemen, which we im- 

pudent Fellows never can come up to. 

Bella. Oh! your Servant, good Sir. You ſhould not 
abaſe me now, Ranger, but do all you canto aſſiſt me: 
 Ranz. Why, look ye, Bellamy, I am a damnable 
unlucky Fellow— and ſo will have nothing to do 

in this Affair. I'll take care to be out of the Way, io 

as to do you no Harm. That is all I can anſwer for: 

and ſo Succeſs attend you. [Geing.] I cannot 
leave you quite to yourſelf neither, for if this ſhould 
rovea Round-houſe Affair, as I make no doubt it will, 
believe I may have more Intereſt there than you; 
and ſo Sir, you may hear of me at———{#bi/pcr:.] 
Bela. For ſhame, Ranger? The molt noted Gaming- 
houſe in 'Town. 
Rang. Forgive me this once, my Boy. I muſt pe, 

Faith, to pay a Debt of Honour to ſome of the 

greateſt Raſcals in Town. (Exit. 


; +7 BY Frank. 
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Frank. But where do you defign to lodge her? 
Bella. At Mr. Megget's — is ready gone 
to prepare for her R ion. 
rark., The propereſt Place in the World. His 
Aunts will entertain her with Honour. 
Bella. And the Newneſs of her Acquaintance will 
t its being ſuſpected. 
your Hand. 'This is a very critical Time. 
Frank. Pho! none of your muſty Reflexions now. 


When a Man is in Love to the very Brink of Matri- 
mony, what the Devil has he to do with Plutarch and 


Seneca? Here is your Servant with a Face full of Bu- 


ſineſs I'll leave you together — I ſhall be at 
the King's Arms, where, if you want my &flſtance, 
you may find me. Exit. 

' Enter Buckle. 3 


Bella. So- Bacile. you ſeem to have your 
Hands full. 

Buck. Not fuller than my Head, Sir, I promiſe 
you. You have had your Letter, I hope. | 

Bella. Yes, and in it ſhe refers me to you for my 
Bu. Why, the Affair ſtands thus. ----- As Mr. 
Strictland ſees the Door lock'd and barred every Night 
himſelf, and takes the Key up with him; it is impoſ- 
| ſible for us to eſcape any way but thro' the Window): 

for which Purpoſe I have a Ladder of Ropes. 

Bella. Good 

Buck. And becauſe a Hoop, as the Ladies wear 
them now, is not the moſt decent Dreſs te come down 


a L adder in —] have in this other Bundle a Suit 


of Boys Clothes, which I believe will fit her. At 
leaſt, it will ſerve the Time ſhe will want it. —— 
You will ſoon be for pulling it off, I ſuppoſe. 

Bella. Why, you are in Spirits, you Rogue. 


Buck. Theſe I am now to convey to Lucetta 


Have you any thing to ſay, Sir ? 


Be/la. Nothing, but that I will not fail at the Hour 
appointed---Bring me word to Mr. Meggot's how you go 


on. Succeed in this, and it ſhall make your Fortune. 
a 1 | (Exeunt. 
ACT 


Frankly, give me 
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AN RE RS RL RL Roe 


ACT. W. aSCEANK L 
The Street before Mr. Strictland's Houſe. 

Enter Bellamy in a Chairman's Coat. 

Bella. OW tediouſly have the Minutes paſt 

3 theſe laſt few Hours! and the envious 


Rogues will fly, no Lightning quicker, when we would 


have them ftay.———Hold, let me not miſtake. —- 
This is the Houſe. [ Pu//s out his Vatch.] By Heaven! 
it is not yet the Hour III hear ſomebody com- 
ing. The Moon's fo bright I had better not 
be here, 'till the happy Initant comes [ Exit. 

: | > oe FRI. | 

Frank, Wine is no Antidote to Love, but rather 
feeds the Flame. Now am I ſach an amorous Puppy, 
that I cannot walk ſtraight home, but muſt come out 
of my Way to take a View of my Queen's Palace 


dy Moorn-light Ay, here ftands the Temple 
where wy Goddeſs is adored ! the Door opens! 


| [C Retires. 
Enter Lucetta. | | 
Lacet. [Under the Window.) Madam, Madam, hiſt ! 
Madam How ſhall Il make her hear? 
Jacintha in Boys Clothes at the Window. 
Facin. Who is there? What's the Matter?! 
Lacet. It is I, Madam, you muſt not pretend to ftir 
*till T give the Word---You'll be diſcover'd if you do- 
Frank. [Aide] What do Ifſee! a Man. My Heart 


miſgives me 


Lucet. My Maſter is below fitting up for Mrs. Clarin- 
da. He raves as if he was mad about her being out ſo late. 
Frank. [Hide,] Here is ſome Intrigue, or other. I 


muſt ſee more of this, before I give further way toLove. 


Laucct. One Minute he is in the Street---the next he 
1s in the Kitchen: Now he will lock her out, and 
then he'll wait himſelf, and ſee what F igure ſhe makes 
when ſhe vouchſafes to venture home. | 


RTE ©” 


30 The Suſpicious Huſband. 
acin. J long to have it over. Get me but once 
AY out of this Houſe ! 
Frank. ( Afide.) Cowardly Raſcal ! Would I were in 
his Place. h 
Lucet. If I can but fix him any where, I can let you . 


* . — 4 * n 


out myſelf——You have the Ladder ready in Cafe of 
Neceſſity. N 
Jacin. Yes; yes! (Exit Lucetta. 
- 


Frank. (Adfe.) The Ladder! T his muſt lead to ſome | 
Diſcovery. Ichall watch you, my young Gentleman. # 
I ſhall. . 

Enter Clarinda, and Servant. | | f 
Clar. This Whiſk is a moſt enticing Devil. I am 
afraid I am too late for Mr. $:ri4/2nd's ſober Hours. 
Facin. Ha! I hear a Noiſe ! 
Car. No! I fee a Light i in | Facinths” s Window. 
You may go home, (Giving e Servant Money) Jam ſafe. 
Facin. Sure it muſt be he! Mr. Be/lamy.—Sir. 
Frank. (Aide) Does not he call to me? 
Car. (Afide) Ha! who's that? 1 am frighted out 
ef my Wits.—A Man 
Facir, Is it you ? | , 
Frank. Yes ! yes! tis I! 
Facin. Liſten at the Door. 
Frank. I will, tis open here is no Noiſe— ö 
All's quiet. ö 
Clar. Sure it is my Spark and talking to Facintha. | 
(Ade. J 
Frank. You may come down the Ladder—quick. 
Facin. Catch it then, and hold it, 
"Frank. 1 have it. Now 1 ſhall ſee what ſort of 


| 3 | 


Mettle my young Spark is moſs of. (Afar. 
Car. With a Ladder too! I'll aſſure you. But I ; 
muſt fee the End of it. [(Hae. 
Fain. Hark ! did not ſomebody ſpeak ! * 
Frank. No | no! Be not fearſul— Sdeath ! we are 1 
diſcover'd. (Frankly and Clarinda retire. _ 


Enter Lucetta. 
Lacet. Hiſt! hiſt, are you ready? 
Jacin. Yes, may I venture? 4 
Es | Lycet 


4 
+ 
. 
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Lucet. Now is your Time. He is in high Conference 
with his Privy Counſellor Mr. Tefer. You may come 
down the back Stairs, and [']llet you out. | Ex: Lucetta. 

Facin, I will, I wiil, and am heartily glad of it. 

[Exit Jacintha. 

Fran}. [ 4tvancing.)] May be ſo—But you and I ſhall 
have a few Words before you get off ſo cleanly. 

Clar. | Advancing.)} How lucky it was I came home 
at this Inſtant. I ſhall ſpoil his Sport, I believe. Do 
you know me, Sir? | | 

Frank. I am amaz'd ! You here! This was unex- 
pected indeed ! 

C/ar. Why, I believe I do come a little unexpect- 
edly ; but I ſhall amaze you more know the whole 
Courfe of your Amour; all the Proceſs of your mighty 
Paſhon from its firſt Riſe | 

Frank, What is all this | —— 

Clar. To the very Concluſion, which you vainly 
hope to effect this Night. ” | 

Frank. By Heaven, Madam, I know not what you 
mean. I came hither purely to contemplate on your 
Beauties. = 

Clar. Any Beauties, Sir, I find will ſerve your Turn. 


Did I not hear you talk to her at the Window = 


Frank. Her 
C/ar. Bluſh, bluſh for Shame; but be aſſur'd you 


have ſeen the laſt both of Jacintha, and me. [Exir. 


Frank. Facintha ! Hear me, Madam—She is gone. 
This muſt certainly be Be/lamy's Miftreſs, and I have 


fairly ruin'd all his Scheme. This it is to be in Luck. 


| Enter Bellamy, behind. 
Bella. Ha! A Man under the Window ! 
Frank, No, here ſhe comes, and I may convey her 
to him. | 
Enter Jacintha, and runs to Frankly. 
Jacir. have at laſt got to you: Let's haſte away--Oh! 
Frank. Be not frighten'd, Lady, | | 
Facin. Oh! I am abus'd, betray'd! 
Bella. Betray'd Frank! ! | 
Erank, Bellamy! 
C4 


-- 
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Bella. J can fcarce believe it, tho' I ſee it Draw 


Frank, Hear me, Bellamy Lady. 

{ Fac, Stay do not fight. 

Frank. J am innocent; it is al} a Miſtake. 

Facin. For my Sake, be quiet—We ſhall be diſco+ 
ver d. The Family is alarm'd. 

Bella. You are obey'd—Mr. Frankh, there is but 
one Way- 

Frank. I underſtand you. Any time but now. You 
will certainly be diſcover d. Tomorrow gat your 
Chambers | | 

Bella. Till then, farewel. (Exeant Bella. and: Jacin. 

Frank. Then, when he is cool, I may be heard ; 
and the real, tho' ſuſpicious Account of this Matter may 
be believ'd. Yet amidſt all this Perplexity, it pleaſes me 
to find my fair Iacegnita is jealous of my Love. 


Place. 
Frank. Hark ! the Cry is up— ! muſt be gone. 
e (Exit Frankly. 
Euter Mr. Strictland, Teſter, and Servants. 


Mr S:ri2. She's gone ! She's loſt ! I am cheated ! 


Purſue her ! Seek her ! 
Teer. Sir, all her Clothes are in her Chamber. 
Serv. Sir, Mrs. Clarinda ſaid ſhe was in Boys 
Clothes, 2 
Mr. Strict. Ay, ay! I know it—Be/lamy has her 


Come along——Purlue her. ¶Exeunt 
. Enter Ranger. | 
Rang. Hark Was not the Noiſe this Way 


— No—There is no Game ſtirring. This fame God- 
deſs, Diana, ſbines fo bright with her Chaſtity, that 
egad! I believe the Wenches are aſham'd to look her 
in the Face. Now I am in an admirable Mood for a 
Frolick ! have Wine in my Head, and Money in my 
Focket, and ſo am furniſh'd oat for the cannonading 
any Counteſs in Chriſtendom! Ha ! What have we 
hear ! a Ladder! This canaot be placed here for no- 
thing—and a Window ofen Is it Love, or Miſchief 
now that is going on witl in I care not which 


Mr. Stridt. (Within) Where's Lucetta? Search every 


and never once ſuſpected till this Morning 
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J am in a right Cue for either Up I go 
Stay Do I not run a greater Chance of 
ſpoiling Sport than I do of making any ? That I hateas 
much as I love the other — There can be no harm in 
ſeeing how the Land lies—[T'll up. (Goes ap /oftly) — 
All is huſh Ha, a Light, and a Woman, by all 
that's lucky, neither old, nor crooxed—T'1] in—Ha ! 
ſhe is gone again ! I will after her, (Gets in at the 


Window.) And for fear of the Squawls of Virtue, and 
the Purſuit of the Family, I will make ſure of the 


Ladder. Now, Fortune, be my Guide. 
(Exit with the Ladder. 
SCENE: 
Mes. Strictland's Draſing- Rm. 
Enter Mrs. Strictland f//omed by J. ucetta. 
Mrs. Strict. Well! I am in great Hopes ſhe will eſ- 
Ls: Never fear Madam. The Lovers have the 
ſtart if him and I warrant they keep it. 
Mrs. Strict. Were Mr. Srictland ever to ſuſpect my 


ca 


being privy to her Flight, I know not what might be 


the Conſequence. 
Lacet. Then you had better be underſfing—He may 
return immediately. 
( 4s ſhe is fitting ang to the Toilet, A enters behind. 
Rarg. Young and beautiful (Alar. 
Læcet. — watch d him pretty —— of late, 


Mrs. Strict. And who gave you Authority to watch 
his Action, or pry into his Secrets? 
Lucet. | hope, Madam, you are not angry. I 
thought it might have been of Scrvice to you to know 
my Maſter was jealous. 

Rang. And her Huſband jealous ! If ſhe does but ſend. 
away the Maid, I am happy. | 

Mrs. Strict. [rgrity. ] Leave me 

Lucet. This it is to meddle with other people 8 Aﬀairs 

[Exit in Arger. 

Pang. What a lucky Dog I am ! I never made a 


Gentleman a Cuckold be b Now, Impudence. 


3 = Mrs. 
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Mrs. Stri# ( Riſing.) Provoking ! I am ſure 1 never 
have deſev'd it of him. 
Karg. Oh! Cuckold him by all means, Madam, I 
am your Man! (She riets.] Oh, fy Madam! If you 
ſquawl ſo curſedly, you will be diſcover'd. 
Mrs. Strict. Diſcover'd! What mean you, Sir? Do 
you come to abuſe me ? 
Rarg. I'll do my — Madam: Yon can 
have no more. | 
Yrs. Stridt. Whence came you? How got you here? 
Rang. Dear Madam, fo long as I am here, what 
fiznifies how I got here, or whence I came ? But that I 
may ſatisfy your Curiofity. Firit, as to your Whence 
came you? I anſwer, out of the Street: And to your How 


got you here? I ſay, in at the Window. It ſtood ſo in- 


vitingly open, it was irrefiflible. But, Madam—You 
was going to undreſs. I beg I may not incommode you. 

Mrs. $S:r:7. This is the moſt confummate Piece of 
Impudence 

Kang. For Heaven's ſake, have one Drop of Pity for 

2 poor young Fellow, who long has lov'd you. 

Mrs. Strict. What would the Fellow have? 

Rang. Your Huſhand's Uſage will excuſe you to the 
World. 

Mrs. Stris. I cannot bear this Inſolence! Help! help! 

Rang. On ! hold that clamorous Tongue ! Madam. 
peak one Word more, and I am gone, poſitively gone. 

Mrs. Strict. Gone ! So I would have you. 

Rang, Lord! Madam. you are fo haſty, 

Mrs. $:ri. Shall I not ſpeak, when a Thief, a Rob- 
ber, breaks into my Houſe at Midnight ? Help ! help! 

Rang. Ha! no one hears. Now Cid, aii.ſt me! 
Look ye Madam, I never could make fine Speeches, 
and cringe, and bow, and fawn, and flatter, and lye. 
J have ſaid more to you already, than I ever ſaid to 
a Woman in ſuch Circumſtances in all my Life. But 
fince I find you will yie!d tono Perſuaſion to your Good 
I will gently force you to be grateful. [7 9roz05 down 
his Hat, and ſciZ-s her. [ Come, come unbend the Prow, 
ard !ook more kindly on me ! 

Mrs. Strick. For Shame, Sir— Thus on my knees let 
me beg for Mercy. (Kneeling. 


Rang. 
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Rang. And thus, on mine, let me beg the ſame, 
(He kneels, catches, and kifſes her, 
Mrs. $tri#. (Within) Take away her Sword ! She'll 
hurt herſelf ! 
Mrs. Strid. Oh! Heavens ! that is my Huſband's 
Voice! 
Nang. (Riſing.) The Devil it is! 
Mrs. Stri@. (Wittin) Take away her Sword, I lay 3 
and then I can cloſe with her. 


Mrs. Strict. He is upon Stairs, now coming up. I 
am undone if he ſees you. 

Kang. Pox on him I muſt decampthen. Which Way? 

Mrs. Strict. Thro' this Paſſage into the next Chamber. 

Rang. And ſo into the Street. With all my Heart. 
You may be perfectly eaſy Madam. Mum's the Word 
. I never blab.—( 4c) I ſhall not leave off ſo, but 
wait till the laſt Moment. [ Exit Ranger. 

Mrs. Serict. So, he is gone? What could I have ſaid, 

if he had been difcover'd ! | 


Euter Mr. Strictland, dricing in e Lucetta 
follow:ng. 


Mr. Seri g. Once more, my pretty maſculine Madam, 
you are welcome home. And | hope to keep you ſome- 
what cloſer then I have done forio-morrow Morning 
eight o'Clock, is the lateſt Hour you ſhall ſtay in this 
lewd Town. 

- Jacin. Oh, Sir! when once a Girl is equipp'd witha 
hearty Reſolution, it is not your Worſhip's Sagacity, 
nor the great Chain at your Gate can h:nder her from 
doing what ſhe has a Mind. 

Mr. Serick. Oh' Lord? Lord! How this Love im- 
proves a young Lady's Modeſty / 

Facin. Am I to blame to ſack ſcr Happineſs any 
| Where, when you are reſoved to make me miſerable 
here! 

Mr. Serie. have this! Night prevented your mak- 
ing yourſelt ſo; and will endeavour :o do it for the fu- 
ture. I have you ſafe now, and the Devil fhall not get 
you out of my Clutches again. I have lock'd the Doors 
and barr'd them, I warrant you. do here (Ci 
ber a Candit) . Troop. 
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Troop to your Chamber, and to Bed, whilſt you are 
ell. Go-[He treads on Ranger's Hat) What's here ? 
a Hat! A Man's Hat in my Wife's Drefling-Room ! 
( Looking at the Hat. 

Mrs. Strict. [ He] What ſhall I do ? 

Mr. Strict. [[ating up the Hat and lioting at Drs. 
Strictland] Ha, by Hell ! I fee 'tis true. 

Mrs. Strict. My Fears confound me. I dare not tell 
the Truth, and know not how to frame a Lye! | 

Mr. Stri. Mrs. Striflard! Mrs. Strictland! How 
came this Hat into your Chamber 

[Lucet. Hide] Are you that Way diſpos'd, my fine 
Lady, and will not truſt me ? 

Mrs. Strick. Speak, Wretch, ſpeak. ——— 

Facin. I could not have ſuſpecled this. [ Jade 

Ars. Strict. Why doſt thou not ſpeak ? | 

Ars. Strict. Sir 

Mr. Strict. Guilt—'tis Guilt that ties your Tongue 

Lucel. J muſt bring her off, however. ----No Cham- 
der- maid can help it Aide 

Mr. Strict. My Fears are juſt, and I am 2 
— Thou worſt of Women ! - 

Mrs. Strict. 1 know my Innocence, and can bare 
this no lon | 

Mr. Strict. Iknow you are falſe,--and * tis I whowill 
bear my Injuries no longer. ¶ Beth walk about in a Paſſion. 
Lucet. [To Jacintha afede) Is not the Hat yours? 

Own it, Madam. (Totes away Jacintha's Hat, and Ex.t. 

Mrs. Strict. What Ground ? what Cauſe have you 
for Jealouſy, when you yourſelf can witneſs, your 
leaving me was accidental“ your Return uncertain ; 
and expected even ſooner th an it — The A- 
buſe is groſs and palpable. 

Mr. Strict. Why, this is true / 

Mrs. Strict. Indeed, Facintha, I am innocent. 
Wn Strict. And yet this Hat mult belong to ſome- 
body, | 
Facin. Dear Mrs. Strictland, be notconcern'd —— 
| When he has diverted himſelf a little longer with it— 
Mrs. Strict, Ha! 

F «cir. 1 ſuppoſe he will give me my Hat again? 

Mr. Strict. Your Hat? 
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Facin, Yes, my Hat, You bruſh'd it from my Side 
yourſelf, and then trod upon it; whether on purpoſe 
to abuſe this Lady, or no, you beſt know yourſelf. 
Mr. Strict. It cannot be——It's all a Lye. 
Facin, Believe ſo ftill—with all my Heart—But the 


Hat is mine. (Snatches it, puts it on. 


Mr. Strict. Why did ſhe look fo? 
Facin. Your Violence of Temper is too much for 
her. You uſe her ill, and then ſuſpe& her for that 
Confuſion which you yourſelf occaſion. 
Mr. Strict. Why did not you ſet me right at firſt ? 
Facin. Your hard Uſage of me, Sir, is a ſufficient 
Reaſon why I ſhould not be much concern'd to unde- 
ceive you at all. Tis for your Lady's ſake, I do it 
now; who deſerves much better of you than to be thus 
expos'd for every flight Suſpicion. See where ſhe ſits 
— Go to her. | 
Mrs: Strict. (raiſing) Indeed, Mr. S:ri/and, I have 
a Soul as much above TT pe | 
Mr. Seri. Whew ! now you have both found your 
Tongues, and J muſt bear their eterval Rattle! 
| Facin, For Shame, Sir, Go to her, and 
Mr. Strict. Well, well, what ſhall I fay ? I forgive 
— all is over. I, I, I forgive! ; 
Mrs. $7-i t. Forgive? What do you mean? 
Facin. Forgive her? is that all? Conſider, Sir 
Mr. Strict. Hold —hold your confounded Tongues, 
and ['l] do any thing. I'll ask Pardon—or forgive 
or any thing. Good now, be quiet aſk your Pardon 
there, /7s ber.] For you, Madam l am inh- 
nitely oblig d to you, and I cou'd find in my Heart to 
make you a Return in kind, by marrying you to a 
Beggar, —but | Rave more Conſcience. Come, come; 
to your Chamber. Here, take this Candle — —_ 
| Enter Lucetta pet. y. 

L:icet. Sir, if you pleaſe, I will light my young 
Lady to Bed. . : 
» Mr. Serie. No, no! no ſuch thing, good Madam. 
She ſhall hare nothing but her Pille to confu't this 
Night, I aſſure you—So, in, in. (% Lavies the leave.) 

(£51 Jacintha.) Good Night, kind Madam. * 
| cel. 


. 
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Lucet. Pox of the jealous Fool“ We might both 
have eſcap'd out of the Window purely.  (4/ige. 
Mr. Strict. Go, get you down; and, do you hear? 
order the Coach to be ready in the Mornir g at Eight 
exactly. (Exit Lucetta.) So, ſhe is ſafe till To- mor- 


row, and then for the Country; and when ſhe is there, 
I can manage as I think fit. 


Mrs. S:rict. Pear Mr. Strictland 
Mr. Strict. Jam not in a Humour, Mrs. Strictland, 

fit to talk with you Go to Bed, —— Iwill endea- 

vour to get the better of my Temper, if I can —— Til 


| follow you. (Ex! Mrs. Strictland.) How deſpicable 
have I made myielf / „5 L 


77... BL 
Another CHAMBER, 
Enter Ranger. 8 
Rang. All ſeems huſh'd again, and I may venture 
out. I may as well ſneak of whiltt T am in a whole 
Skin. And ſhall ſo much Love and Claret as l am in 


poſſeſſion of, only lull me to Sleep, when it might ſo 
much better keep me waking ? F orbid it, Fortune; 


and forbid it, Love. This is a Chamber, perhaps of 


ſome bewitching Female, and I may yet be happy. 

Ha! a Light! The Door opens. A Boy ! Pox on 

him: ue retires. ] 
Enter Jacintha, with a Candir. 

Jacin. 1 have been liſtening at the Door; and from 
their Silence, I conclude they are peaceably gone to 
Bed together. 

Kang. Lide. ] A pretty Boy, Faith ! He ſeems un- 
aaſy. 

Vain [Siztivg dæten.] What an unlucky Night has 


this proved to me Every Circumſtance has fallen out 
unhappily. 


; Rang. He talks aloud, I'll liſten, Aide 


4 Facin. But what moſt amazes me is, that C/arinda 
fhould betray me 


Rang. Claris da? ſhe muſt be a Women! well, what 
of ber > C7: 


Tt acin- 
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Facin. My Guardian elſe would never have ſuſpefted: 
my Diſguiſe. 5 5 
| Rang. [Aide] Diſguiſe ] Ha, it muſt be ſo. What 
Eyes ſhe has? What a dull Rogue was I not to ſuſpect 
this ſooner ? | 
Vain. Ha, I had forgot — the Ladder is at the 
Window ſtill, and I will boldly venture myſelf. [Crying 
briſeſy, jees Ranger] Ha, a Man, and well dreft ! Ha, 
Mrs Strictland, are you then at laſt diſhoneſt ! 
Nang. [Aide] By all my Wiſhes ſhe is a charming 
Woman! lucky Raſcal ” 
Facin. But I will, if poſſible, conceal her Shame, 
and ſtand the Brunt of his Impertinence. 
Rang. What ſhall I ſay to her? No matter ! any 
thing ſoft will do the Buſineſs. | [ Lie 
_ _Facin. Who are you? 5 
Rang. A Man, young Gentleman. i 
Jacin. And what would you have? 
 Rarg. A Woman. 
Jacix. You are very free, Sir. Here are none for you, 
Rang. Ay, but there is one, and a fair one too; the 
moſt charming Creature Nature ever ſet her Hand to; 
and you are the dear little Pilot that muſt dirett me to 
her Heart. | 
Facin. What mean you, Sir? It is an Office I am- 
not accuſtomed to. | | 
Rang. You won't have far to go, however. I never 
make my Errands tedious. It is to your own Heart, 
dear Madam, I would have you whiſper in my Behalf. 
Nay, never ſtart. Think you ſuch Beauty could ever 
be conceal'd from Eyes ſo well acquainted with its 
Charms? - 
Facin. What will become of me ! If I cry out Mrs 
Strictland is undone. This is my laſt Reſort, (Hide 
Rang. Pardon, dear Lady, the Boldneſs of this Vi- 
fit, which your Guordian's Care has forc'd me to 
But J long have lov'd you, long doted on that beaute- 
eus Face, and followed you from Place to Place, tho®, 
perhaps, unknown and unregarded. | 
| Facin. Here's a ſpecial Fellow. [Hide 
Rarg. Turn then an Eye of Pity on my Sufferings 1 
. an 
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and by Heaven — one tender Look from thoſe piercing 
Eyes one Touch of this ſoft Hand 
| (Going to take ber Hand 

Facin. Hold, Sir NO nearer. | 
Rang. Would more than repay whole Year; of Pain. 
Facin. Hear me. But keep your Diltance, or I raiſe 


the Family ——— | 
Nang. Bleſſings on her Tongue, only for prattling to 
me. [Aide 


Facin. Oh, for a Moment's Courage, and I ſhall 
ſhame him from his Purpoſe. [Hide] If I were certain 
ſo much Gallantry had been ſhown on my Account 

* Vou wrong your Beauty to think that any 
other could have Power to draw me hither By all the 
httle Loves that play about your Lips, | ſwear 

Facin. You came to me, and me alone! 
Kang. By all the thouſand Graces that inhabit there, 

you, and only you, have drawn me hither. 

Facin, Well ſaid. Ns 

_ Rang. By Heaven ſhe comes! ah, honeſt Ranger, 

I never knew thee fail! pes | 
Facin. Pray, Sir, where did you-leave this Hat ? 
Rang. That Hat! — That Hat— It's my Hat—1 

dropt it in the next Chamber as I was looking for yours. 
Zacin. How mean and deſpicable do you look now ? 

Kang. So, ſo! I am in a pretty Pickle ! 

i Facin. You know. by this, that I am acquainted with 
every thing that has paſſed within: and how ill it 
agrees with what you. have profeſſed to me——Let me 
adviſe you, Sir, to be gone immediately. 'Thro' that 
Window you may eaſily get into the. Street — One 
Scream of mine; the leaſt Noiſe at that Door will. 
wake the Houſe. 

Rg. Say you ſo? Nat 

Jacin. Believe me, Sir, an injur d Huſband is not 
ſo eaſily appeas d, and a ſuſpected Wiſe that is jealous 
of her Honour — 

Karg. Is the Devil, and ſo let's have no more of her. 
Lock ye, Madam, (Gering betzueen the Door and ber) 1 
have but one Argument left, and that is a ſtrong one: 

look on me 3 am as handſome, a ſtrong, well- made 
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| Fellow, as any about Town, and fince we are alone, as 
4 I take it, we can have no occaſion to be more private. 
| 7 Going ts lay ola of ber. 
Facin. J have à Reputation, Sir, and will maintain it 
Rang. You have a bewitching Pair of Eyes. 
Facin, Confider my Virtue. (Struggling, 
Rang. Conſider your Beauty and my Defires. 
Facin., If I were a Man, you dar'd not uſe me thus. 
Rang. I ſhould not have the ſame Temptation. 
Jacin. Hear me, Sir, I will be heard [ren, form him 
There is a Man who will make you repent this Uſage o 
me, —Uh / Bellamy, where art thou now? 
Rang. Bellamy? WE 
Facin. Were he here, you durſt not thus affront me. 
5 8 [Burſting out @ Crying. 
Rarg. His Miſtreſs, on my Soul ! [Ad.] You can 
love, Madam; you can love, I find. Her Tears af- 
' fett me ſtrangely. . [ Hide. 
* Facin. J am not aſham'd to own my Paſſion for - 
Man of Virtue and Honour.—l love and glory in it. 
Rarg. Oh, brave! and you can write Letters, you 
can. I will not truft myſelf Home with you this Evening, 
becauſe I know it is inconvenient. 
Facin. Ha! | 
| Rang. Therefore I beg you would procure me a Loaging ; 
It's no matter how far eff my Guardian's. Yours, Jacintha. 
 Facin. The very Words of my Letter; I am amaz'd. 
Do you know Mr. Be/lamy? : | 
| Rang. There is not a Man on Earth I have fo great 
a Value for: and he muſt have ſome Value for me too, 
or he would never have ſhewn me your pretty Epiſtle. 
Think of that, fair Lady. The Ladder is at the Win- 
dow. And fo, Madam, I hope delivering you ſafe in- 
to his Arms will, in ſome Meafure, expiate the Crime 
I have been guilty of to you. 
Facin. Good Heaven, how fortunate is this / 
Rang. I believe I make myſelf appear more wicked 
than I really am. For, damn me, if I do not feel 
more Satisfaction in the Thoughts of reſtoring you to 
my Friend, than I could have Pleaſure in any Favour. 
: your Bounty could have beſtow'd. FJacin. 
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Jacin. Vour Generoſity tranſports me. 

Rang. Let us loſe no time then, the Ladder's ready 
Where was you to lodge? 

Fair. At Mr. Meggot' s. 

Rang. At my Friend Facky's ? better and better ſtill. 

Jacin. Are you acquainted with him too? 

Rang. Ay, ay ! Why, did I not tell you at firft that 
T was one of your old Acquaintance ? I know all about 
you, you ſee; tho' the Devil fetch me if ever I ſaw 
you before. Now, Madam 

Facin. And now, Sir. Have with yo you. - - 

Rang. Then thou art a Girl of Spirit. And tho' I 
long to hug you for truſting yourſelf with me, I will 
not beg a ſingle Kiſs, till Bellumy himſelf ſhall give 

me leave. He muit fight well that takes you from me. 
5 [®:xcuat, 
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ACT Iv. SCENE I. 
© 8 = 7 YN 
Ex/er Bellamy and F . 


Bella. DS H A ! What impertinent Devil put it in- 
to your Head to meddle with my Affairs? 
Frank. You know I went thither in Purſuit of another. 
Pella. I know nothing you had to do there at all. 
Frank. Tthought, Mr. Bellamy, you were a Lover. 
Beiia. I am ſo; and therefore ſhould be forgiven 
this ſudden Wamth. 
Frank. And therefore ſhould forgive che fond Im- 
pertinence of a Lever. 
Bella. Jealouſy, you anow, is as natural an Incident 
to Love 
Frau. As Curioſity. By one Piece of ſilly Curioſity 
J have gone nigh to ruin both myſelf and you. Let ; 
not then your Jealouſy compleat our Misfortunes. I 
fear I have loſt a Miſtreſs as well as you. Then let 
us not quarrel, All may come right again. Bella. 
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Balla. It is impoſiible. She is gone, remov'd for e- 


ver from my ſight. She is in the Country by this time, 


Frank. How did you loſe her after we parted ? 

B:/la. By too great Confidence. When I got her to 
my Chair, the Chairmen were not to be found—And 
ſafe as I thought in our Diſguiſe, I actually put her into 
the Chair, when Mr. Strictlund and his Servants were 
in fight ; which I had no ſooner done, than they ſur- 
rounded us, overpower'd me, and carry'd her away. 

Frark. Unfortunate indeed! Could you not make a 
ſecond Attempt ! TIE | 


Bella. 1 had deſign'd it. But when I came to the 


Door, I found the Ladder remov'd : and hearing no 


Noiſe, ſeeing no Lights, nor being able to make any 
Body anſwer, I concluded all Attempts as impractica- 
ble as · now I find them. Ha! I ſes Lacetta coming. 
Then they may be ſtill in Town. 


Tater Lucetta. 
Lacetta, Welcome ! What News of Facintha? 
Lucet. News, Sir / You fright me out of my Senſes ? 


Why, is ſhe not with you? 


Bella. What do you mean? With me? I have not 


ſeen her ſince I loſt her laſt Night. | 


Lucet. Good Heav'n ? then ſhe is undone for ever. 
Frank, Why, what's the Matter? | 
Bella. Speak out— I'm all Amazement. 
Lucet. She is eſcap'd without any of us knowing 


| how. No body miſt her till Morning. We all thought 


ſhe went away with you. But Heaven knows now: 
what may have happen'd. 


1 1 Somebody muſt have accompanied her in her 
Flight. | | | 

Lucet, We know of No- body. We are all in Con- 
fuſion at home. My Maſter ſwears Revenge on you. 
My Miſtreſs ſays a Stranger has her. | 

Eucet, A Stranger! 

Lacet. But Mrs. Clarindfm _— 

Bella. Clarinda ! Who is ſhe? | 

Lucet. (To Frankly] The Lady, Sir, you faw at 
our Houſe laſt Night. e „N 
Teal. 


— ——  — 
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Frank. Ha ! what of her ? 
Lucet.. She ſays, fhe is ſure one Frankly is the Man. 
She ſaw them together, and knows it to be true. 
Frank, Damn'd Fortune ! | Ie. 
Lacet. Sure this is not Mr. Frank/y. 
Frank. Nothing will convince him now. [Aid 
Bella. | L:9%ing at Frankly. ] Ha! 'tis Truth—T fee it 
is true. [ Aide. ] Lucetta, run up to Buckle, and take 


him with you to ſearch wherever you can. [ Pats ber 2 
Now, Mr. Fran hy, Lhave found you. —You have uſed 


me ſo ill, that you force me to forget you are my Friend. 
Franke. What do you mean? 
Bella. Draw. 5 | 
Frank. Are you mad? By Heavens, I am innocent. 
Bella. 1 have heard you, and will no longer be im- 
pos'd on—Defend yousſelf. 


- Frank. Nay, if you are ſo hot, I draw to deſend my 


ſelf, as I would againſt a Madman. 
Enter Ranger. 


Rang. What the Devil, Swords at Noonday ! Have 


among you, faith ! [Parts them. What's here, Bella- 


my? — Yes, gad, you are Bellamy, and you are Frank:y. 


Put up, put up both of you—or elſe I am a devilliſh 


Fellow when once my Sword is out. 
Bela. We ſhall have a time 3 

Rang. (Puſing Bellamy one way.] A time for what? 

Frank. I ſhall be always as ready to defend my In- 
nocence as now. | | 
| Rang. (Puſhing Frankly other way.) Innocence] ay, 
to be ſure —at your Age —— A mighty innocent Fel- 
low, no doubt. But what in the Name of Common- 
ſenſe is it that ails you both? Are you mad ? The laſt 


time I ſaw you, you were hugging and kifling; and 


now you are cuting one another's Throats I ne- 
ver knew any good come of one Fellow's beſlavering 
another But F than put you into better Humour, f 
warrant you — Bellamy, Frankly, liſten both of you 
Such Fortune Such a Scheme 


Bella. Pr'ythee, leave fooling. What, art' drunk? 


Frank. He is always ſo, I think. 


Fang. And who gave you the Privilege of thinking? 


8G 
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Drunk ? no! I am not drunk Tipſy, perhaps, with 
my good Fortune —- merry and in Spirits tho 1 
| have not Fire enough to run my Friend thro' the Body. 
Net drunk, though Fack Meggot and I have box'd it 
about Champaign was the Word for two whole 
Hours by Shrer:Gury Clock. 

Bella. Fack Meggot ? Why, I left him at One 
going to Bed. 

Nang. That may be, but I made a ſhift to rouſe him 
and his Family, by Four this Morning. Ounds ! I 
Pick d up a Wench and carried her to his Houſe. 

. Ha! 

Rang. Such a Variety of Adventures Nay, you 
ſhall hear But before I begin, Bellamy, you ſhall 
romiſe me half a dozen Kiſſes hefore hand: for the 

Peri fetch me if that little Jade Facintha, would give 

me one, tho I preſſed hard. 

Bella. Who, Facintha ? Prefs to kiſs Facintha ? 

Rang. Kiſs her! ay! why not? Is ſhe not a Wo- 
man, and made to be kiſs'd ? 

Bella. Kiſs her I ſhall run diſtracted )! 

Rang. How could I help it, when I had her alone, 
you Rogue, in her Bed-chamber at Midnight! If 1 
had been to be ſacrificed, I ſhould have done it. 

Bella. Bed-chamber, at Midnight I can hold no 
longer Draw. 

rank. Be eaſy, Bellamy. 7 Interpoſong 


Bella. He has been at ſome of his damn'd Tricks 
with her. 


— Hear him out. ä 
. 'Sdeath, hew could I know me was his Miſ- 

* 25 But I tell this Story but miſerably. I ſhould 
have told * firſt, I was in another Lady's Chamber. By 
the Lord, I got in at the Window by a Ladder of Ropes. 
Frank. Ha! another Lady ? | 
Rang. Another : And ſtole in apon her, whilſt he 
was undrefling ; beautiful as an 2 blooming and 

youn 

F.. What, in the ſame Houſe ? 

Bella. What is this to Facintha # Eaſe me of my Pain. 

Rang. Ay, ay, in the ſame Houſe, og the ſame Floor. 


The ſweeteſt, little Angel But I defign to have ano- 
ther Touch with her. Frank, 
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Frank. "Sdeath ! but you ſhall have a Touch with 
me firſt. 

Bella. Stay, Fr mil. [ Interfofing. 

Rang. Why, what ſtrange Madneſs has poſſeſs d you 

both, that no body k. A kiſs a pretty Wench but your- 
ſelves ? 

Bella. What became of Jacintka? 

Rang. Oonds ! what have you done that you muſt 
monopolize kiſling ? 

Frank. Prithee, honeſt Ranger, eaſe me of the Pain 
Jam in. Was her Name C/arinda ? | 

Bella. Speak in plain Words, where Facinthe is, where 
to be found Dear Boy, tell me. 

Rang. Ay, now it is, honeſt Ranger: and dear Boy, 
tell me and a Minute ago, my Throat was to be cut— 
Icould find in my Heart not to open my Lips. But here 
comes 7:4 Megget, who will let you into all the Secret, 
tho” he defign'd to keep it from you, in half the time that 

I can, tho' I had ever ſo great a mind to tell it you. 


Enter Jack Meggot. 
Fack Meg. So, ſave ye! ſave ye, Lads! We have 
been frightened out of our Wits for you : Not bear- 
ing of Mr. Bellumy, poor Facintha is ready to fink for 
fear of any Accident. 

Bella. Is ſhe at your Houle ? 

Fack Meg. Why, did not you know that? We gif- 
patch'd Maſter Ranger to you three Hours ago. 

Rang. Ay, plague ! but I had Buſineſs of my own, 
ſo I could not come Hark ye, Fauth, is yous 
Gul Maid, Wife, or W idow ? 

Frank. A Maid, I hope. 

Rarg. The odds are againſt you, (Varl. Put 
mine is married, you Rogue, and her Huſtand jea- 
lous The Dei is in it, if [ do not reap ſome Re- 
ward for my laſt Night's Service. 

Bella. He has certainly been at Mrs. Srictland ber- 
ſelf. But Frank, I dare not look on you. 8 
Frank. This one Embrace cancels all thoughts of 

Enmity. 

Bella. Thou generons Man! — But I muſt haſte to 

eaſe Facintia of her Fears, | Exiz 


* Frank. 
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Frank. And I to make up Matters with C/arinda. [ Ex. 
Rang. And I to ſome kind Wench or other, Fack. 
But where I ſhall find her, Heaven knows. And ſo, 
my Service to your Monkey. 
Fac. Mag. Adieu, Rattiepate. [Excunt, 


W 
De Hall of Mr. Stritland's Houſe, 

Enter Mrs. Strictland and Clarinda. 
Mrs. Strict. But, why in ſuch a Hurry, my Dear? 
Stay till your Servants can go along with you. | 
(lar. Oh, no Matter! They'll follow with my 
Things. It is but a little way off, and my Chair will 
guard me. After my ſtaying out ſo late laſt Night, I 
am ſure Mr, Stri&/and will think every Minute an Age 
whilſt I am in his Houſe, 
Mrs. Strict. J am as much amaz'd at his ſuſpecting 
your Innocence as my own: And every time I think of 
it, I bluſh at my preſent Behaviour to you. 5 

Car. No Ceremony, dear Child. 

Mrs. Strict. No, Clarinda, I am too well acquainted 
with your good Humour. But I fear in the Eye of a 
malicious World, it may look like a Confirmation of 
his Suſpicion. | 

Clar. My Dear, if the World will ſpeak ill of me, for 
the little innocent Gaiety, which I think the peculiar 
Happineſs of my Temper, | know no way toprevent it; 
and am only ſorry the World is foill-natur'd : But I thall 
not part with my Mirth, I aſſure them, ſo long as I know 
it innocent. I wiſh, my Dear, this may be the greateſt 
Uneafineſs your Hufband's Jealouſy ever gives you. 

Mrs. Strict. I hope he never again may have ſuch 
Occaſion, as he had laſt Night. CI, 

(Jar. You are ſo unfaihionable a Wife ;—— Why, 
laſt Night's Accident would have made half the Wives 
in Loon eaſy for Life. Has not his Jealouſy diſco- 
ver'd itelf openly ? And are not you innocent? There 
is nothing bat your fooliſh Temper that prevents his 
being abſolutely in your Power. . 5 
5 
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Mrs. $:r:i2. Clarinda, this is too ſerious an Affair te 
at. Let me adviſe you, take Care of Mr. Frank/y, 
obſerve his Temper well; and if he has the leaſt Taint 
of Jealouſy, caſt him off, and never truſt to keeping 
him in your Power. 

Clar. You will hear little more of Franl , I believe. 
Here is Mr. Stricland. 

Enter Mr. Strictland and Lucetta. 

Mr. Strict. Lacetta ſays j ou want me, Madam. 

Car. I trouble you, Sir, only that I might return 
you Thanks for the Civilities I have receiv'd in | your 
Family, before I took my leave. 

Mr. $:ri#. Keep them to yourſelf, dear Madam. 
As it is at my Requeſt that you leave my Houſe, your 
Thanks upon that Occafion are not very defireable. 

Clar. Oh, Sir, you need not fear. My thanks were 
only for your Civilities. They will not overburden you. 
But T'il.conform to your Humour, Sir, and part with 
as little Ceremony. = 

Mr. Strict. As we met. 

-Clar. The Brute! ¶ ne.] My Dear, Good b'ye, 
we may meet again. | [To Mrs Strictland. 
Mr. Strict. If you dare truſt me with your Hand. 

Clar. Lucetta, remember my Inftruftions. Now, Sir, 
have with you. L Mr. Strictland lead Clarinda on, 

Mrs. Stri#. Are her Inſtructions cruel or kind, La- 
cetta? For I ſuppoſe they relate to Mr Frank/;. 

| Lucet. You have a mind to try, if I can keep a Secret 
as well as yourſelf, Madam. But I will ſhew you ] am fit 
to be truſted by keeping this, tho” it ſignifies nothing. 

Mrs. Strig. This anſwer is not ſo civil, I think. 

Lucet. T beg Pardon, Madam. I meant it not to offend. 

Mrs. Strict. Pray let us have no more ſuch. I neither 
deſire, nor want your Aſſiſtance. 


Re-enter Mr. Strictland. 


Mr. Strick. She is gone, I feel myſelf ſomewhat 
eaſier already. Since I have begun the Day with 
Gallantry, Madam, ſhall I conduct you up? 

Mrs. Strict. There i is ſomething, Sir, which gives you 
ſecret Uneaſineſs. I win. Mr. 
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Mr. Strict. Perhaps fo, Madam, jand pehaps it may 
ſoon be no Secret at all. ( Leads her out 
Lucet. Would I were once well ſettled with my young 
Lady ; for at preſent, this is but an odd fort of a queer 
Family. Laſt Night's Affair puzzles me. A Hat there 
was that belong'd to none of us, that's certain. Madam 
was in a Fright, that is as certain; and | brought ail off. 
1 eſcap'd, no one of us knows how. Ihe good 
fan's Jealouſy was Yeſterday grouudlets? yet tocay, in 
my Mind, he is very much in the right. Mighty odd, 
all this! Somebody knocks. If this thould be Clurinaa's 
Spark, I have an odd Meſſage for him too. 
. | | (She opens the Door. 


Entry Frankly. 
Frank. So, my pretty Flandmaid. Meeting with you 
gives me ſome Hopes. May I ſpeak with Clarins? 
Lucet. Whom do you want, Sir? 
Frank. Clarinda, Child. The young Lady I was ad- 
mitted to Yeſterday. „ „ 
Lacet. Clarinda No ſuch Perfon lives here, 1 
Ry =: 
a - Frank. Where then? 
| Lacet. I don't know indeed, Sir. 

Frank. Will you enquire within ? 7 

Lacet, Nobody knows in this Houſe Sir, you will find. 

Frank. What do you mean? She is a Friend of 7 :cin- 
tha"s, your Lady. I will take my Oath ſhe was here 
laſt Night; and you yourſelf ſpoke of her being here 
this Morning — Not know ! | | 

Lucet. No. None of us know. She went away of a 
ſudden—no one of us can imagine whither. 

Frank. Why Faith, Child, thou haſt a tolerable Face, 
and haſt deliver'd this Denial very handſomly. But let 
me tell you, your Impertinence this Morning had lik'd 
to have coſt me my Life. Now, therefore, make me 
amends. I- come from your young Mititeſs. I come 

from Mr. Bellamy. I come with my Purſe full of Gold 
{that perſuaſive Rhetorick) to win you to let me ſee, 
and ſpeak to this C/arinda once again. 
Lucet. She is not here Sir. N 

D Frank, 


a 
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Frans. Direct me to her. 
Lucet. No. I can't do that neither. 
Enter Mr. Strictland bebind. 
I. Strif. I heard a Knocking at the Door, and 2 
Man's Voice Ha! (Alide 
Frank, Deliver this Letter to her. 
Mr. Strict. By all my Fears, a Letter! (Alide 
Lucet. I don't know but I may be tempted to do chat. 
Frank. Take it then —— and with it this. 
(Kiſſes her, and gives her Money. 
Mr. Strict. Um! there are two Bribes in a Breath! 
What a jade ſheis ? ( Afide 
Lucet. Ay—this Gentleman underſtands Reaſon. 
Frank. And be — you oblige your Miſtreſs, while 
you are ſervin 
Mr. Strict. erMiſtreſs ? —— Damn'd Sex! and dam'd 
Wife, thou art an Epitome of that Sex ! (. Aile 
Frank. And if you can procure me an Anſwer, your 
Fee ſhall be enlarg'd. e Frank. 
 Lacet. The next Step is to get her to read this Letter. 
Mr. Strict. (Snatches the Letter) No Noiſe —but 
Rand filent there, whilſt I read this. | 
(breaks it apen, and drops the Caſe. 
Madam, The Gaiety of a Heart happy as mine was Viſler- 
day, may, I hope, eaftly excuſe the unſcaſenalle Viſit I made 
your Heuſe laſt Night. — Death and the Devil, Confufion! 
I ſhall run diſtraded. It is too much! There was a Man 
then to whom the Hat belong'd: and I was gull'd, abuſ- 
ed, cheated, impos'd on by a Chit, a Girl—Oh, Wo- 
man! Woman—But1 will be calm, ſearch it coolly to 
the Bottom, and have a full Revenge 
Lucet. (Aſide) So here's fine Work! He'll make him- 
ſelf very ridiculous tho”. 
Mr. Strict. (Reads on.) I know my Ianocente will appear 
Jo manifeſtiy that I need only appeal to the Lady who acton- 
panied 1cu at Bath. Your very humble Servant, good, 
innocent, fine Madam C/arinda.---And 1 do not doubt ba: 
her Good nature. (Bawd, Bawd !) ill nat let you per ſiſt iu 
 thjuring war beiient bumble Servant, 
Chasles Frankly. 


Now, 
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Now, who can ſay my Jealouſy lack'd Foundation, or my 
_ Suſpicion of fine Madam's innocent Gaiety was unjuft ?=- 
Gaiety ! why ay | 'twas Gaiety brought him hither. 
Gaiety makes her a Bawd —My Wife may be a Whore 
in Gaiety, What a Number of Sins become faſhinable 
under the Notion of Gaiety!—What ? You receiv'd this 
Epiſtle in Gaiety too! and were to deliver it to my Wife. 
Iſuppoſe, when the gay Fit came next upon her.— Why! 
you impudent young Strumpet, do you laugh at me? 
L!ucet. I wou'd, if I dar'd, and heartily.— e pleas'd, 
Sir, only to look at chat Piece of Paper that lies there. 
Mr. Strict. Ha! | | | 
Lucet. | have not touched it, Sir. It is the Caſe that 
Letter came in, and the Directions will inform you 
whom I was to deliver it to. 
Mr. Strict. This is directed to Clarinda ! 
Lucet. Oh! is it ſo? Now read it over again, and all 
your fooliſh Doubts will vaniſh. 1 
Mr. Strict. I have no Doubts at all. I am ſatisfied 
that, you, Facintha, Clarinda, my Wife, all are 
Lact. Lud! Lud ! you would make a Body mad. 
Mr. Strict. Hold your impertinent Tongue. 
Lacet. You'll find the thing to be juſt as I ſav, Sir. 
Mr. Strict. Be gone. [Exit Cucetia] They mutt be poor 
at the Work, indeed; if they did not lend one another 
| their Names. "Ts plain, tis evident: Aud Iam miſera 
| ble. But for my Wife ſhe ſhall not ſtay one Night long- 
| erin my Houſe. Separation, Shame, Contempt ſhall 
| be ber Portion. I am determin'd in the ching; and 
when once it is over, I may perhaps be eaſy. (E.rit 
SCENT ut 
N. $TREES. 
Clarinda &rught in a Chair, Ranger /3//:20ing, 
Rang. Hark ye, Chairman? Damn your confounded 
Trot, Go flower. | * 
Car. Here, ſtop. | 
* By Heavens ! the Monſters hear Reaſon, and 
obey. F 
Clar, (Letting down the Minde; What troubleſome 
Fellow was that ? 
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1 Chairm. Some Rake, I warrant, that cannot carry 
himſelf home, and wants us to do it for him. | 
C/ar. There And pray do you take care I be 
not troubled with him. (Ges in. 
Rang. That's as much as to ſay now, Pray follow me. 
Madam, you are a charming Woman, and I will do it 
1 Cbairm. Stand off, Sir. 
* Rang. Prithee, honeſt Fellow—what—what Writing 
15 that ? [ Erdcacouring to get in. 
2 Chairm, You come not here ! | | 
Rang. Lodgings to be lett ! a pretty convenient In- 
ſcription, and the Sign of a good modeſt Family ! There 
may be Lodgings for Gentlemen as well as Ladies. 
Harkye, Rogues! I II lay you all the Silver I have in 
my Pocket, there it is, I get in there in ſpite of your 
Teeth, ye Pimps. DTV vers dtn Mane, and gits in. 
1 Chairm. What, have yoa let the Gentleman in ? 
2 Ch:irm. I'Il tell you what Partner, he certainly ſlipt 
by whilſt we were picking up the Money. Come, take up. 


| (Exeunt 
> SCENE NW. 

CLARINDA's LODGINGS. 

A Noije within bft, Ranger and Landlady. 
Clarinda enters lung bie, a Maid following. 

C/ar. My Madcap Coufin Ranger, as I live. I am ſure 
ke does not know me. If TI cou'd but hive my Face 
now, what Sport I ſhou'd have! A Maſk, a Matk ! 
run? and ſce if you can fend a Maſk. 

A7aid. | believe there is one above. 

Car. Run, run and fetch it. (Exit Maid, 

lere he comes (Ester Ranger and Laruludy. 
How unlucky this is! (Turning from em. 

Lara“. What's your Bufineis here, unmannerly Sir? 

Rang. Weil, let's fee theſe Lodgings that are to be 
let. —Gad, a very pretty neat Tenement — But hark- 
ye, is it real and natural, al: that, or only patch'd up and 
new-painted this Summer-ſcaion, againſt the Town fills ? 

Landl. What does the ſaucy Fellow mean with his 
double Tenders here? Cet you down 


Enter 
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Enter Maid with a Maid. 
Miid. Here is a very dirty one. (Ade to Clarinda. 
C/ar. No matter—now we ſhall fee a little what he 
wou'd be at. (Aide. 
Lendl. This is an hone Houſe—PFor all your lac'd 
Waiſtcoat, I'll have you thrown down Neck and Heels. 
Narr. Phoh! not in ſuch a Hurry, good old Lady 
A Maſk ! --- Nay, with all my Heart. It ſaves a World 
of Bluſhing---Have you ne'er a one for me ?--- I am apt 
to be aſham ' d myſelf on theſe Occaſions. 
Lund. Get down, I fay — = 
Rang, Not if | gueſs right, old Lady. Madam, (79 
Clarinda, % mites Sign, t the Landlady to retire.) look 
ye there now ! that a Woman ſhou'd live to your Age, and 
know ſo little of the matter. Be gone, (Ex.t Lard/agz) 
By her Forwardneſs, this ſhoald be a Whore of Quality. 
My Boy Ranger, thou art in luck to-day.----She won't 
| ſpeak, I find---then I will. (7 %.) Delicate Lodgings 
truly Madam; and very neatly furniſh'd.---A very con- 
venient Room this, I mut needs own, to entertain a 
mix' d Company.---But my dear Charming Creature, does 
not that Door open to a more commodious Apartment 
for the Happines of a private Friend, or ſo? The pret- 
tieſt Braſs Lock.---Faſt, um: that won't do. Sdeath, you 
are a beautiful Woman; am ſure you are. Prithee let 
me ſee your Face. It is your Intereſt, Child. --- The 
longer you delay, the more I ſhall expect. Therefore, 
(ſukins her Hud.) my dear, ſoft, kind, new Acquain- 
tance, thus let me take your Hand, and whilit you gently 
with the other, let Day-light in upon me: Let me ſoftly 
hold youto me, that with my longing Lips I may receive 
the warmeſt, beſt Impreſſion. (She un:22ſts.) Clarinda. 
Cir. Ha, ha; Your Servant, Couſin Raryer, ---Ha, 
ha, ha | 
R:4z. Oh, your humble Servant, Madam! you had 
liked to have been beholden to your Maſk, Couſin ! 
Clar. Ha, ha, ha ! you were not ſo happy in your 
Diſguiſe, Sir. The pretty Stagger in your Gait, that hap- 
py Diſpoſition of you Wig, the genteel Negligence of 
3 your 
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your whole Perſon, and thoſe pretty Flowers of modiſh 
Gallantry made it impoſiible to miſtake you, my ſweet 
Cuz. Ha, ha. 8 
Rang. Oh, I knew you too, but I fancied you had 
taken a paricular liking to my Perſon, and had a mind 
to fink the Relation under that little Piece of black Vel- 
vet! And, Egad, you never find me behind hand in a 
Frolick. But ſince it is otherwiſe, my merry good hu- 
 mour'd Couſin, I am as heartily glad to ſee you in Town, 
as I ſhould be to meet any of my old Bottle Acqaintance. 
Clar. And on my Side I am as happy in meeting 
your Worſhip as I ſhould, be in a Rencounter with e'er 
a Peticoat in Chriftendom, | 
Ring. And if you have any Occaſion for a dangting 
Gallant to Vauxhall. Rantlugl, or even the poor negiected 
Park, you are ſo unlike the reſt of your virtuous Siſters 
of the Petticoat, that I will venture myſelf with you. 
Clar. Take care what you promile ; for who knows 
but this Face you were plcas'd to ſay ſo many pretty 
things of, before you ſaw it, may raiſe ſo many Rivals 
among your kept Miſtreſſes, and Rep's of Quality. . 
Rang. Hold, hold! a Truce with you Satire, ſweet 
Cuz ; or if Scandal muſt be the Topick of every virtu- 
ors Woman's Converiation—Call for your Tea-Water--- 
And let it be in its proper Element. Come, your Tea; 
Your Tea. | 


Enter Landlady. | 
Clur. With all my Heart—— Who's there? Get 
Tea. Upon Condition that you ſtay till it comes. 
Rarg. That is according as you behave, Madam. 
Clar. Oh, Sir, I am very ſenſible of the Favour. 
Rerg. Nay, you may, I aſſure you; for there is but 
one Woman of Virtue beſides yourſelf, I would tay with 
ten Minutes, (and I have not known her above theſe 
twelve Hours.) The Inſipidity, or the Rancour of their 
Diſcourſe, is inſufferable, *Sdcath ! I had rather tak 
the Air with my Grandmother. : 
Clar. Ha, ha, ha! the Ladies are highly oblig'd 
to you, I vow, | | | 


R ang. 
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Rang. I tell you what. The Lady I ſpeak of was 
oblig'd to me, and the generous Girl is ready to own it. 

Ciar. And pray, when was it you did Virtue this con 
ſiderable Service:? | 

Rang. But this laſt Night, the Devil fetch me! A 
romantick Whim of mine convey d me into her Cham- 
ber, where I found her, young and beautiful, alone, at 
Midnight, dreſs'd like a ſoft Adonis, her lovely Hair all 

looſe about her Shoulders ——— | 

Car. In Boys Cloaths! (this is worth attending to. (Hide 

Rang. Gad, I no more ſuſpected her being a Woman, 
than I did your being my Cater · Couſin. 

Clar. How did you diſcover it at laſt ? | 

Rang. Why, faith, ſhe very modeſtly dropt me a Hint 
of it herſelf. . 5 

Clar. Herſelf! (if this ſhould be Facintba) (Har. 
Nang. Ay, foregad, did ſhe! which I imagin'd a 
good Sign, at Midnight. Ha, Coufin ? So I cen in- 
vented a long Story of a Paſſion I had for her, (tho* L 
had never ſeen her before)---you know my old Way ;--- 
and ſaid ſo many ſuch tender 'Things—_— 

Clar. As you ſaid to me juſt now. 

Rang. Pſhah ! quite in another Stile, I aſſure you. It 
was Midnight, and I was in a right Cue. . 

Clar. Well! And what did ſhe anſwer to all theſe 
Proteſtations? | | 

Rang, Why, inſtead of running into my Arms at once, 
as I expected | | 

Clar. To be ſure. 

Rang. Gad, like a freehearted honeſt Girl, ſhe frankly 
told me, ſhe lik d another better than ſhe lik d me; that 
I had ſomething in my Face that ſhew'd Iwas a Gentle- | 
man: and ſhe would e'cn truſt herſelf with me, if I would 
give her my Word, I would convey her to her Spark. 

C/ar. Oh, brave! And how did you bear this ? 

Rarg. Why, curſe me, if I am ever angry with a 
Woman for not having a Paſſion for me; I only hate 
your Sex's vain Pretence of having no Paſſion at all. 
Gad] I loved the good-natured Girl for it; took her at 
her Word; ſtole her out of the Window ; and this Morning 
made a very hongſt Fellow happy inthe Poſſeſſion of her, 


56 The Suſpicious Huſband. 

Clar. And her Name is Facintha, 

Rang. Ha 

C/ar. Your Amours are no Secrets, Sir. You ſee you 
might as well have told me all, the whole of laſt Night's 
Adventure ; for you find, I know. 

Rang. All ? Why, what do you know. 

C/ar. Nay, nothing. I only knew that a Gentle- 
man's Hat cannot be dropt in a Lady's Chamber 

Rang, 'The Devil! 

Car. But a Huſband is ſuch an odd, impertinent, 
aukward Creature, that he will be ſtumbling over it. 

Rang. Here has been fine Work. [Agde] But how, 
In the Name of Wonder, ſhould you know all this ? | 

Car. By being in the fame Houſe. 

Rang: In the {ame Houle ? 

Clar. Ay, in the ſame Houſe. A Witneſs of the Con- 
fuſion you have made 

Rane. Frankiy's Clirinda, by all that's fortunate. Tt 
wuſt be ſo. [Aſide 

Cor. And let me tell you, Sir, that even the dull, 
low - ſpirted Diverſions you ridicule in us tame Creatures, 
are preferable to the romantic — that only Wine 
can raiſe you to. 

Nang. Yes, Couſin! But I'll be even with you. [de 

C/;r. If you reflect, Coufin, you will find a great 
deal of Wit in ſhocking a Lady s Modeſty, diſturding 

her Quiet, tainting her Reputation, and ruining the Peace 
of a whole F — 4 

Rag. Jo be ture. 

Car. l heſe are the high- mettled . of vou 
Men cf Spirit, that the lunpidi of the Virtuous can 
never arrive at And can you in Reality think your Bar- 
fury, and your Bucrus, your Jenas, and your Loves an 
Excuſe for all this? Fy, Colin, fy. 

Rang. No, Couſin. 

Char. What dumb? I am glad you have Modeſty 
enough left not to go about to excuſe yonrſelf. 

Rag. It is as you ſay. When we are ſober, and re- 
flect bur ever ſo little on the Follies we commit, we are 
aihuam'd and forry ; and yct the very next Minute, we 
run again into the very ſame Abſurdites. Sg 
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Car. What? Moralizing, Covſin ! ha, ha, ha! 

Rang. What you know 1s not half, not a hundredth 
Part of the Miſchieſ of my lat Night s Frolick. And 
vet, the very next Petticoat I ſaw this Morning, I mutt 
follow it, and be damn'd to me. Tho' for ought I 
know, poor Fran#y.s Life may depend upon it. 

C/ar. Whoſe Life, Sir? 

Rarg. And here do I ftand prating to you now. 

Clar. Pray, good Couſin, explain yourſelf. | 

R.ng. Good Coulin ! She has it [ {#2)] Why, whiltT 
was making off with the Wench, Hellamy and he were 
quarrelling about her: And tho' Facintha and I made 
all the haſte we cold, we did not get to them before 

Car. Before what! ? (I'm frighten'd out of my Wits.) 

Rang. Not that * car d three Halt-pence for 
the Girl. 

Clan. But there was no Miſchief done, I hope. 
Nane. Pho! a flight Scratch. Nothing at all, as the 
| Surgeon ſaid : Tho he was but a queer-looking Son of 

a Bitch of a Surgeon neither. 


Char. Good God! Why, he ſhould have the beſt that 
can be found in London. 

Ran-, Ay, indeed, ſo he ſhould. That was what I 
was going for, when I aw you, [its donn. ] They are all 
at Fack Alengat's hard by, and you will keep me here. 

Clar. I keep you here ! For Heaven's ſake be gone. 

Rang. Your Tea is a damn'd while a coming. 

Car. You ſhall have no Tea now, I aſſure you. 

Rang. Nay ! One Diſh. 

Car. No, poſitively, you ſhall not ſtay. 

Rang. Your Commands are abſolute, Madam. [Gorng, 

Clar. Then Frankly is true, and I only am to blame. 

Rang. [returns] But I beg ten thouſand Pardons, 
Couſin, that I ſhould forget to ſalute you. 


Clar. Pſhah ! How can you trifle: at ſuch a Time 
as this ? 
Rang. A Trifle ! Wrong not your Beauty. 
Char. Lord! How teizing you are? There. 
Rang. [ K:fſes ber.) Poor thing! how uneaſy ſhe is! 
Nay, no Ceremony. You ſhall not ſtir a Step with me. 
C/ar. I do not intend it. This is L provok- 
ing. [Exit 8 ] wh s there ? 


5 Enter - 
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Enter Landlady. 


Landl. Madam, did your Ladyſhip call ? 
Clar. Does one Mr. Meg gat live in this Neighbourhood ? 


Landl. Yes, Madam, a fine Gentleman, and keeps a 
noble Houſe, and a World of Company. 

C/ar. Very well. I don't want his Hiitory. I wonder 
my Servants are not come yet. 

Landl. Lack a-day, Madam, they are all below. 

Clar. Send up one then with a Card to me. I muſt 
know the Truth of this Affair immediatly. [Exe ant. 


eee een 
FUF 
ACTYV. SCENE 1 


A Room in Mr. Strictland's Hauſe. Ar. and 
Ars. Strictland diſcover'd ; foe weeping, and he 


9 at a Table. 
.STRICTLAND. 
Eigh | T Ho! 
Mr. Strict. What can poſſibly be the Occafion of 

that Sigh, Madam ? You have yourſelf agreed to a 
Maintenance, and a Maintenance no Dutcheſs need be 
aſham'd of. s 

Mrs. Strict. But the Extremities of es nien that 
drove me to that Agreement 

Mr. Striqt. Were the Effect of your own Follies. 
Why do you diſturb me ? [rites on, 
Mrs Serict. I would not willingly give you a Moment's 
Uneaſi neſs. I but defire a fair and equal Hearing: And 
if I ſatisfy you not in every Point, then abanden me, 
diſcard me to the World,. and its malicious Tongues. 

Mr. Strict. What was it you ſaid ?-Darmn this Pen. 

Mrs. S:rict. I ſay, Mr. Srictland, I would only— - 

Mr. S:rict. You would only vod would only 
repeat what you have been ſaying this Hour, I am inno- 
cent; and when I ſhew'd you the Letter I had taken 
from your Maid, what was then your poor Evaſion, but 
that z7 was 40 Clarinda, aud you were innocent? 


Mrs, 
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Mr. Strict. Heaven knows I am innocent. 

Mrs. Strict. But I know your C/arinda, your Woma:: 
of Honour is your Blind, your Cover, your—But why 
do I diſtract myſelf about a Woman I have no longer 
any Concerns with; Here, Madam, is your Pate. A 
Letter to your Brother in the Country. 

Mrs. Strict. Sir | 

Mr . Stri 3. J have told him what a Siſter he is to re- 
ccive, and how bid her welcome. 

Mrs: Stridt. Then my Ruia is compleat. My Brother! 

Mr. Strict. I muſt vindieate my own Honour. Elfe 
What will the World ſay ? | 5 

Mrs. Strict. That Brother was my only Hope, my 
only Ground of Patience. In his Retirement I hoped 
my Name might have been ſafe, and ſlept, till by ſome 
happy Means you might at length have known me in- 
nocent, and pitted me, ** 

Mr. Strict. Retirement! pretty Soul! No! No! That 
Face was never made for Retirement. It is another Sort 
of Retiring you are fitteſt for Ha! Hark! What's that? 
(4 Kncking at the Dor.) Two gentle Taps- And why but 
two ! Was that the Signal, Madam ? Stir not on your Life. 

Mrs. Strict. Give me Reſolution, Heaven, to bear this 
Uſage, and keep it ſecret from the World. ( Has 

Mr. Strict. J will have no Signs, no teme. No Hem 
to tell him I am here. Ha! another Tap. The Gen- 
gleman is in haſte, I find. (Opers th: Door, and Enter 
Teſter) er! why did you. not come in, Raſcal? 
(Beats bim) All Vexations meet to croſs me. 

Teſter. Lard, Sir; What do you ſtrike me for? My 
Miſtreſs order d me never to come in where ſhe was, 
without firſt knocking at the Docr. | 
Mr Strict. Oh, cunning Devil! T/fer is too honeſt 
to be truſted. | 
Mrs. Strict. Unhappy Man! Will nothing undeceive 


| him? (SA 


Teſter. Sir, here is a Letter. 
Mr. Strict To my Wite ? | 
Fefier. No Sir, to you. The Servant waits below. 
Mr. Strict. Art ſure it is a Servant? | 
Teer. Sir, (Faring] It is Mr. Buckle, Sir. 


Me. 
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Mr. Strict, Jam mad: I know not what to ſay, or 
do, or think. But let's read. Leads to nimjelf 


Sir, We cannot bear to reflect that Mrs Strictland may 
peſibly be ruin'd in your Eflecm, and in the Veice of the 
WH'.rla, only by the Cin uſiun which aur Aﬀairs tas made it 
Tour Famih, without rffering all within our Perrer to clear 
#2: M Junderſl anding between you. If vou will give yourſelf 
the Trous.c but t- fep to Mr Meggot's, where al! ibe Parties 
ewiil .; wwe avuvt not but fe (ban entirely ſaticfy your 
mf? facrant Sa picions, te the Hr1:ur F Mrs Strictland, 
ard ie Quiet of yorr Loves, Jacintha, John Bellamy. 
Hey; Here is the whole Gang witneſſing for one ano- 
ther. They think J am an Aſs, and will be led by 
the Noite to believe every thing. Call me a Chair. [Exit 
Teſter] Yes, I will go to this Rendezvous of Enemies 
I will and find out all her Plots, her Artifices and 
Contrivances: It will clear my Conduct to her Brother, 
and all her Friends. [EE.eit Mr Strictland 
Mrs. rid. Gone, fo abruptly; What can that Let- 
ter be about? No matter: There is no Way left to 
make us eaſy but by my Diſgrace, and I mult learn to 
ſuffer. Lime and Innocence will teach me to bear it 
patiently. | | 


| Luber Lucetta. 

Lace. Mr: Belluny, Madam (for my young Lady i is 
2 begs y would follow Mr S:rif/.u4 to Mr 
N. g me makes no coubt but ſhe ſhall be able to 

= you and my Mater E21). 

Mrs Serict. But how came ſhe to know any thing of 
the Matter 

| Lucet. T have been with them, Madam; I could not 
bear to ſee ſo good a Lad, ſo ill treated. 

Mrs S“ 77. | am indeed, Lutte, ill treated: But I 
hope this Day will be the laſt of it. 

Lucet. Nadim Clu inda and Mir Hen will be there: 
And the youug Gentleman, Madam, who Was W:th you 
in this Room: 1. ght. 

Mrs Strict. Ha; if he is there, there may be Hopes; 
and i is worth the iry ing. 


Lucet. 
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Lucet. Dear Lady Let me call a Chair. 


Mrs, Strict. I go with you. I cannot be more wretched 
than I am. Exc. 


s C EN E I. 
A Room in Meggot's Heu r. 
Enter Frankly, Ranger, Bellamy, Jacintha, ard Meggot 


Frank, Oh, Ranger! This is News indeed. Your 
Couſin, and a Lady of ſuch Fortune! 

Rang. | have done the Buſineſs for you. I tell you . 
ſhe's your own. She loves you. 
Frank, Words are too faint to teli the Joy I feel. 

Rang. I have put that Heart of her's into ſuch a Flut- 
ter, that I'll lay a hundred Guineas, with the Aſliſtance 
which this Lady has promis'd me, I fix her yours directly 

Facin. Ay, ay, Mr. Farah, we have a Deſign upon 
her which cannot fail. But you muſt obey Orders. 

Frank, Moſt willingly. But remember, dear LAY. I 
have more than Life at Stake. 

Facin. Away then into the next Room; for the is this 
Inſtant coming hither. 

Frank. Hither? You ſurpriſe me more and more. 

Facin, Here is a Meflage from her by which ſhe de- 
fires leave to wait on me this Afternoon. 

Rang. Only for the Chance of freeing you here, I 
ajlure ye. 

Frank. Let me hug thee, tho' I know not how to be- 
lieve it. 

Rang. Pſha! Prithee, do not {tile me ! It is a buſy 
Day, a very buſy Day: 

Jack digg. thou art the moſt unaccountable Creature 
in Life. 

Rang. But the moſt lucky one, Zack, if I ſucceed for 
Frankly, as T have for B. “ my, and my Heart whiſpers 


me I ſhall. Come in moſt noble Mr Buckle : And whaz 
have you to propoſe. „ 


Enter Buckle. 


Bucll., A Lady Madam, in a Chair ſays her Name is 
Clarin a. Jan. 


62 The Suſpicious Husband. 

Facin, Deſire her to walk up. | 

Belia. How could you Jet her wait ? (Exit Buckle. 
You muſt excuſe him, Madam. Buck/e is a true Bat- 
chelor's Servant, and knows no Manners. | 

Facirn. Away, away, Mr. Frankly, and ſtay till I call you. 
A Rap with my Fan ſhall be the Signal [Exit Frankly. J. 
We make very free with your Houſe, Mr. Megget. 
Jack. Mg. Oh! You could not eblige me more 

: Enter Clarinda. | 

Clur. Dear Mrs. Bellamy, pity my Confuſion. I am 
to wiſh you Joy, and aſk your Pardon all in a Breath. 
I know not what to ſay, I am quite aſham'd of my laſt 
Night's Behaviour. 5 
Facin. Come, come, Clarinda, it is zll well. All is 
over and fogot. Mr. Bellamy _ - [Valute. 

Car. I wiſh you Joy, Sir, with all my Heart, and 
ſhould have been very ſorry if any Folly of mine had 
prevented it. DER 

Bella. Madam I am oblig'd to you. | 

Clar. LAfide] I ſee nothing of Mr. Franky! My Heart 
miſgives me. 

Rang. And fo, you came hither purely out of Friend- 
ſhip, Good-nature, and Humility. 

Clar. Purely. | Ct 

| Rang. To confeſs your Offences, to beg Pardon, and 
to make Reparation. 

Ciar. Purely. Is this any thing io extraordinary? 

Fact. Meg. The moſt ſo of any thing in Life, I think. 

Rang. A very whimſical Buſineſs Br ſo fine a Lady, 
and an Errand you ſeldom went on before, I fancy, my 
dear Ccuſin. 

Facin. Never, I dare ſware, if J may judge by the 
aukward Concern ſhe ſhews in delivering it. 

C:ar. Concern? Lard! well! I proteſt, you are all 
exceeding pretty Company! Being ſettled for Life, Ja- 
cinth7, gives an Eaſe to the Mind, that brightens Con- 
verſation ſtrangely. | 
Jan. Jam ſorry, with all my Heart, you are not 
in the ſame Condition ; for as you are my Dear, you are 
horridiy chagrize. N 


Rang, 
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Rang. But with a little of our Help, Madam, the- 


Lady may recover, aud be very good Company. 
Clar. Hum ! What does he mean, Mr. Bellamy ? 
Bella. Aſk him Madam. 

Car: Indeed I ſhall not give myſelf the Trauble. 
Facin. 'Then you know what he means. 


C/ar. Something PC I ſuppoſe, not worth 


explainin 
| F — 4 is ſomething you won't let him explain, 1 
nd. 
Enter a Servant, and whiſpers Megeot. 
Jack. Meg. Very well! Defire him to walk into the 
Parlour, Madam, the Gentleman is below. 
Facin. Then every one to your Poſt. You know 
your Cues. 
Kang. I warrant ye. (Zæcunt Gent/eman, 


C/ar. All gone! I am glad of it, for I want to ſpeak. 


to you. 
Facin. And I, my dear Clarinda, have ſomething which 


I do not know how to tell you. But i it muſt be known, 


ſooner or later. 

Clar. What's the matter? 

Jacin. Poor Mr. Frank/y——— 

Clar. You fright me out of my Senſes ! 
4 Fo Has no Wounds, but what you can cure. Ha, 

—_— 
Clar. Phah! Tam angry. 
Facin. Pſhah ! You are pleas' d—— And wi!l be more 
ſo, when ! tell you, this Man, whom Fortune has throun 
in your Way, is in Rank and Temper, the Man in the 
World, who ſuits you beſt for a Huſhand. 

Clar. Huſband ! I fay, Huſvand, indeed! Where will 
this end ? [ {fe 
Facin. His very Soul is yours, and he only waits an 

Opportunity of telling you fo. He is in the next Room. 
Shall I call him in? 

Car, My dear Girl, hold! | 

Facin. How fooliſh is this Coyneſs now, Clarinda ? If 
the Men were here indeed, ſomething * be ſaid.— 
And fo, Mr. Frankly! 

C/ar. How can you be fo teazing ? 


. . > 
F ac: 2, 


1 
| 
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Facin, Nay, I am in downright Earneſt : And to ſhew | 
you ho particular J have been in my E nquiries, tho' I 
now you have a Spirit above regarding the modiſh, 
paltry Way of a Smithfic/d Bargain—His Fortune 
Clar. I don't care what his Fortune 1s. 


Facin. Don't you ſo? Then you are farther gone than 
T thought you were. 

Clar. No, Pſha; privthee I don't mean fo neither. 

Facir. I don't care what zou mean: But you won't 
like him the wo:fe, I hope, for having a Fortune fu- 
perior to your own. Now ſha'l I call him in ? 
> Pho, dear Girl! Some other Time. 

Fain. [fs wit! her Far) That's the Signal, and 
here he is. You ſhall not ſtir: I poſitively will leave 
you togetier, - (Exi! Jacintha 

Clur. I tremble all over. | 


Enter Frankly. 


Frank. Puna this Freedom, Madam But I hope 


our N. 0 a met with a common Friend! in 


Ce. Sip q | 

Frank, Makes any farther Apology for my 3 Behaviour 
laſt Night abiolute:y rnnecefiary, = 

Car. So far, Mr Fart, that I think the Apology 
ſhould be rather on my Side, for tne impertinent Buſtle 
I made about her. | 

Frank. T's Leaaviour 2 ves me Hopes, Madam : 
Pardon the Conſtroctior But from the little Buſtle 
you made about the Lacy, may not hope, you was not 
quite indifferent about the Gentleman? 

Cr. Have a care of being too ſanguine in your 
Hope : A gut not a Love of Power, or the Satisfaction 
of {hewir.g that Power, or the dear Pleaſure of abuſin 
that Power ; right not theſe have been Foundation 
engugn for more than what I did? 

Fass, Charming Woman With moſt of your 
Sex, I gran, they might, but not with you: Whatever 
Power your beauty pres, your Good-nature will allow 
you no other Cie of it than to oblige. 

Car. Ihis is the of Compliment, Mr Frankly 


Front 
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Frank. Not in my Opinion, Jaſſure you, Madam; 
and I am now going to put it to the Trial. 

Clar. [Ai le.] What is he going to ſay now? | 

Frank. [ile] What is it that ails me, that I cannot 
ſpeak ? Pſha ! he here! 

Euter Ranger. 

Clar. Interrupted ! impertinent ! 

Rang. There is no Sight fo ridiculous as a Pair of 
your true Lovers. Here are you two now, bowing and 
cringing, and keeping a Paſſion ſecret from one another, 
that is no Sceret to all the Houſe beſide. And if you 

don't make the matter up immediately, it will be all 
over the Town within theſe two Hours. 

Clar. What do you mean ? 

Frank. Ranger 


Rang. Do you be quiet, can't ye! 4f4e] But it is o- 
ver, I ſuppoſe, Couſin, and you have given him your 
Conſent. 

Clar. Sir, the Liberties you are pleas'd to take with 
me 

Rang. Oh! in your Airs ſtill, are you ? Why then, 


Mr. Frank's, there is a certain Lenes of yours, vir, to 
this Lady. 


C/ar. A Letter to me ! 
Rarg. Ay! to you, Madam. 
Frank, Ha! what of that Letter? 
Kang. It is only fallen into Mr. S:rict/and”s Hands, 
that is all; and he has read it. 
Rang. Ay ! read it to all his Family at home, and to 
all the Company below: And if ſome Stop be not put 
to it, it will be read in all the Coffee houſes in Town. 
Frank. A Stop! This Sword ſhail put a Stop to it, or 
I will periſh in the Attempt. % 
Rang. Rut will that Sword put a Stop to the Talk of 


the Town ? Only make it talk the _ take * 
Word for it. 


Clar, This is all a Trick. 
Rarg. Is it fo? you ſtall {ſoon * that, my fine 
Conſin. (Exit Ranger. 


Fraun. It is 8 too true, I fear. There is ſuch a 
Letter which I gave Lucetta. Can you forgive me? Was 


1 
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F much to blame, when I could neither ſee, nor heaz 
of you? 
Cllar. Tenarriy T1 You give yourſelf, Mr. ** 
Thookab more Uneafineſſes than you need about me. 
Frank. If this Uneaſineſs but convinces you how much 
I love yeu Interrupted again ! | 
C/ar. | Aſide] This is downright Malice. 
Enter Ranger. follow'd 4 Jacintha, Ar. Strictland, 
Bellamy, and Meggort. 
Rang. Enter, Enter, Gentleman and Lady. 
C/ar. Mr. Strictland here! What is all this? 
Rang. Now you ſhall ſee whether this is a Trick or no. 
Jacin. Do not be uneaſy, my Dear; we will explain 
it to you. 
Frank. I cannot bear this trifling, Ranger, when wy 
Heart is on the rack. 
Rang. Come this way then, und learn. 
[Jacintha, Clarinda, Frankly, and Ranger retire. 
[M-. Strictland, Bellamy, and Meggot aurance. 
Mr. Strich. Why, I know not well what to ſay. This 
has a Face. This Letter may as well agree with C/arinda 
as with my Wife, as you have told the Story; and La- 
cetta explain'd it ſo But ihe for a Sixpenay Piece 
would have conſtru'd it the other way. 
Fack Meg. But, Sir, if we produce this Mr. Frank to 
pou, and he owns himſelf the Author of this Letter— 
Bella. And if Clarinda likew iſe, be brought before your 
Face to encourage his Addreſſes, there can be no far- 
ther Room for Doubt. 
Mr. Serict. No- Let that appear, and I ſnall—1I 
think I ſhall be ſatisfied . But yet. it cannot be 
Bella. Why not? Hear me, Sir. [They talk. 
[ Jacintha, Clarinda, Frankly, ard Ranger advance. 
Facin. In ſhort, C/arinda. unleſs the Aﬀair is made 
up directly; a Separation, with all the Obloquy on her 
Side, mult be the Conſequence. 
C/ar. Poor Mrs. Strictland, I pity her; but for bim, 
he deſerves all he feels were it ten times what it is. 
Facin. It is far her ſake only, that we beg of you both 
to hear * Impertinence. * 
ar, 


- 
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Clar. With all my Heart. You will do what you 
pleaſe with me. 

Frank. Generous Creature! 

Mr. Srict. Ha! here ſhe is, and with her the very Man 
I ſaw deliver the Letter to Lacetta I do begin to fear I 
have made myſelf a Fool—Now for the Proof. — Here 
is a Letter, Sir, which has given me great Diſturbance, 
and theſe Gentlemen aſſure me it was writ hy you. 

Frank, That Letter, Sir, upon my Honour | leſt this 
Morning with Lucetta, for this Lady. 

Mr. Strict. For that Lady! and, Frankly, the Name 
at the Bottom, is not feign'd, but your real Name ? 

Frank. Frankly is my Name. 

Ar. Strict. I ſee, I feel myſelf ridiculous. 

Facin, Now, Mr. Srictland hope 

Fach. Meg. Ay ! ay! a clear Caſe. 


Mr. Srict. I am ſatisfied, and will go this Inſtant to 


Ars. Strictland. 


Rang. Why then the Devil fetch me, if this would 


ſatisfy me. 

Me. Strig. What's that? 

Nang. Nay, nothing: It is no Affair of mine. 

Bella. What do you mean, Rarger? 

Mr. Serict. AY, what do you mean? I will know be- 
fore I ſtir. 

Rang, With all my Heart, Sir. Cannot you ſce chat 
all this may be a concerted Matter between them ? 

Frank. Ranger, you know I can reſent. 

Mr. Strict. Go on —— I will defend you, let who 


will reſent it. 


 Rarg. Why then, Sir, I declare — your Friend : 
and were [ as you nothing but their immediate 
Marriage ſhould convince me. 

Mr. Strif. Sir, you're right, and are my Friend in- 
deed: Give me your Hand. 

Rang. Nay, where I to hear her ſay I, c larinda, take 
thee Charles, I would not believe mem "till I ſaw them 
a-bed together. Now reſent it as you will. 

Mr. Striq. Ay, Sir, as you will. But nothing leſs. 
ſhall convince me ; and ſo, wy fine Lady, if you are in 
Earneſ. Clar. 


| F 
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Clir. Sure Mr. Cin land 
Mr Strid. Nay, no Rouncing ! You cannot eſcape. 
Ku. Why, Froi3:", has t no SOui ? 

Frans. I pity her Co fuſior. 

Rang. Pity her Contuion ? the Man's a Foul—Here, 
take her Hand 

Frart, Thus on my Kaces then, let me ravith with 
your Hand, your Heart. 

Clar. Ra iih it you cannot; for it is with ail my Heart 

I give itto you. 

_ Mr. Strict. I am ſatisfied. 
| Car, And fo am I, now it once is over. 

Nas g. And ſo am l, my daint; Conn And TI with 


you Joy of a Man, your Whole Scx would go to Cuffs 


for, if they knew bim but half ſo veil as 1 do—Ha! 
She here? This is more than I bargain d for. LHue 
flacintha /e. d in Mes. Sti ictland. 


Mr. S'rict. [Enbracing Mrs. Strictluss] Madam, re- - 
proach me not with my Folly, and you ſhall never hear 


of it again. 
Mrs. $:rict. Reproach you? No! Ifever you hear 


leaſt Reflection paſs my Lipe, foriake me in that Inſlant. 


Cr, what would yet be wor.e, ſuſpect again. 


Mr. +trict. It is enough. I am aſham'd to talk to 
thee — This Letter which 1 wroie to your Brother, thus I. 
tear in Pieces, and with it part for ever with my Jea- 


louſy. 


Mrs. Strict. This is a Joy, indeed ! as great as un- 


expected. Yet there is one tliing wanting to make it 
laſting. 


Rang. What the Devil is coming now ? [ Hate. 


Mrs. Strict. Be aſſur'd, every otter Suſpicion of me 


was as unjuſt as your latt ; tho' perhaps you had more 
Foundations for your Fears. 

Rang. She won't tell, ſure, for her own ſake. [ 4/#e. 
Mrs. Strict. All mult be Gear's before my Heart will 
be at Eaſe. 

Rarg. It looks plaguy like it, tho [4 * 

Mr. Scrict. What mean you ? J am all Attention. 

Mrs. Strict. There was a Man, as you ſuſpeRed, in 
my Chamber laſt Night. 


Mr. S:rict. Ha! take Care, I ſhall relapſe. 
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Mrs. Sri. That Gentleman was he—— 
Rang, Here is a Devil. for you! [Ade 
Mrs. S:r:-/. L. et him explain the reſt. 
Rang. A Frolick! a mere Frolick ! on my Life. | 
Mr. Sg. A Frolick ! Zounds ! [ hey interpoſe 
Rang. Nay, der t let us quarrel the very Moment you 
declar'd you. felt my Friend. There was no harm done, 
I promiſe you. ay, never frown. After J have told 
my Story, any Satisfaction you are pleas'd wo alk, I ſhall 
be ready to give. 
Mr. 5, ic. Be quick then, and eaſe me of my Pain. : 
Rang. Why the, as I was ſtrolling about laſt light, 
upon the Look out, I muſt confſeis Chant e, and 
Chance only convey's me io your Hob: e Her | eſpied | 
Ladder of Ropes moſt inviting ioP oc: c tone Window. 
Ur Which Ladder | had faden tor my Etcape. 
r. S!rict. Procced. | 
Karg. Up mounted I, and p If. od have gone, if 
it had bern in the Garret. I op-n'.! one Door, then 
another, and, to my great Surprise, the whole Houſe 
was ent At laſt, I ſtole into a Koom where this Lady 
yas undreſſin 


Mr. Strict. 'Sdeath and the Devil! you Cid not dare, 
ſure 

Rang. I don't know whither | aud Jared, or no: if I 
had not heard the Maid ſay ſomething of her Maſter's 


being jealous. Oh! —Damn me, thought I, then the 
* ak 1 half done to my Hands 


. Do you mind that, Mr. 8:ricthan ? 

FR Strict. Ido 1 do, toll feelingly. 

Rang. The Maid grew ſaucy, id moſt convemiently 
to my Wiſhes, was turn d out of tne Room; and if you 
had not the beit Wife in the World | | 

Mr. Strict. Ounds! Ju, but what Right have you— 

Fang. What Right, dir? If you will be jealoas of 
your Wife without a Cauſe ; If you will be out at that 
time of Night, wien you might have been ſo much bet- 
ter employ” "4 at home: We young | ellows think we 
have a Right * 


Mr. Strict. No joking, I beſeech you. You know 
not what I red. 


Rang. 
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Rang. Then ſeriouſly, I was mad, or drunk enough, 


call it which you will, to be very rude to this Lady ; for 
which I aſk both her Pardon and yours! I am an odd 
ſort of a Fellow, perhaps: But | am above telling you, 
or any Man, a Lie, Damn me, if I am not. 

Mr. Strict. I muſt, I cannet but believe you; and for the 
future, Madam, you ſhall find a Heart ready to love 
and truſt you. No Tears I beg. I cannot bear them. 

Mrs. Strick. I cannot ſpeak, and yet there is a Fa- 
vour, si | 


Mr. Stria. 1 underſtand vou — And, as a Proof 
of the Sincerity with which I ſpeak, I beg it as a Fa- 


vour of this Lady, in particular [7 Clarinda] and of 
all the Company in general, to return to my Houſe im- 


mediately : where every thing, Mr. Bellamy, ſhall be 
No Thanks, I 


ſettled to your entire Satisfaction. 
have not deſerv'd them. 

Fack. Meg. I beg your Pardon, Sir, the Fiddles are 
ready. Mrs. Bellamy has promis'd me her Hand, and I 


won't part with one of you till Midnight; and if you 


are as well ſatisfied as you pretend to be, let our Friend 


Rattie here begin the Ball with Mrs. S:ritland; for he- 


ſeems to be the Hero of the Day. 

Mr. Strict. As you and the Company pleaſe. 

Rang. Why, this is honeſt. Continue but in this Ha- 
mour, and Faith! Sir, you may truſt me to run about 
your Houſe like a Spaniel —1 cannot ſufficiently admire 
at the Whimſicalneſs of my good Fortune, in being ſo 
mitrumental to this general — Bellamy, 
Frankx, T wiſh you joy with all my Heart (tho' I had 
rather you ſhould be married than TI, for all that.) Never 
did Matrimony appear to me with a Smile upon her 
Face, *till this inftant. | 
Sure Joys for ever wait each happy Pair, 

Whea Senſe the Man, and V irtue crowns the Fair; 
And kind Compliance proves their mutual Care. 
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Written by Mr. GARRICK. 


Spoken by Mrs. PRITCHARD. 


And the old Sinners caſt a wicked Leer: 
Be not alarm d, ye Fair---You've nought to fear. 
No tuanton Hint, no looſe ambiguous Senſe. - 
Shall flatter vicious Taſte at your Expence. 
Leaving for once theſe ſhameleſs Arts in vogue: 
Wee give a Fable for the Epilogue. 


An Als there was, our Authir bad me ſay, , 
bo needs muſt writc== He did And wrote a Play. 
The Parts were caf to various Beaſts and Fool: 
Their Stage a Barn ; The Manager an Owl. 
7 he Houle was cramm d at Six, with Friends and Foes; 
Rakes, Wits and Criticks, Citizens and Beaux. 

Theſe Characters appear d in different Shapes 

Of Tigers, Foxes, Horſes, Bulls and Apes; 

With others too, of lower Rank and Station 

A perfect Abſtract of the Brute Creation. 

Each, as he felt, mark'd cut the Author's Faults, 

And thus the Connoiſſeurs expreſs'd their Thoughts, 

The Critic-curs fr/t ſnar/4—the Rules are broke, 

Time, Place, and Action, facrific'd to Fore. 

The Goats cry'd aut, Itvuas formal, dull, ard chaſie———_ 
Nit writ fir Beajis of Gallantry and Taſte. 

The Horned-Cattle here in piti:ns taking, 

At Fornication, Raper, and Cuckold-making. 

The Tigers ſore, He wanted Fire and Paſſin; 
Toe Apes condemn” d. becauſe it toas the Futon, 


HO the young Smarts, I ſer, Zegin to ſneer, g 


Toe 


— ES 


EPTILOGU-E. 
The generens Steeds allom' d bim proper Merit: 
Here mark his Faults, au, there approt d his Spirit. 
While Brother-Bards bray'd forth with u/ual Spleen, 
And, as they heard, explided every Scene, | 
When Reynard's Thoughts were d, the ſbrugging Sage, g 


Fam'd for Hypocriſy, and wirn with Age, 

Co demn d, the ſhameleis Licence of the Stage. 
Mt which the Mmikey ſhipp'd from Box to Box. 
And whiſper" d round, the Fudgment of the Fox. 
Abus'd the Mederns ; tult d of Rome 2nd Greece: 
Bilk'd "ry Box-keeper ; and damn'd the Piece. 


New ery Fable bas a Moral 40 i. 
Be Churchmar, Stateſman, any Thing 4 4 Peet, 


In Law, or Phyfick, quack in what you will ; * | 
Cant and Grimace conceal the Want of Ekill : 

Secure in theſe, his Gravity may pa | 

But here no Artifice can J ide the Aſs. 2 
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PROLOGUE. 
Spoken by Mr. ELRIN OTO. 


JIT and You Critics have, in ev'ry Age, 
Maintain'd hot Wars with ſtill unwearicd Rage: 
The Quarrel might, perhaps, be grounded right, 
And only Falſe Wit did your Spleens excite : 
Thus was your Anger juſt, and its Effeft 
Good Senſe teflabhiſh and bad Taſtes correct: 
But now you judge from Paſſion, not from Reaſon ; 
All Wit's thought Factious, and all Satyr---T reaſon. 
To what ſad End the Bard mujt rack his Brain, 
Whilſt you'll firſt damn his Wordt, and then---explain. 
Action and Art are laſt, when Cenſure's Sword 
J ready out, and certain Death's the Word. 

Our Author for himſelf all Fears diſclaims, 
Since he alone at your Diverſion aims; 
And counts it Merit, if he can but move 
His Pit by Laughter his poor Scenes approve ; 
But mourns the ungen'rous Fealouſy of Spleen, 
That reſts to vile Conſtruction ih harmleſs Scene, 

Be juſt at leaft, if you will not be hind, 

rrazgn us not for Things we nc er Aff; 

"Tis hard beneath a double Load to bod; 
O be not Partial and Invet rate too 
Sawaln with Succeſs, and in Opinion high, 
Our Rivals all our weak Efforts def) ; 
And laugh to ſee us toil and heave in vain, 
Like Siſyphus, a Stone which backwards falls again. 

Sure we are ſeated on Enchanted Grouad, 8 
And nought can proſper till the Charm's unbound : # 
Prejudice the fatal Magici be, 
Your Smiles may looſe that Charm, and ſet us free! 
Let not thoſe poor forſaken Benches p93 
Like Fairy Rings on which no Graſs will grow : 
Divide your Favours with an equal Hand, 
We'll ftrive to prize em, tho wwe can't comman: 
1F then our Stage your gen rous Pity raiſe, 
The leſs aur Merit is, the more your Praije. 
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Dramatis Perſons. 


M E N. 


| Colonel Manley, a Gentleman of For- Mr. Leigh. 


tune, 


Charles Courtwell, a Younger Bro- . Elxi gton 


ther of a ſinall Fortune, 


 $i+ Amorous Vainwit, a Boaſting Mr. Bullock, jun 


Perantich Fop of a large Eftate,- - 


Mr. Vulture, an old rich litigious | M.. Bullock, er. 


Stock Jobber, 
Aſpin, Servant to Colonel Manly, Mr. Spiller. 
Butler, = | ——— HM; Ogden. 

—— W. Eaton. 


Ia h Outſide, a rich young Ide, As. Rogers. 


 Pi:randa, Courtweli's 9/er, *1 Mrs. Crofs. 


yeung Lady of a good Fartune, 
Clarinda, a Gent/earoman of a good 
Family, debauch'd by Sir ELEC 6 Mr 7. Spiller, 


Neceflary, the Nidau Chamber- — $ bes Elſom 


1 


Betty Clarinda's Maid. 
C hairmen. 


SCENE, LONDON. 


Time of . n, from Four 7 the Clock in the Afier- 
4 259m, a Elecen at Night. 


RIDDLE 


ALI) 


ACT I. SCENE « Chanter. 


Enter Celine! Manly, and his Man Aſpin. The Colonel 


peruſing a Letter. 


Colonel 618 


EERE is ſomething in the Adventure 
of this Lady ſo very unaccountable, (ev'n 
beyond the natural Extravagance of her 
Se) that J am not able to gueſs what 
Bas ſhe defigns, or what ſhe ſhou'd be. 
| Ain. Why, Sir, according to my 

Mallow Underſtanding, her Deſign muſt be upon your 
Perſon ; but what ſhe is, 1 cannot poſſibly find out; but 
do firmly believe tis ſome Fairy or other, who has 
taken a Liking to you.—Why, you laugh now, Maſter, 
but upon my Soul I have not reſted one Night in quiet 
ſince this 'T hought came into my Head. 

Col. Man. Away with theſc fooliſh Chimæra's. 


A 3 4. 
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Aj. Why, Sir, you are as unbelieving as a Jew.---I 


am certain I was not deceiv'd laſt Night; for peepin 


thro" the Key-hole of the Door, I ſaw this ſame Spirit 
that is in Love with you, and a hopeful Attendant with 
her; but I own I had not the Courage to go in and 
keep 'em Company. 
Man. And cou'd not you ſee where they went out * 
Aſp. See where they went out! Why, no doubt they 


_ vamiſh'd, according to their uſual Cuftom ; but let em 


where they will, I'm ſure I was ſo frighted, that as 
ſtood at th' Top of the Stairs, my Fear let me tum- 


ble to the Bottom 


Man. It ſhall go very hard but I'll diſcover her.---It 
certainly muſt be ſhe that I have met three or four times 
in the Park, the Stile of her Letters is ſo like the Diſ- 
courſe of that witty Creature.---Well, if it be ſhe, and 
the Beauty of her Face comes up to that of her Shape, 
her Mien, her lilly Hands and ſnowy Breaſts, I ſhall 
run diſtracted for her. = 

Ap. That's more than I ſhall do for her Ladyſhip's 
Attendant; beſides I don't like this Correſpondence with 
Fairies, my Conſcience utterly diſapproves of ſuch dia- 
bolical Proceedings. | 

Man. Your Fear, you mean: You'll be very fit to 
follow me to a Camp if there ſhou'd be Occaſion. 

Aſp. O dear Sir, by no means. My Talent (I thank 
you) lies all to Civil Employment ; I'll leave the Part of 

ving one's Throat cut to ſuch noble Gentlemen as you 
are---But for this Spirit, Sir, ſince you are fo arm'd 
with Reſolution, why don't you ſpeak to it ? 

Man. Why, Sirrah, when I found a Letter my 
Table th' other Day, in which ſhe me to 
leave an Anſwer in the ſame Place, did not I watch a 
whole Day and Night to ſee her? And when I deſ- 

'air'd of her Appearance, and ſtept into the next Room 
or half a quarter of an Hour, was not my Letter gone 


at my Return? 


Enter Courtwell. 
Ha ! Charles Courtwell/ the very Man I was wiſhing 


for; I have the moſt whimſ cal Adventure to acquaint | 


you Eh- | 


Court. 


WoMu AN is a RIDDLE. 7 
Court. Colonel Manly, your Servant: Four o Clock, 


and not yet dreſt? Why, tis a Miracle to meet with | 


you at Home at this Hour. 

Man. Faith I find ſo little good Company abroad, 
that there's no ew oa | 

Court. But I preſume, have had ſome at Home 
that has kept you in your ſo late. | 
Man. No faith, 'twas a Debauch that I made laſt 
Night, which kept me out of it till Seven this Morn- 


| Court. O! you ſhou'd drive out one Debauch with 
another ; you'll not be yourſelf till you're warm with 


the ſame Sport: What ſay you, will you make one to a 


Bowl of Rack-Punch at Charing-Crojs ? | 
Man. No, faith, I can't approve of your Cure for a 
Drunken Sickneſs. 5 

Court. If you are not diſpos d for Drinking, will you 

g — the Playhouſe, there's a new Comedy to be acted 

to Night? „ 

— I nauſeate the Place; tis become worfe of late 
than a Coffee-Houſe: The Rage of Party is ſo Predo- 
minant, that ev'n publick Diverſion is interrupted, and 
tis impoſſible to fit out a Play with any Satisfaction, for 
the ridiculous Comments which a Man is oblig'd to hear 
from the Politicians in the Pit. 

Court. That is a publick Grievance indeed, and not 
to be redreſs'd, but by a general Conſent of the Perſons 
who frequent the Theatres, by reſolving to go only for 

their Diverſion, without the poor Satisfaction of i 
ing their Spleen. 


Jobnſon were alive, they'd hardly believe their Pro- 
ductions legitimate; and for New Plays, there can be 


none worth ſeeing, ſince the Viciouſneſs of the Age has 


beat out Satyr's tripple row of Teeth by a kind of ge- 
neral Conſent, | - 


Court. But I muſt tell you, I think you wrong the 


modern Bards ; there are Fools expos'd in moſt of our 


new Plays. 


ing: I have as many Qualms, as a young breeding Wo- 


Alas. In ſhort, che old Plays are ſo curtail'd for ſear 
of giving Offence to Parties, that if * Fletcher, 


Man. 
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Man. Ay, of = ou they may be free with the 
Character of a Fool, for no Man will take that to him- 
felf; the greateſt Coxcomb that ever was, believ'd him- 
ſelf a Wit; but for Knaves, who dare meddle with 
them in this Age. In ſhort, the World is become ſo 
wicked, that 'tis almoſt Criminal to ſpeak againſt Kna- 
very, and you can hardly laſh a Vice, without creating 
a potent Enemy. 

Court. The mercenary Temper of the Poets has not a 
little conduc'd to the Prohibition of a Satyr. 
Man. True; we have not a Wycherly now, no Plain- 
Dealer left in the Tribe, they drop the Deſign of Co- 


medy, with the publick Good, for their private Intereſts ; 


and Fear, or Gain, or both, make em rather countenance, 
than laſh the Vices of the Age; they ſtudy _— 
0 


now, but to advance the Profits of the Third Day, ſo 


lard their Plays with Party Invectives, and by ſeverely 
railing at one Side, get their abominable Stuff ſupported 
by the Intereſt of the other. | 

Court. Well, I perceive you are no ways diſpos'd for 
any Diverſion to Night, ſo Pl leave you to your Medi- 


_ tations. | | | 


Man. No, you ſhan't go yet. | 

C-urt. O, I had forgot; Prithee what's the Adven- 
ture you have to acquaint me wath ? 

Man. III tell you——You muſt know I have an in- 
viüble Miftreſs, a Thing of Air, that conjures itſelf 
thro' the Keyhole of my Door, leaves Letters for me 
upon the Table, and returns for their Anſwers. 

Curt. This is ſurprizing indeed. 

Man. Faith tis true, tho I have left a Letter 
upon the Table in this very Room, lock'd the Door, 
taken the Key in my own Pocket, went out, return'd in 
half an Hour, my Letter has been gone, and another, by 
way of Reply, left in its Place. There's the laſt, prithee 


read it. 


Court. (reads) Colonel, You are very importunate to 
Luo wha I am, and by what Power I converſe 
with you thus: Be ſatisfy'd, I am worth the 
knowing, but will not diſcover myſelf. Love is 

the Paxwer hy which I nove, and I take a Pleaſure 


in 
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in fuxxling them I have the greateſt Value fir. 
Set 1 to work, for 1 * Riddle, expound 
me, and take me. | a 
This is the moſt romantick Adventure I ever heard of. 
Man. So you wou'd ſay indeed, did you know all- 
She is acquainted with all my Affairs, even my moſt ſe- 
cret ; nay, ſhe has intimated her Knowledge of a Diſ- 
courſe that happened only betwixt you and I, when you 
propos'd your Siſter to me, and which you enjoin'd me 
_ particularly to keep a Secret: In theſe Affairs ſhe is ex- 
rravagantly ſurprizing ; that damn'd impertinent Vice, 
Curiofity, which ruin'd the firſt Woman, has fruitfully 
ſpread itſelf thro” the whole Sex, to the Interruption of 
many acharming Intrigue, and more particularly actuates 
this little Fairy, this thing of Air, which haunts me; for 
J have not had an Affair with any Woman this Month, 
tho” never ſo ſecretly managed, but ſhe has diſcover d; 
for my _ I believe ſhe deals with the Devil. 
Aſp. Now, Maſter, I am inclin'd to believe tis the 
Devil himſelf; the rather, becauſe he wears Petticoats, 
and chooſes the Shapeof a Woman, the eaſier to compaſs 
the Ruin of a Man; befides, tis a Form that beſt agrees 
with his Infernal Qualities ; for I have often heard mar- 
ried Men affirm, That a Woman has ſo much of the De- 
vil in her Nature, that ſometimes 'twou'd puzzle a Con- 
jurer to diftinguiſh one from d other. | 
Man. Your Aſſurance is ill-tim'd=——— What evil 
Converſation has corrupted your Manners ? [Exit Aſpin. 
Court. Aſfpin approves of a modern Axiom, a Man 
had better loſe his Friend than his Jeſt— You may ob- 
ſerve by his Sentiments how apt we are to imitate our 
Superiors: The very Footmen grow prophane, and Senſe 
13 ſo much miſtakenintheſe Days, thatReligion and Ma- 
trimony are the common Topicks for the Raillery of 
our modern Wits, Lewdneſs being the diſtinguiſhing 
Mark of a fine Gentleman, and Atheiſm of a Wit. | 
Man. This Humour ſpreads itſelf too much---But as 
only foul Stomachs corrupt wholeſome Food, ſo weak 
ing only receive the Infeftion—— Ignorance 
35 the rank Soil which . 
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and Obſcenity ; but a Man of true Senſe dares be modeſt 
and religious, notwithſtanding the Tyranny of Cuſtom. 

Court. Cuſtom indeed is the greateſt Enemy to Truth ; 
ſhe has made ſuch a Similitude between Wiſdom and 
Folly, they are hardly to be diſtinguiſh'd, and very of- 
ten miſtaken one for the other. 

Man. Eſpecially in our modern Converſation, where 
the height of Wiſdom conſiſts in expoſing the Imperfec- 
tions of Mankind, and Rudeneſs and Ill-Nature paſs for 
Underſtanding. Es 

Court. Well, tis pity Raillery ever ſhou'd be accept- 


ed for Wit. 


Man. Which it will be, as long as Ill-Nature pleaſes 
every Body but the Perſon 'tis aim'd at. 

Court. I am ſurpriz'd that the Vice or Folly of a Man 
ſhou'd contribute to the Pleaſure of his Fellow-Crea- 
tnres. 

Man. Theſe Philoſophical Sentiments will never re- 
commend us to the Ladies If you defign the Acquiſi- 
tion of their Favours, you muſt comply with the Mode, 
make your Wit a Pimp to your Pleaſure, your Reaſon a 


Servant to your In ;- flatter the Perſon you have a 


Deſign upon, be ſatyrically rude to the ref of her Com- 
pany, and exquiſitely ſcurrilous upon her abſent Ac- 
quaintance ; Scandal and Tea are a fine Woman's Nou- 
riſhment. But this is a Leſſon you are not to learn; 
and now we talk of a fine Woman, how goes the Wi- 


dow and thee on ? 


Court. Why, faith, like Man and Wife, continually 


quarrelling ; but I have at laſt found her to be a very 


Woman. 


Man. How mean you? EY 

Court. She makes an Aſs of every Lover ſhe has, and 
don't know her own Mind half an Hour together; conftant 
in nothing; her Vanity is intolerable ; ſhe has ſuch an Opini- 


on of her Beauty, ſhe believes every Man that fees her is 


languiſhing ; and notwithſtanding her Vow againſt Ma- 


trimony, tis her greateſt Ambition to have a Crowd of 


Admirers; ſhe has Servants of all Sorts, and all Degrees, 


from the Nobleman to the Mechanick ; from the Beau 


to the Ruſtick ; from the Rake to the Uſurer ; from the 
| gay 
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gay airy Fop of Twenty-one, to the ſupercilious Fana- 
ck of F 1 . and from a red Coat and a Feather, 
to a japanꝰd Cane and a bruſh'd Beaver In ſhort, ſhe 
has more Lovers than a pretty Wench in an Univerſity. 
Man. I find the Widow has as many Worſhippers as 
the Aſs that carry'd the Egyptian Goddeſs, when many 
bow'd their Knees not to the Beaſt but to the Burden. 
Court. Your 3 is ſomewhat impolite. 
Man. But apt and reaſonable, Faith Charles: a free 
Jointure is the moſt attractive Grace in a Widow. I 
grant you may in the height of your Paſſion, ſay a 
world of ſine Things of the Woman; but believe me, 
you amorous Waſps that make ſuch Muſick about the 
— Gally-pot, come only for the Honey that's in't: But is 
it poſſible thou can't have a real Paſſion for the Widow? 
Court. Why not? She has Youth and Good-Nature, 
and her Beauty is able to ſoften the moſt obdurate 
Heart. | 
Man. Thy Heart, Courtwell, is like a Looking-Glaſs, 
it preſently receives the Image of what is repreſented 
before it, and as ſoon loſes it: But you have a very 
powerful Rival that you don't know of yet, Sir Ano- 
rous Vainwit. 
Court. I have ſeen the Gentleman, but have no Ac- 
quaintance with him. What Sort of a Spark is he? 
Man. A Fellow that makes Intrigues the greateſt Bu- 
ſineſs of his Life; he's a Romance in Folio, compos d 
of a thouſand comical Adventures and pleaſant Intrigues, 
which he vouches all to be his own. He has one Vice 
I greatly diſlike ; he will boaſt of Favours receiv'd from 
the firſt Women of Quality, when I am ſure the Rogue 
never had an Affair with any thing above his Laundreſs's 
Daughter, a Chamber-Maid, or a Citizen's Wife. 
Enter Aſpin. 
Ap. Sir Amorous Vainwit's Chariot is at the Door; 
will your Honour be pleas'd to be within? | 
Man. Ves: Wait on him up. This worthy Knight 
will promiſe as much as a Courtier, and perform as little; 
when you are out of his Sight you are out of his Me- 
mory : He ſpeaks ill of no Man to his Face, nor well of 
any behind their Backs, and is even vexatiouſly wi 
wich 


k 
0 


- _—— — 
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with his Complements and external Civilities: He is of- 
ten affronted, but never out of Humour; nay, I have 
known him tread upon a Man's Toes, on purpoſe to 
ſhew his Talent in aſking Pardon: He is wond'rous fond 
of obſolete Words ; I have known him compliment a 
Lady in the Terms of — and Fortification; his 
Converſation is meer Pedantry ; he's full as ridiculous, 
and more unintelligible than a k-Phyfician. 

Court. This is a very whimfical Character, and mali- 


ciouſly witty. Is he learned ? 


Man. Yes, as a French Taylor, in nothing but the 


Faſhions. | 


Court. Of what Family is he? 

Man. He was the Son of a Mercer; his Father was a 
good — Man, and ſtrove to make him (what Na- 
ture never deſign d) a Scholar, and a Man of Parts: He 

ut him early to the Univerfity, where he ſtaid three 
* to ſmall Purpoſe; from thence he was tranſplanted 
to one of our Collegiate Inns of Common Law, where 
he ſoon grew lawleſs, and unlearn'd his former little: 
But a Relation dying, and leaving a good Eſtate, he en- 


deavour d to improve himſelf, by ſeeing Foreign Places, 


ſo at once travell'd from his Country and himſelf, made 
the Tour of France, and is now return'd a very accom- 
pliſh'd Aſs. 8 

Court. Did he bring Home nothing? 

Man. Yes, abundance of miſ-ſhap'd Cloaths, and the 
Vices of the Country. . 

Enter Sir Amorous (/aughing.) i 

Sir Amo. Oh, Manly! I have almoſt burft my Sides 

with laughing, Ha, ha, ha !---Such an Adventure!--- 


Ha, ha, ha 


Man. What's the Occaſion of this Exceſs of Mirth ? 

Sir Amo. Occaſion ! Ha, ha, if ever there was greater 
Occaſion, may I be---Ha ! who's that? Mr. Courtwell 
here !---Now may Convullions ſeize and excruciate my 
Optick Nerves if | ſaw him before---O Stupidity unpa- 
rallel'd, incongruous to all Serie and Breeding ; ſdeath, 
I have inadvertently and precipitately 5 myſelf 
in an irrecoverable Confuſion---I am totally debilitated 


of all Power of Elocution, utterly incap able to excogi- 
tate 
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tate an Apology of Efficacy, to abrogate his Cenſure of 
my Ruſticity. 5 

Man. Sir Amorous, won't you ſpeak to Mr. Courtæuell. 

Sir Aus. Sir, I beg ten thouſand Pardons for my ab- 
rupt entring the Room, deviating from the Rules of po- 
lite Breeding, and erroneouſly negl ecting the juſt co- 
nomy of good Behaviour, and can only hope to expiate 
the Guilt of my Inadvertency, by an Aſſeveration of a 
ſpontaneous Contrition. I categorically bluth to thirk 
how agretical I have been ;——but the Faculties of my 
Soul were ſo dilated with the Novelty or my Adven- 
ture, that I unavoidably fell into this exorbitant and ex- 
uvious Efflux of Laughter, committing a Soliciſm of this 
Maznitude in good Manners. | 

Court. Sir, your good Manners give you too much 
trouble. | | 

Sir Amo. Prithee, Marly, introduce me to Mr. C:art- 
cell; I long to be acquainted with him, Dm me--- 

Man. Can't you introduce yourſelf, Sir. 

Sir Amy, No, this Surprize has put me quite out of 
Countenance. 

Man. That's a Miracle—— Mr. Courtauld, this is Sir 
Amoroaus Vuingrit, my particular Friend, and a Gentle- 
man that has long had an Ambition to be knn ro you. 

Sir Amo. Sir, I ſhou'd think my felt much bhonou'd 
to be rank'd in the Number of your Acquaintance. 

Court. To add one to che Number of my Friends, you 
are welcome, Sir. | 

Sir Aue. Sir, you do me too much Flonour, 

Man. but Sir Anorsus, what Adventure is this you 
are ſo full of? Come, unlade, unlade. 

Sir Ano. What! beſore Mr. Courtwelt ? 

Man, Ay, ay, he's one of us, you may ſpeak be.ore 
him, 3 | . 

Sir ud. May L- Why then I will---You know we 
Wits ought to be free before one another 


| there's 

| Charics Lachæuit, a pretty adroic Fellow, faith; very 
alert, and behaves well, when he and I meet at Pr7tor's, 
we are the moſt facetious Company in the Unive:le ; 
egad we make Wit a perfect Tenni: -Ball, bandy it from 
one to th'other. Why cou'd you think it ?---We have 
laugh'd at one another for three Hours togethe— 4s 
for my part, but no — not ſ. — 


; —— 


ing, Get you out, you naſty, dirty Cur 
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ſhou'd not ſound his own Trumpet you know——bur TI 
have put my Hand in the Lyon's Mouth, — and that, 
Sir,---ſomebody knows very well--- | 
Court. But, Sir, your Adventure? | 

Sir Amo. Gadſo, that's true Why, you muſt know 


Mr. Caurtæucll, I had the good Fortune yeſterday, to re- 


ceive a Letter of Invitation from a certain Lady of Qua- 
lity, to come and play a Game or two at Picquet with 
her in her Huſband's Abſence ;--Now it was impoſſible, 
with Honour, to refuſe meeting ſo fair a Challenger; 
not that I had any violent Inclination—— for I had, at 
the fame time, above twenty Aſſignations upon my 
Hands---I don't know what the Devil the Women ſce 
in me---"Tis the Pleaſure of my Stars, But, to pro- 
ceed---Fortune unluckily ſent her Huſband home before 
we expected him, which put the Lady ſomewhat in a 
Hurry; but I quickly diſſipated her Fear, by concealing 
myſelf under the Table—— Well, the Huſband enter'd 
the Room, and in a few Minutes call'd for Supper, 
which upon the Word, was brought in : Then, Sir, the 


Lady and he fat down to it — But the beſt Jeſt is to 


come, Ha, ha, ha, for you muſt know, the Cuckold 


pn his Legs under the Table, and feeling me lie in 


Way, gives me a confounded Kick on the Guts, cry- 


A Pox on 
him for a cornuted Coxcomb, that cou'd not ſmell his 


Hornet from his Houſe-Dog. 


Mau. But you lay ſtill I iuppoſe. 3 
Sir Aris. Moſt certainFy--A Lady's Reputation is ever 


ſafe in the ſacred Repoſitory of my Underſtanding. But 


pray mark what follows: — The Monſter was not con- 
tented with one Kick, but immediately gives me two or 
three more, crying, Rabin, prithee pull this Dog from 
under the Table, I can't make him ſtir. | 
C:urt. Flow came you off then, Sir Amorous? 
Sir Ame. Ha, ha, ha, came off! why triumphantly : 


For upon hearing that, I caught hold of part of his Leg 


with my 'Teeth, and bit him confounded]; :---He roar 
cut like a Bull---Damme, the a5. has got hold of my 
Leg --His Wiſe (knowing the Trick) pretended a Fright, 


ſqual d out, leap'd up, and (as the ſaying is) accidental- 


2 purpoſe overthrew the Table, and put out the 
ichts ;---which gave me the opportunity of m—_—_ my 
£icape 


= : "ay >, K 5 : D ä — — 
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F.ſcape in the Hurry — which with Celerity I did, by 
Jupiter. 3 | 

Court, I'll aſſure you, a very pleaſant Adventure. So 
you ſav'd the Lady's Reputation, and came off unhurt 
yourſelf. 

Sir Am. I can't ſay altogether unhurt, becauſe in 
the Fall of the Table, I happen'd to have a Diſh of 
$3p overthrown upon me, which ſpoil'd a Suit of 
white Cloaths, and ſcalded my Legs confoundedly. 
Man. That I confeſs was unfortunate : But where 
have you been this Morning. | | 

Sir Amo. In EHu , by Jupiter. 

Man. Flow ! 

Sir Ans. Revelling in Pleaſures Imperial. 

Man. Explain, explain, Man. | 

Sir Amo. Why, to deal ingenuouſly with you, I have 
paid a viſit this Morning to one of the beautiful ſt Wo- 


men in the Univerſe——A Lady, Mr. Conrtæuell, that T 


bad the good Fortune to take by the Heart ſome time 
ago; but I can't forbear telling you the Happinets 1 
enjoy'd this Morning with that Maftcrpiece of Nature 
but I won't neither, you'll think me vain. 

Man. Rather than you ſhou'd believe fo, we'll ro: 


iuſiſt on it. 


Sir Amo. Won't you ?---Why, faith that's Good-na- 
tur d now, and I will tell you Vou muſt know the 
Minute my Chariot ſtopt at the Door, I was met by her 


Woman, and with the moſt exuberant Satis{aQion, con- 


ducted to her Chamber; which I no ſooner enter d, but 
] had a full View of this charming Creature: I, Sir, 
adjuſted myſelf with an agreeable Air, fetch'd a deep 


Sigh, clapt one Hand in my Boſom, and made a Bow 


down to the Ground She, Sir, riſes out of her eaſy 
Chair, lets fly her looſe Gown, ftretches out her Arms, 


crying, Ah, you Devil, what do you come for this 


Morning ? 


Her Poſture was ſo provoking, and her 


Queſtion ſo agreeable, that without anſwering one 
Word, I ſhot into her Arms at once, embracing her 
with Herculean Force, and with a voracious Appetite 
fed on her lovely Lips, which were ſever'd by a Breath 
ſweeter than Arabian Winds, more fragrant than Vio- 
let Buds juft opening to the Merning's Eye, and on 
thoſe roſy Mounts, r to the Taſte, there hangs 
2 an 


ha, ha, ha, you muſt allow that to be good. 
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an amorous Moiſture, Nectarious Dew, ſweeter thar 
that of the Sun, when ſhining o'er the Eaſtern Hills, ex- 
hales from the Carnation Buds. 

Court. But, Sir Amorous, of fo many fine Women 
you have convers'd with, was you never honourably in 
Love with any one:? | 

Sir Amo. Never, by Jufiter — and if ever I become 
guilty of that Folly, may I be conjugally trapp'd——=No, 
Sir, I ne'er was redve d to the Neceſſity of gaining ho- 
nourabiy cne Woman. becauſe | ever had the good For- 
tune to find the whole Sex at my Service, and upon my 
own Terms. | | 

Court. You are a fortunate Man indeed; but not- 


withitanding your Succeſs, I muſt believe there are a 


great many virtuous Women in the World. 


Sir Ano. I can't contradict you, becauſe [ 4 


'em all, — but may I periſh if I don't think a handſome 


_ young Fellow, Importunity, and Opportunity, wou'd 
make the firmeſt Foundation of Virtue in any young 


Woman in Chriſtendom, 
Lan. I wonder you ſhou'd be ſo averſe to Matri- 

mov, but I ovrit venture a yu Sum you change your 

Opinion before the Year ends. 

Court, Ay, av, we muſt have you dub'd o'th' Order; 
What, Sir, „ou that have unmarry'd done ſuch Service 
in the Con: monwealth, ought to receive the Honours 
due to it in Marriage. b 

Man. That he may do and never marry. 

Sir Amos. As how! as how !---Come, I know you 
have a biting Jeit at your Tongue's end: I like your 
Wit well Colonel. Come, as how ? as how ? 

Man. Why, if you can prove your Father was o'th' 


Order )which is very pothble, we know he was a Citi- 


zen) and you lawfully begotten, then by the laudable 
Cuitom of the City, you may be a Cuckold by your 
Father's Copy, and never ſerve for it. | | 

Sir Amo. Gad, I have ionicthing in my Head that's 
ood. 


very g 
Man. ls it poſſible ! Come, cut with it in the Name 
of Vanity. 


Sir Amo. Why then, I muſt needs ſay, Colonel, your 
Satyr is like a Bee, it carries both Honey and a Sting, 


Man. 
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Man. O admirable! Wit comes as eaſily from you, 
Sir Amorous, as Preferment from a Courtier without Mo- 
ney, or Money from a Citizen without Security. | 
Sir Amo. Very good again, Faith; I'd give an hun- 
dred Pounds I cou'd have ſaid ſuch a thing myſelf, 
Enter Aſpin. 

Ap. Sir, a Porter brought this Letter for your Honour. 
Sir Ano. Hum ——hum——hum——'ideath, a Man 
of Intrigue has a curſed Life — A Pox on't, I'll not 
go—— The poor Soul will break her Heart too——Bid 
my Chariot turn about — Gentlemen, I muſt aſk your 
Pardon, I hope the Violence of my Occaſions will ef- 
ficatiouſly prevail upon your good Nature to excuſe my 
abrupt Departure. 
Man. O] we gueſs t' Occaſion, and 'twould be bar- 
| barous to detain you. 5 
Sir Amo. Generous Soul ! —— Mr. Courtavell, I beg 
you'll give me an Opportunity to eſtabliſh an Acquain- 
| tance with you, and convince you how much I am your 

Admirer and humble Servant. e 

Court. Sir, tis an Honour you muſt confer on me. 

[ Exit Sir Amorous, 

Man. What think you of this Spark for a Rival? 

Court, J have no great Apprehenſion of Danger from 
that Quarter; befides, I have luckily thought of a way 
to take him off from my Lady Out/ide. | 

Man. 3 . 8 5 

Curt. By fing my Siſter to him. | 

Man. Vary : — 22 conſider d! you'd ruin 
your Siſter by marrying her to a Coxcomb, only to ſe- 
cure your Miſtreſs | 

Court. No —— I'll only engage him to make his Ad- 
drefſes to her, and pre-acquaint her with my Defign, 
that the may hold him in play to give me the fairer Op- 
»ortunity with the Widow: In ſhort, I have told her the 
— I made to you, but not your unkind Anſwer. 

Man. No, that wou'd have been barbarous ; for 
tho' I have no very agreeable Thoughts of Matrimony, 
1 ſhou'd be glad of her Friendſhip ; an agreeavie Ac- 
quaintance gives a Reliſh to all the Pleaturcs of Lite 
— When thall J fee her? | 

Court. That's a Queſtion I can't tell how to anſwer, 
} diſapprove of a mutual Friendſhip between Perſons of 

. . B 3 a dif- 


* 46 <H., . 
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* different Sex, when there are no Thoughts of Marri- 
age; ſuch Intimacies are pernicious to Virtue, at leaſt to 
Reputation, and Converſation too often diſcovers Charms 
that prove fatal to their Owner. | 

Man. Your Diſtreſs of my Friendſhip will bring your 
own Sincerity into Suſpicion. I own I love my Plea- 
ſure, but not io paſſionately as to ſacrifice my Friend 
80 ut. 

Court. Why, look ye, Colonel, we may pleaſe our- 
ſelves with very fine Notions of Friendſhip and Honour, 


but egad, when Youth, Wit and Beauty come in Com- 


petition, Reaſon generally ſinks under th' Aſſault: The 


Eyes of a fine Woman are victorious Aſſailants; there 


is a ſort of Magick in Beauty, which no Philoſophy is 
Proof againſt. Deſire is an irreſiſtable Tyrant, that 
will break thro' the moſt ſacred Ties; and you muſt ex- 
cuſe me (I knowing your Temper) if I can't approve of 
your Acquaintance with my Siſter, but upon an ho- 
nourable Intention. | 
Man. But may I ſce your Widow? Prithee tell me 
where ſhe lodges. | | 
Court. 1 mull alk your Pardon; I have Rivals enough 
! , and wou'd not create more. "Tis not proper I 
ſhou d let him know the Widow lodges in my Siſter's 


Houſe. [Ade] Well, Tl take my leave of you 
for the preſent, and immediately put my Deſign upon Sir 


Amorons in Execution: In the mean Time, I'Il ſet a 
third Perſon on, who is my Friend, to perſuade the 
Widow to my Intereſt; while I, the better to hide my 
Artif ce, will acd Deccit to it, and upon Sir Amorou 8 
Neglect, will ſeem a litcle cold myſelf, which can't fail 
to make her the more complying : "iis the Nature of 
the Sex to judge of the Merit by the Number of their 
Admirers, and when courted by many, they generally 
are inſolent to all. . 


Man. I always thought Love made an Aſs of a Man, 


-þut never knew it made a Folitician of him before. 
Court. Take this for a certain Maxim : 


| Love Buſineſs by Deceit is ſureſt done; 
-Waman's deceitful, and Ly that fhe's won. 


The End of the Fin ACT, 


(Exeunt. 


ACT 
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ACT II. SCENE, «Chanter. 


Lady Outſide diſcaver'd at a T, ate, Neceſſary avatting. 


Wiporw. 


 FEISNEGHESE Weeds are very becoming to a 


W250 fair Complexicn, tho' J am quite weary 
P& T fy 2 acting, and long to be out of em. 
"S 88 Prithee, Neceſary, how long has Sir 
2 CHD” = 7 homas Ourfide been dead? 5 
Nec. Has Sir Thomas been dead 


Tet 198 ſee——He has been dead juſt two Months and 
five Days, Madam. SE 


Vid. No longer! I vow it ſeems an Age. 5 
| Neceſ. One would not nos your Ladyſhip thought 
ſo by your inconſolable Grief; for I never hear his 
Name mention'd in Company, but that your Lady- 
ſhip's ready to go into Fits. 

id. Why ay; Cuſtom has impos'd upon our Sex that 
Act of Diſſimulation: Not but I muſt own, Tears upon 


that Occaſion are very decent, and neceſſary. 


Neceſ. Mcthinks your Lady ſhip was ſomewhat too 
raſh, when you made a Vow never to marry again ; 
but J hope you don't mean to keep it. 

Mid. Do'f think I'm mad? —— No, no, that Vow, 
Neceſſary, was Policy, it makes the Men the more ea- 
ger to addreſs me; they are naturally vain, and love to 
engage with Difficuities—You fee how 1 am peſter'd 
with humble Servants, for all my Vows. | 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Madam, Mr. Vulture is come to wait on your 
Ladyſhip. | 

Mid. D:fire him to come up. [ Exit Servant. 
D'ye hear, Necgſſary, give me a clean Handkerchief, and 
my Bottle of Hartſhorn — Well, there's a great deal 
of Trouble in perform:ng the Ceremonies of Widow- 


hood 


. — —— 
. - 
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hood, and I really began fo violently, that I fear, for 
Decency ſake, 1 ſhall be oblig'd not to marry till my 


_ Year's expir'd. 


Enter My. Vulture. | 
Vult. Madam, I am your humble Servant: What, 
ſtill weeping ? Rainy Weather ſtill A good Huſ- 
band may terve as a warm Sun, to exhale thoſe un- 
timely Showers : But, Madam, I have made bold to 
wait on you this Morning, to know if I might wiſh 
you Joy yet of gaining your Cauſe ? - 
IVid. No, good Mr. Vulture, nor I don't know when 


1 ſhall, there are ſo many Delays in the Law. 


Vult. Indeed and fo there are but I hope you 
have good Council——for a Law-Suit may be ſaid to 


reſemble a Game of Cheſs, that may be play'd for 


Years by a Couple of expert Gamefters, but a Bungler 
may loſe it by one falſe Move. 

Hid. You obſerve right, good Mr. Vulture: And 
then 'tis like a fine new Building, nobody can tell what 
it will coſt, or when "twill be finiſh'd — But pray fit 
down, Mr Vulture, I want a little of your Advice; 
you know a great deal of the Law. [They both ſit. 

LVult. I have ſome Reaſon, my Lady; for I 
think come Eafer.'Term next, I have been in Law ſe- 
ven and forty Years. 
Mid. You mutt know, Mr. Vulture, my Adverſary 
has not pleaded ver. Ts | 

Vult. Non fleadavit Atverjarius, fay you, fo much 
the better, Madam : — Why what a Blockhead was 
his Attorney! Look'e, Madam, if he does not deliver 
in his Declaration by the next Eſſoign-Day, we'll Non- 
fuit him, and ſnap judgment by Default. Pray Ma- 
dam, who is your Atzorney ? 

Wid, Mr. Latitat of Lyon's-Inn. 

Vult. A very good Man truly, an experienc'd Practi: 
tioner, one that underſtands all the Quirks, Tricks, and 
Doublings of the Law. He is, in Truth, a flanch 
Attorney — But. | 

Vid. But what Sir: — | 

Vult. He does not put in Practice what he knows, he 
is a little too icrupulous ; then there is another Thing, 


Madam, he wants Tools to work with. 


Vid. What d'you mean, Sir t 
| J ult, 


#8 
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Zul. Witneſſes, Madam; they are the Life-Blood of 
a Cauſe; a good Attorney can no more thrive without 
em. than a Sharper can without falſe Dice - Now my 
Attorney, old Cerberus of Clement's-Inn, is never wich- 
out 'em, Witneſſes of all Sorts and Sizes, Fellows that 
are us'd to ſwear with brazen Faces, good Memories, 
and ſear'd Conſciences. 
id. You jeſt with me ſure s it poſſible there can 
be ſuch Villainy ? | 5 

ut. Ah! Madam, I perceive you don't know the 
World; there's no living in't without Induſtry and Ar- 
tif ce: My Friend Cerberus has found it by Experience, 
for he is worth near Forty Thouſand Pounds. . 

Mid. I find, Mr. Vulture, Money is the only Deity 


vou adore. 


Flt. Except your fair ſelf, my good Lady; for 1 
have learnt by near fifty Years Experience, that the rich- 
eſt Men in the Nation have been always eſteem'd the 
wiſeſt and the beſt But this is foreign to your La w- 
Suit, I wou'd recommend to your Ladyſhip ſome of 
thoſe Witnefles, | | | 

Mid. To me II had rather loſe my Cauſe, than 
make uſe of ſuch helliſh Inſtruments.— Have you 10 
Conſcience ? . 

Pult. Ye—-ye—-yes, Madam; I have a convenient 
faſhionable, modern Surtout Conſcience, to ſlip on and 


off as Occaſion ſhall ſerve, | 


 Neceſ. My Lady will be bleſt with a Huſband. [de. 
Wid. Well, but Mr. Vulture, if my Adverſary ſhou'd 
plead, I thou'd be loth to ſtand to the Judgment of the 
Court. 
Vult. Non ad Fudicium! Do you fear Corrup- 
tion? Then I have a Trick to relieve you again 
You ſhall get a Habeas Corpus, cum Cauja, and remove 
it higher. | 
Wl I find, Mr. Vulture, you have Tricks enow o 
Conſcience. | | 
Vult. IJ have Tricks enow o'Law, no matter for Con- 
ſcience— 'tis not a Thing to thrive by— None but poor 
Folks pretend to it :— Ah! Madam! I love a litigious 
Suit; tis very Manna to me to be in Law; there is a 
Pleaſure in the Vexation of others; I hug myſelf with 
the Thoughts of out-lawing a poor Raſcal for Forty 
| e en Shillings, 
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Shillings, before he knows any Thing of the Matter. I 
begin with * alias & plures, Exigent and Procla 
nation, and ſo proceed to a Capeas ullagatum, in the 
twinkling of a Term, and before he is rectus in curea, 
"twill — him Ten Pounds to reverſe th Outlawry : 
Then the unſpeakable Satisfaction there is of hunting him 
thro” the ſeveral Windings and Labyrinths of the Law, 
to plague him with Ejectments, Elegits, Extents, Judg- 
ments, Executions, Caſa, & fe fa, Scire-facias, ſpecial 
Pleadings, Demurrers, Writs of Error, Rejoinder:, 
Surrejoinders, Rebuters, Surrebuters, cam multis aliis, 


gue unc preſcribere longum eſt; and then afterwards to 
toſs him like a Tennis- ball thro” all the Courts of H/. 


minſjter-Hal!, from the Common-Pleas to the King: - 
Bench; thence to the Exchequer, and from thence into 
Chancery; and before the Game's up, I have a Bisk in 
my Sleeve, an Appeal to the Houle of Peers. 

Mid. I fee, Mr. Vulture, you are a perfect Maſter in 
the Jargon of the Law. | 


uli. Truly, Madam, I have Reaſon: I have been a 
 Term-Trotter any Time theſe ſeven and forty Years: In 


which ſpace I have been at leaſt fixteen Times veggar d, 
at 


and got up again, and in the Mire again, that I have 


ſtunk again, and yet got up again— -And now at this 


Time I can make it appear, that by Lying in Change- 
Alley, and Swearing in Weſtminſler-Hall, I have got an 


Eſtate worth, dec/aro, Fifty Thouſand Pounds; marry 
my pu Lady, no contemptible Fortune; and (in felice 
hora be it ſpoken) I have at this Preſent nine and twen- 
ty Suits in Law. 

Mid. Deliver me] what a wicked mn 

Vult. And all not worth Forty Shillings——A Stake 
12 out of my Hedge, there's one: I was well beaten 

remember, there's two : When my Wife was living J 
took a Man in Bed with her, there's three ; I was call'd 
Cockold for my Labour, there's four: A Neighbour 


kill'd my Dog for howling, there's five: My Wife miſ- 
 Carry'd with a Puſh, there's fix, & fit de cœteri. 


I have fo vex'd and 
ceſſes, Subpœna's, an 


gar'd the whole Pariſh with Pro- 
tuch like Moleſtations, they are 


not able to ſpare ſo much ready Mouey from a Term as 


to ſet up a new Weather · Cock upon the Church; _ 
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the Church-Wardens are forc'd to go to Law with the 
Poor's Money — Then again, I ſubpœna you up all the 
Men from the Village where I hive every Term, fo that 
tis impoſlible to be at c. vil Cuckoldry within ourſelves, 
unleſs the whole Country rife upon our Wives. 

id. One may gucis by wha: you've ſaid, you are 
not very well belov'd in your N-12htbourhood, 

Vult. No, marry wou's I not, my good Lady; I 
know how to get more by my Enemies than my Friends; 
I am a perfea Maſter of the Science, and can fight you 
out all my Weapons at Law as clean 2 any Man. 

Wid. What do you mean by your Weapons at Law ? 

Vult. There be ſeveral — As, your Writ of Lelay, 


that is your Long- Sword; Scandalum Mognatum is 


Back-Sword, Cafeas & Qucminus, Caſe of Rapiers; 


a Writ of Execution, Sword and Dagger; a good Con- 


ſcience, Sword and Buckler —— But that is a Weapon 
we ſeldom now-a-Days make uſe of in We/inmivſter- 
Hall; indeed tis quite out of Date. 
Necęſ. Pray, Sir, what Religion are you of? 
| | [Vers gravely, and curteſying, 
Fult. What Religion am [ of ?—Marry, Sweetheart, 


that's an odd Queſtion —Why, I am of—Why what Re- 


ligion am I of—Why I am a Stock Jobber, Sweetheart, 
and now and then I am a Sollicitor upon Occaſion. 
Neceſ. Here's a Rogue for you, who makes Intereſt 
his Religion—yet paſſes in the Eye of the World for a 
ſober honeſt Man. [Ale 
Fult. Getting Money, and going to Law, are the 
greateſt Pleaſures of my Life—I have got you in a Mor- 
ning, in Change-4licy, by a well invented Lie, a Brace 
of Thouſands. I ha, ha, ha, landed the Duke of Ber- 
wick twice in the North of Sce:/and, and got confide- 
rably by it—l took Ster/ing-Cafile once, but that indeed 
did not anſwer, Stocks fell but One and a half per Cent. 
by that Take my Word, Madam, I ama very ingenious 
Ferſon.— But, Madam, I am come once more to you upon 
the old Cauſe—TI hope you have almoſt, by this time, 
overcome your Grief for the Death of your firit Hub 
band, and will begin to conſider upon making ſome 
other Man happy ; I need not recommend myſelf to 
you more than 1 have done!] You may find I am a Man 
to thrive in the World; and tho' I am a little old, I 
am 
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am hearty, Widow---and tho' the Snow does lie upon 
the Mountain-top, let me tell you there's a Warmth in 
the Valley. 
I. O, Mr. Vulture, you are a Man that I could have 
no Objection to, but my Vows, my Vows---and then 
to think of my poor Huſband, the kindeſt, beſt of Huſ- 
bands, Oh! oh ! oh ! [cre ont. Oh ! I ſhall never for- 
get him! N N 

Neceſ. No, nor I neither, Madam, I am ſure I'm 


ready to break my Heart ev'ry time I think of him---for 


he was a-a- a ve-ve very good Man at the bottom. Oh 
oa! oh! 1 | 
 Fait. He was a very good Man indeed---I can't for- 
bear weeping too when I think of him. [ A] ery. 
| 17 85 Err Sir Amorous. 

Sir Ame. Madam, your Ladyſhip's moit obfequious 
Vaſial---Hey day ! what! where am I? In the Houle of 
Mourning ture---Come, come, Madam, dry your Eyes; 
your Grict is of too long Duration: Pity your fair felf, 
clear up thoſe radiant Lamps, reſtore ein to their firſt 
Creation, Widows for Liglit, not Sluices made for 
Tears. | 

Fult. Verily, my good Lady, the Gentleman is in the 
right on't: Come, come, you mult forget him. 

Sir Amo. Forget him! Ay, ay, Madam, and loſe the 
Thought of him in the Poſſeſſion of a better Huſband. 

id. Ah Sir, that's impoſſible! His Fellow's not on 
Earth. | | 

Sir Auo. No, Madam: Why, what d'you think of me? 

I [Turning to the Glaſs, and adjujiing him/eif. 

Fult. Ay, Madam, or what d'you think of me 
Mighty pretty Eyes thoſe---mighty pretty Eyes tuly--- 
Hide 'em for Shame, hide em, or you'll kill every body 
you look upon---[ Peeping in her Breaſis. Gads my Life! 
there's a pair of delicate white Breaſts to ſtare a Man in 
tac Face---Nay, you have murder'd me, that's certain, 


III lay my death to you. 


Mid. You are pleas'd to be merry, Sir. 
- Fult. Say you to? ——But tis in your Power to make 
me merrier, you underſtand me---{ Patting her with his 
Cane.] Mum ! a Word tothe Wiſe is enouzh--ha ! thoſe 
Eyes ! thoſe Eyes! why, I am not ſo old as I look to be 
II am not above Threeicore ; a good Age, a very 


good 
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good Age indeed -I have liv'd temperately, not waſted 
my Health, nor my Strength upon the wanton Baggage 
of the Town, Hem ! hem ! There's Lungs ! there's a 
Voice like a Game Cock---Hem ! hem : [falls a Cough- 
ing. Neceſſary ftrikes him on the Back.] So very well 
Sweetheart; I am mightily troubled with Phlegm---od 
I took it a little too high ho my Conſtitution, but every 
time I look upon you, I fan ancy myſelf but Eighteen, 

and my Heart ſprings | in my B ** e a Bird ina Cage. 
[ Coughs.] Oh Phlegm, Phlegm 

Sir Amo. Pray 2 how to you like the Cloaths 


I have on to Day? 


Wid. They're . becoming, and the Fancy 
perfectly new. 

Sir Amo. Indeed, Madam, they have an cxotick Air, 
that's true. 

Mid. There's no Man dreſſes more agreeable > than you 
do Sir Amorous, or obliges the Town with more nev/ 
Fancies. 

Sir Amo. And without Vanity I ſpeak it, no Man nas 
been more ſucceſs ful in that Matter than myſelf Pray 
Madam, obſerve how I put on "oy lat There, does 
not that look very ſmart? 

Wd, O very ſmart. 

Sir Am. I hivean inimitable Cock w ith my Hat, that 
adds a Vivacity to my Looks, and gives my whole Face 
an Air agree: able and ſerene; and now [ ara talking of 
Dreis, III tell you ſomething very plcaſant upon that 
Subject: -- Vou mul know, tome tire ago, a ver/ pretty 
voung Lady fell paſnonately in Love with tae, or 
tle | ingenious and lively Faney I expreſs'd in my manner 
of Dreſſing: Viay I be ſtruck dumb to Perpetuicy, it 
it ben t true. I continu'd an Affair with her tor ſome 
time; but her Paſſion grew ſo great, and her Conduct 
ſo ſmall, that I was forc'd to decline my Acquaiatance; 
for I ſwear I ſhould not endure to have a! ny Body * 1 
ever had an Affair with a Woman in my Life W. ell 
there's an unſpeakable Pleaſuc in keeping ones 2 hours 
a Secret to the World. 

Court. within. Prithee Tom don' t de impertinent, 7% 
muſt go in. 

Serv. auitbin. Indeed Mr. Crurtice!l, my Lady gave 
me ſtrict Orders to keep 4. out. | 


Court: 
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Court. within, Indeed, Tom, you'll get your Head 
Broke for your Diligence. 
| Enter Courtwell. 
Court. Macam, I'm your humble Servant—Heyday ! 
what have we here, the Widow between December and 
July, courted at once by Neftor and Adonis. 
Wid. What means this baſe Companion? 
Court. Baſe, Madam! he's not baſe that fights as high 
as your Lips—Come, come, put off thoſe malancholy 
Weeds—Thou haſt done virtuouſly, thou haſt ſtrangely 
griev'd for thy Huſband, ſpent more Tears for his Death, 
than would ſerve a whole City of Widows in a Plague- 
time, beſides Sighings and Swoonings, not to be credited. 
Vid. Am | fill to be troubled with your rude Ad- 
dreſſes, I thought I had given you an An{wer long ſince. 
Will no Denials ſhock thee ? What is it thou preſum'f 
on. ä 
Court. On your Judgment, Madam; not to make 
Choice of yon' walking Hoſpital, or that Butterfly for 
an Huſband; Fools with no more Merit than what con- 
fiſts in lac'd Coats and full Bags; but of an honeſt hearty 
Fellow, endow'd with Health, Love, Youth and good 
Nature, which (in no more deform'd Perſon than my- 
felt) may deſerve you. | | 
47d Was ever ſuch Rudeneſs ? 
Court. Dear Madam, don't give the Child a wrong 
Name, term not that Rudeneſs which the Sages call true 
Confidence, founded on the moſt infallible Rock of a 
Woman's Inconftancy—In ſhort, Widow, I am refolv'd 
to make you happy, in ſpite of all the Reſolutions you 
have ta'en to the contrary : I can't ſuifer ſuch a delicious 
Flower to periſh on the Stalk, or be ſavagely pluck'd by 
a prophane Finger. Ss 
Mid. Well, If ever I forgive this, may 
Ceurt. O] no more Vows, dear Widow — If I have 
offended you, let your remorſleſs Chambermaid ſeize on 
my deſpis'd Body, bind me Hand and Foot, and hurl 
me into your Ladyſhip's Bed. Sn 
Bid. Well, I proteſt I do more and more admire thee 
for —— | 
Court. Madam, Ignorance is the Mother of Admira- 
tion, know me better, and you'll admire me leſs. 
#id. What would'ſt thou have me know _— 
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doſt thou haunt me thus? — 

Court. Only Madam, that the ina of my Sighs, 
and Nilus of my Tears, pour'd forth in your Preſence, 
might witneſs to you the hot and moift Affection of my 
Heart, and procure ſome Favour from your ſweet 
Tongue, or your more ſweet Lips, or what elſe your 
Ladyſhip ſhall eſteem more conducible to your divine 
Contentment. EG 
Mid. I find thou haſt no Senſe of Shame left, and art 

not to be mov'd by ill Uſage——Therefore let me beg 
this as a Favour, that you wou'd give over your impcr- 
tunate Suit, and never ſhock me any more with that im- 
pudent hideous Face of thine. | 5 

Cꝛurt. Come, come, not ſo deſpicable neither, Wi- 
dow :---"Tis true, I don't uſe Milk, or Almond-Pow- 
der to it, but faith 'tis an honeſt Face tho', that can 
look — a Storm, or light a Fire at a P's Lips : 

robatum eff. [King her, ſhe ſtruggling. 

IWid. Poiſon ! Toad: 2 Ser * * 1 * 2 

Court. Aromatick Perfumes! Orange-Chips, and 
Hcart-cherries. | | | 

id. I never met with any Thing fo impudent—--- 
He's a charming Fellow, Faith. EM 

Court. Nor I with any Thing ſo lovely, and were it 
Treaſon to kiſs theſe Lips, I wou'd die in the Sin—Pri- 
thee Widow make me thy Huſband ; thou ſhalt have 
ings Intereſt for thy Money, tho the Principal be 

ab. | 

id. Huſband ! Injure not that ſacred Title with thy 
prophane Lips: Can I e'er think of a iecond Huſband, 
remembring the firſt ? | HEN; 

Court, But view my Perſon well. [Turns . 
What think you, Does it not promiſe Heirs and Succeſ- 
{ors ? Faith I love thee heartily 

Vid. Love me! Love my D ö 

Caurt. That I'm bound to do by the Proverb. 


es [ Hugging beg. 

Wid. I'Il have you toſs'd in a Rlanket. * 6 
Court. In your Sheets Widow — Content — and you 

| ſhall be my Toſſer . Death, what an armful of Pro- 
vocation is here? [Szill embracing her. 

Mid. Gentlemen, can you ſtand tamely by, and ſce a 

Woman inſulted thus by 1 baſe Companion. 3 

2 | uit s 
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Fult. to Sir Amo. Sir, do you ſpeak to him, I am not 


a Man o'th'Sword ; but if he ſays any Thing I can lay 


hold on, I promiſe you to take the Law of him. 


Sir Amo. Sir, this Carriage is repugnant to the good 


Manners which ought 


Court. Sir —— Putting en his Hat. 
Sir Amo. Will you take a Pinch of Snuff, Sir. 
[Obſequicuſly. 


Court, Damn your Snuff— D'ye mean to affront me. 
[Strikes it in's Face, he ftends and ſneezes, 
Vuli. O fye, Sir! Does this become a Gentleman? 
Court. Do'ſt thou prate, old Touchwood ? Another 
Word, and I'll unſcrue thy moldy Noſe from thy Moth- 
eaten Face—--You think of Matrimony—--Prithee go 
home, old Sapleſs, ask Forgiveneſs for the Sins of thy 
Youth, and whiſtle to thy Grandchildren, 
Pult. Sir, you are unmannerly : I am not ſo Old but 
I may live to whiſtle to Children of. 
Court. Thy Neighbour's begetting, Old Cent. per 
Cent. But can ſuch an old Raſcal as thou art have the 
Vanity to | | ets 
Vult. Bear witneſs, Madam, bear witneſs, he has 
call'd me Raſcal; that's Scandalum Magnatum, I'll 


trounce you for that. —-Take Notice, I am upon my 


Preferment, im the Way of Marriage, and you have 
ca!l'd me Raſcal before my Miſtreis's Face; that will 
bear a ſwinging Action. 
Sir Amo. If I put up ſo publick an Affront, I ſhall be 
made the common Anvil of the Town ; I muſt draw my 
Sword to preſerve my Reputation, tho' I drop it imme- 
diately ; beſides, he may have as little Courage as my- 
ſelf, for I have often known a red Coat cover a Cow - 
ard: [Afide.] Sir, you muſt give me leave to return your 
Favour. [. tiles him, draws, they fight, Sir 
| Amorous drops his Sword. 


now. 


Wid. What mean you, Sir, by this Inſolence ?--—I 


* you are not wounded - -Well, tis a vaſt Pleaſure 
to have Men fight about one. . 

Sir Ano. By no other Weapons than your own puiſ- 
ſant Eyes, againſt which no Poitrel is able to defend the 
Heart of Man. [To Vid. afide.) I hope, Madam, you 

| wil 


Sir Amo.—--Why ay, this, is like a Man of Honour, 


. N 
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will excuſe my Departure; but, dear Lady, let me con- 
jure you not to entertain the leaſt Concern for my ill 
Fortune; we muſt ſubmit to Fate The greateſt Ge- 
nerals in the World have met with a Defeat.----Madam, 


1 kiſs your immaculate Hands. Sir, yours. [Exit. 


Wid. This is very fine! and will redound much to 
my Reputation. et, | 
Vult. [Creeping from under the Table.) I am very glad 


there is no Miſchief done : but I can take my Oath the 


other gave the firſt Blow----Indeed did give the 
Affront, by flinging the Snuff in his Face; but that 
is not an Aſſault: Therefore I wou'd have you bind 
him over to the Peace, put him in the Crown Office, 

ſwear an Aſſault g__ him 1. am a Witneſs 5 ſtruck 
firſt; and a very little Coſt will procure you a Jury that 
will allow you vaſt Damages, and Pll take care — ma- 


nage it ? . Exit, 
Mid. How dare you tay in my Preſence after ſuch In- 
ſolence. | [ Walks about. 


Court. While from Lowe's Altars Clouds of Sighs ariſe, 
In ſmoaking Incenſe to adore thy Eyes. | 
8 [Drawling. 
Wid. Sir, your Poetry is as diſagreeable to me as your 
Company; but If I muſt be perſecuted with the latter, 


pray ſpeak to me in plain Terms ; I hate Verſe. 


Court, Why then, in plain Terms, I am moſt damna- 
bly in Love with you. | SE 5 
Mid. That's plain enough. But let me tell you, I 
—— 

Cort. In Love with me. Ay, ay, I know you are 
Madam. | | 

Mid. No Sir---But I am ſenfible you are 
| Cart, Very handſome---I know that too, Madam ;- 
but, Lord, Madam, you need not be fo fond to tell me 
ſo however. PE nk 

Wid. Don't miſtake me, Sir----for I think you---- 

Cert, A very clever Fellow altogether, and very fit 
to be your Lover. | 5 

Med. Pray Sir, give me Leave to ſpeak. 

Court, Agreed-- But pray leave off Praifing me: 


Upon my Word, Widow, if you don't, I ſhall think 


you too forward, | 
C3 | Ni. 
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Mid. Then, Sir, J muſt tell you, I think you have a 
prodigious Stock of Aſſurance to intrude thus rudely 
into my Chamber: And pray tell me, how you dare 
do thus *? 3 
R you Ay, Sir, how dare you do thus? how dare you, 

— | 

Court. Now mutt I top this Jade's Mouth. 

Nec. Come, Sir, why don't you Anſwer how you 
came in, and vho gave you Leave ?—Come, Anſwer, 
Anſwer, Aniwer, Sir. | 

Court, if you don't hold your troubleſome Tongue, 
Mrs. Powderbox, I ſhall ſtop your Mouth with half a 
Piece. | [ Aſide to her. 

Nec. Do your worſt, I dare you to't---for I wou'd 
have you to know, a Woman's Tongue was not made 
to lie ſtill, and whenever you come here again, pray 
learn the Manners to 
Court. Pay the Chambermaid's Fees as ſoon as I 
come in. [Runs to her, puts Money in her Mauth, 

| Ge flruggles he kiſſes her. 

Vid. O what do you mean to murder us ? 
Nec. ©, Madam, be has quite ſtopt my Breath, I am 
not able to ſpeak a Word more. 
W:4. Sw, What have you obſerved in my Behaviour 
at any Time, to encourage you to ſuch Inſolence? Sure 

you imagine you are in Company with ſome of your 
lewd Creatures. 

Cort. No; but I am in Company with the moſt dif- 
dainful, affected Coquet in Town ; one who has more 
Vanity than her whole Sex, and as ill-natured as an 
old Maid, | 

Wid. I find, Sir, you will oblige me to leave the Room. 

Court. No, Madam; but I'll oblige you to ſtay, and 
take this Opportunity to inform you of my ſincere 
'T houghts,---Nay, nay, you ſhan't flir, till I have held 
to you a Glaſs wherein you ſhall behold your Follies--- 
I love you, and 'tis my Love which 5 me free 
I have hitherto born your Scorns with Patience -In- 
deed, I ever was too much your Friend to flatter you, 
or I might have received Favours as great as thoſe Fops 
that have the Art of tickling your vain Ears with your 
own Praiſes ; for Plattery is your darling Vice. 


2 


— — 


tore Woman every Inch of her. 


and yet tis Frie 


ſlightly 
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Vid, O dear! Is it out of Humour then? and does 


it rail? Ha! ha, ha. Is it angry indeed? 


Court. Yes, indeed is it, tho' its Pride won't let it 
own it-- Pha! Pfha! this Mirth is all feign'd !---no- 
thing but Affectation -I know you perfectly; you are 
the — of what you appear---you laugh when you 
are moſt diſpleaſed, and ſeem moſt angry when you are 
moſt in Humour---Right Woman "Faith---Ea the Fan 


Il id. You are come to rail I find. [Walking about, 
is | De follbaving ber. 
Court. You have ſaid true, Madam---You are of ſo 
inconſtant a Temper, that you break this Minute what 
the laſt you reſolved on: The Wind changes not half 
ſo often as your Reſolutions. 
Vid. Have you done, Sir? 
Court, Not half.---I confefs you are, are very hand- 


ſome: Nature has given you a ſurpaſſing Beauty, but 


Pride, Affectation, and Self-conceit, darken with Folly 


| your exterior Charms. 


I :d. This Boldneſs, Sir--- 
Caurt- Is not pleaſing---I know it is not, Madam, 
adſhip all.---I would have your Mind as 
beautiful and attractive as your Face, which is free 
from the leaſt Defect.---Faith, Widow, I am true, as 


your Glaſs, and will thew you all your Graces, with 


your Imperfections; for tho' I love you, yet I look on 
you with impartial Eyes.---You are affected, very af- 
fected, and I fee it; yet love you too. 

Wia. This Aſſurance. | 

Court. You are proud too; proud of what you are not 
ſure to poſieſs an Hour; Beauty, which is always 
withering, tis the worſt Part of a Woman--- 

Mid. Pray, Sir, take a little Breath; for by this Time 
methinks you ſhou'd want it. OS. 

Court. Then for your Reputation---which is but 


| lightly gQuarded--- 


Wid. How, Sir--- 3 
Court. I fay it again, Madam, your Reputation is but 
guarded ; for by your Coquetry you lie open to 
Scandal, and the Laſh of all detracting Tongues, which 
are ever buſy on the leaſt Occaſion ; the Reputation of 
a Woman is like that chaſte Flower the Amaranthus, 


which 
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which is no ſooner touch'd, but withers ; or a feir chry- 
ſtal Glaſs, our very Breath will dull it :---But your 


Ambition (notwithſtanding your Vow againſt a ſecond 


Marriage) is to have a Nuinber of Gallents---You are 
become the Diſcourſe of the Chocolate-Houſe---The 
young, the beautiful Widow Out/ide, is a Butt for every 
. Fop to aim his Rhetorick at; and will you perſevere in 
your Errors, ſtill be blind to your Miſconduct ? 

IFid. You talk as if you were really my Husband ;--- 
but I deſire you wou'd uſe theſe Freedoms, where you 
have more Power. | = 
Court. IJ hope I have ſome Influence over you. 

Wid. You are miſtaken, I aſſure you, Sir ; and how- 
ever the Good-Humour I have treated you with (whici 
was more in Reſpect to your Siſter, than any real Eſteem 
for yourſelf) may have flattered you into a falſe Opinion 
of my Love; you'll find yourſelf egregiouſly miſtaken 
---So, Sir, eternally adieu---I never was ſo provok'd in 
my Life, and I have a good Mind to marry him, to be 
revenged on him. [Exzt. 

Court. She's gone, and J have laſh'd her Vanity til! 
it ſmarts .--I know ſhe loves me, though her Affectation 
would conceal the charming Flame; 


Ti certain ſhe has felt Love's praverful Dart, 
Each Lao, each Action, does confeſs the ſmart : 
The amorous God his Trophies does diſplay, | 
And what her Heart awou'd hide her Eres betraz. [ Exit. 


The End of the Second ACT. 


e 1 


ACT III. SCENE #@ Chamber. 
( Table and Candles.) 
Enter Miranda and Courtwell. 


1 Mi AN DA. 
WS Y, marry, Brother, this Widow wou'd be a2 
1 


2 Jewel worth the wearing, if a Man knew 
bow to win her- Well. I'll be your Advo- 
7s cate, and plezd your Cauſe as well as I can, 
tho” I deſpair of Succeſs, 
Court, Why fo, Miranda? 


Air: 


3 

; 

| 1 
4 
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Mir. Becauſe Love can no more be carry'd on with- 
out Money than a Suit of Law, and you know you 
have the Curſe of a younger Brother's Fate, and conſe- 
quently, muſt ſue in Ferma Parperis---My Father, you 
know, was moſt indulgent to the weakeſt ; he has left 
the Fool, my elder Brother, a large Eftate to get him a 
Wife; I, who am but a homely Gul, a conſiderable 
Portion to procure me an Husband ; and you a ſufficient 
Wit to make your Fortune. 

Court A very pretty Legacy, Faith. Well, fince *tis 
my All, I muſt put it to the beſt uſe I can, and that ic, 


1 think, to redouble my Attack upon the Widow. 


Mir. Might I adviſe, Brother, you ſhou'd raiſe the 
Siege, believe me, twill be Time loſt :---If there were 
no other Bar, ſhe 1s too rich, too much above you. 
Court. There you're out, Sir; young Widows and 
old Maids are the only Refuge for younger Brothers. 
Widows are the only Judges of Man's Fleſh, and have a 
eater * to ſomething elſe in a Husband, than a 
Fortune. Look you, Miranda; in one Speech, why 
ſhould I deſpair that Capid has one Dart in Store for 
Lady Outfide, as well as any other rich Lady, whom he 
has made to ſtoop to her Cook, her Butler, or her Foot- 
man; ſuch Marriages the preſent Age has produc'd, and 
yet none of em been more than a nine Days Wen- 
der. In a Word, I am ſure of Succets ; ſuch Attempts, 
purſued with Reſolution, are ever ſeconded by Fortune. 
Mir. But, Brother, do you confider the Vows ſhe has 


made againſt a ſecond Marriage ? 


Court. Womens Vows, like great Mens Promiſes, are 


often made, but rarely kept: Why, you ſee ſhe is alrea- 


dy acceſiible for Suitors ; and let me tell you, if once a 
Woman conſent to parly with ber Lover, he may pro- 
miſe himſelf a Surrender, depend on't. J have ſet her 
Heart upon as fickle a Pin as the Needle of a Dial, that 
will never let it reſt till it be in the right Poſition. 
Mir. Why do you imagine this:? 5 
Court. Becauſe I faw Cupid ſhoot in my Words, and 


| open his Wounds in her Looks ; her Blood went and 


came of Errants, betwixt her Face and her Heart; and 

ſuch Changes, I can tell you, are ſhrewd Tell-Tales. 
Mir. Your Vanity alone, which miſtakes the Effects 

of her Reſentment for the Symptoms of Love: I * | 
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ſhe can't endure you----Beſides, ſuch Vows, ſuch Reſo- 


lution - 

Caurt. Her Vows are gone to Heav'n with her Hus- 
band, they bind not upon Earth; and as for Womens 
Reſolutions, I muſt tell you, the Planets and the Winds 
have a great Stroke in em, and if they prove not as 
weak as Wafers, ſay I have no Skill in the Sex. 

Mir. But then ſuch Sorrow, ſuch a continu'd Courſe 
of Mourning | 

Court. For all this I'll not deſpair ; I never yet knew 
a Woman mourn fo violently but ſhe diſſembled. Ex- 
perience tells me how ſhort-lived Widows Tears are; 
their weeping is, in Truth, but laughing under a Mask, 
they mourn in their Gowns, and laugh in their Sleeves; 
all which I firmly believe, and am reſolv'd to die in 
that Faith. [Exit. 

Mir. Go thy Ways, and if Confdence have any In- 
fluence in Courtſhip, thou haſt enough to promiſe thee 
Succeſs with half cue 3ex---But now for my own Affair 
with the Colon: ; i long to know the Succeis of the laſt 

Embaſſy, naapatient till Betty return. [ Exif, 


SCENZ? H to Cad. Manly? partment ; Betty 
enten theo) d private Place in the M ainſcot, and guts 


Bet. So, I have watch'd a good Opportunity ; the 
Colonel and his Servant are abroad, and I am got ſafely 
here in the Dark, becauſe no Suſpicion may happen by 
diſcovering a Light in the Room— Let me iee--Where 
have I put my Miſtreſs's Letter, which I am to leave up- 
on the Table? O Heavens! my eager Haſte has made me 
leave it behind me: Sure I am not in Love, that I'm fo 
forgetful--"Tis no matter, it lies but in my own Room, 
Jean quickly return with it- Ha! I can't find my Way 
out again Tis fo dark, that I don't know where- 
abouts I am ! [Feeling about for the private Place.) I 
have done finely--So, I ſee a Light, ſome Body's co- 
ming--I find the Train of Diſcovery has took Fire, 
and all our Plot will be blown up in a Trice. [ Aſpin 

unlocks the Chamber Door, and enters with a Candle. 

Aſp. Now am I almoſt afraid to enter, leaſt I ſhould 
meet with ſome of theſe Fairies Sand peeping and 
trembling at the Door.) Shall I [Betty hides berjelf ” 

the 
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the Side Scene. ] venture or no? Hang Fear, tis below a 
Man of my Courage. — [ Comes forward a little; Betty 
[lips behind him, and moves as he does. 

Bet. Now if I can fee whereabout the private Door 
is, I'll attempt to blow out the Candle, and whilſt he 
goes to light it again, I may find an Opportunity to ſlip 
away; tis but venturing, Fear and Neceſſity often make 

Cowards brave, and give their Courage Succels. 

jp. [Peeping about. ] I begin to be a little afraid; I 
wiſh none of theſe Fairies be here inviſible ; for me- 
thinks the Candle begins to burn blue. [Walks about 
the Room, ſtarts at the Table.] What's that! oh! 'tis 
the Table---Here's nothing here --[ After he has walk'd 
about the Room, while ſhe follow'd him, he gets in the 
middle of the Stage, and ſpeats.| Hem Now my 
Heart's in my Belly again, and my Courage is return'd-- 
I don't believe, if the Devil himſelf were here (Lord 
bleſs us) I ſhou'd be afraid---[She ſtrikes him a Box 
0 KEar.] Humph ! that ſubſtantial Favour cou'd not 
come from a Thing of Air; it had the full Weight of 
Fleſh and Blood----[7 urns about, and holds up the Candle 
to her Face; fe blows it out, juſt at which Col. Manly 
enters. ] What the Devil are you, Madam— Oh the 
Devil ! the Devil! the Devil! 2 

Enter Col. Manly. 

Col. Either my Eyes deceiv d me, or I ſaw the Glimpſe 
of a Woman as I enter'd---4/þin, what's the Matter? 

Apin. O dear, Sir, are you there ?---For Heaven's 
Sake have a Care of yourſelf---Here's a whole Troo 
of Devils in the Room, beſides a vaſt Tribe of Witches 
and Fairies. 

Col. Prithee be quiet, Blockhead. 

Aſp. Dear Sir, make no Words, but ſend immediate- 
ly for a Parſon. I am bewitch'd! 1 am poileis'd ! The 
Devil has conjur'd his Flames into my right Ear already. 

Bet. Now | ſhall get off. [She feeling about a fo 

the private Place, the l lays hold of he 

Col. Have I caught you? I have laid hold on one 
I'm ſure, and tis a Woman. Afpin, run and fetch a2 


Light quickly. 
, What ſhall I do? 
Aſp. A Woman! the greater Devil than I'm ſure---- 


Let her go, dear Sir, let _ IN 
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Cel. Bring a Candle I ſay---[Ex:t Aſpin. ] I find my 


little Fairy, there's ſome Subſtance in you --- I have a 
ſtrong Inclination to try if you be Fleſh and Blood ; 
the Room is dark, and very fit for the Purpolc. 

Bet. What mall Ido? Fortune, ſtand my Friend 
but now, and I'll never tempt thee ſo again. Cie a 
ſudden Spring out of his Arms.) I'm tre: at laſt. 

Col. Are you at that Sport, my Dear ?-----Nay, then 
I'll fecure the Poor, and if you are a Spirit, you ſhall 
exert your Power, and vaniſh thro' the Key-nole. 

[Runs to the Door, pull; it tee, and holds it faſt. 

Ber. So, now I have found the right Place, and if 
ever I venture ſo again, I with 1 may be ravith'd. 

[Betty goes thro" the private Door, and {i uts it after her, 
Col. I hear no Body ſtir. 
Enter Alpin awith a Candle. 


Aſp. I have brought a Candle, Sir: Come bring the 


Fairy to the Light; i can look at her with more Flea- 
ſure now ſhe's a Friſon-r. than I felt her a little while 
ago---Mafter, we'll wear the's a Witch, and have her 
burnt---Where is ſhe, Sir ? [ Looking about. 

Col. Where is ſhe ?---Why in the Room I think. 

Aſp. [Looking abour the Room.) J can't fee her, Sir; 
but perhaps ihe may have conjur'd a Mitt before my 
Eyes, for I can't perceive the leaſt Glympſe of any Bo- 
dy but yourſelt--- Why, you have not got hold of her 

now, have you Matter ? 

Cel. Get hold of the Devil, you Blockhead---How 
is it poſſible ſhe ſhou'd get away? 
ſecur'd the Door. Surely the deals with the Devil. 

A. TI warrant ſhe does, and he has carry'd her away 
in a Wauirlwind. 

Col. I am diſtracted till ſhe's found. 

Ap. Then, Sir, twill be a long Time before you re- 
cover your Senies. 

Cal. Sdeath to be thus outwitted by a Woman ? Il 
find her out I'm reiolv'd. 

Aſp. Ah! Sir, don't be too curious, it may be very 
fatal to us ; for Spirits, like Stateſmen, don't care that 
ordinary Perſons ſhou'd pry too much into their Secrets. 
Col. This Fellow is as fearful at Thirty, as a raw 


Boy that is bred up with an old Grandmother, and had 


his Education only amongſt Women---I' Il 2 one 
Hour 
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I am certain I 
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made me confeſs the whole Affair; 


Mi. Poor Clarinda. 
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Hour more of this Night, I'm reſolv'd, to male the 
Diſcovery. Come along Trembler. [Exeuut. 
SCENE changes to the Widew's Lodging. 
Table and Candles. 


Enter Clarinda and the Widow. 
I} 3d. Nay, dear Couſin, tell me what you have met 


with, ſince you have been with Miranda, to occaſion 


this ſudden Uneaſineſs? I am forry you have ſo mean 
an Opinion of my Friendſhip or Sincerity, to refuſe 
acquainting me with this Cauſe of your Tears. 

C/zr. Dear Couſin forgive me; and if your Patience 
will permit, you ſhall know the Cauſe of em — Lou 
are ſenſible, that before my Father dy'd, his Extrava- 
gance had con{um'd the greateſt Share of his Patrimony, 


and left mie only with two hundred Pounds to the Care 


of my Uncle, who quickly deny'd me the Protection of 
his Houſe ; and tarn'd me out a Prey unto Misfortune. 
d. This I have heard, and often wonder'd at my 
Uncle's Barbaritx. 5 

Clar. The Fault was mine, and 'tis ſeverely puniſh'd. 


Know that wicked Man, Sir Amorous Vainauit, came 


down with a Relation of my Uncle's to his Houſe in 
Wileſtiue, where I then reſided ——- My Beauty tempted 
him to betray my Innocence: He had not been many 
Days before he made known his Paſſion — I then being 

oung, unknowing in the ſubtil Wiles of Men, with 
— hearken'd to his Love: He ſoon perceiv'd his 
Conqueſt, and made a ſtronger Application: At lengtn 
his Oaths and Vows ſo won upon my Heart I bluth 
to tell tlie reſt. 

Mid. Wieked Man! 

Clar. After he had ſubdu'd my Virtue, his Occaſions 
preſs'd him up to London. He left me, but with firong 
Aſſurances of Marriage----Six Months were paſs'd with- 
out e er hearing from him :---But then, the Puniſhment 
of guilty Love I cou'd conceal no longer - My Aunt 
but ſtill conceal'd 
it from my Uncic's Knowledge, till I was b:ought to 
Bed of a fair Boy, the Witnets of his unhappy Mother's 
Shame; then my cruel Uncle thow'r'd on me all his 
Rage, and ſoon as | was able, turn d me from his Houſe. 
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Clay. I then came up to Town—— My Boy, Heaven 
was pleas'd to take I found out Sir Amorous; but he, 


to and to my Afflictions, when I expected Pity and Re- 


dreſs, deſpis d and ſcorn'd me; and while I was drink- 
ing Tea with Miranda this Afternoon, her Brother, 


Mr. Courtwell, propos d him to her for a Huſband —— 


You may be ſure this alarm'd me; for ſhou'd he marry, 
then all my Hopes of Help from him were loſt, and I 
ſhould be abandon'd to the utmoſt Shame and Poverty. 


Vid. I am not ſo much ſurpriz d at the Ingratitude of 


Mankind. who generally return with Neglect the high- 
eſt Obligations of our Sex, as that after ſo many Exam- 
ples of their Perfidy, we ſhou'd ever confide in their 

alſe Oaths, and Promiſes, and purchaſe Contempt at the 
Expence of our Virtue and Fame ut, dear Couſin, 
I cannot expreſs my Concern for your Misfortunes ; I 
wou'd adviſe you quickly to make Miranda acquainted 
with your Story. She's good-natur'd, and will contrive 


| ſome Means for your Redreſs. 


Clar. I have already---I waited till her Brother went 
away, and told her all---Her tender Heart was mov'd ; 
the promis'd me her Aid, bid me have Hope, for that 
ſhe wouv'd engage I ſhou'd marry him before I weat to 
Bed ; but how that's poſſible I can't conceive. How- 
ever, ſhe aſſur d me, it ſhou'd be ſo; and has order'd 
me to be with her by Eight o'Clock. | 

Wid. This is ſurprizing ! "Tis now after Six---I ſup- 
poſe ſhe'll not go out to Night, ſo Couſin, 1'l! go to her 
Apartment, pay her a Viſit by myſelf, and encourage 
her to proceed in your Cauſe. [Execunt. 

SCENE changes to Col. Manly's Lodgings. 
Enter Colonel and Aſpin. 

Col. L wonder that no body appears yet. | 

Aſp. Heav'n ſend they mayn't, for if they ſhou'd, 
they'd make my Hair briſtle up an End like a Turkey- 


Cock's Tail. 


Col. What full repeati g the ſame fearful Tune. 


A. Ay, Sir, if you call it ſo; but Fear makes very 


dull Muſick ; the Sound of ſuch another Box on the 
Ear, wou'd reduce it to nothing but Diſcord. Me- 
thinks, tho' I have no great Skill, tis like touching the 


Cal, 


Strings too harſhly, 


D 
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Col. Come, no more of your Nonſenſe. | | 
Enter Miranda thro' the private Door, with a Dark- 

8 Lanthorn in her Hand. 

Col. I fany, I hear ſome body tread. ; 

Ap. O Lord! no ſure! Maſter, pray let me fetch a 
Candle. | | 

Col. You talk like a Blockhead : We are likely to 
make a Diſcovery of any Thing with a Light. 

Aſp. I know what my Maſter talks like if I durſt 
tell him, to ſuppoſe we can make a Diſcovery of any 
Thing without. O Lord ! yes, I beg his Pardon, now 
J think on't, a Woman may be diſcover'd in the Dark. 
Mir. I'll tay here, and write my Billet deux. Well, 
now RE ſafe ; but I run as many Dangers as a ro- 
mantick Knight in an enchanted Caſtle, and Love has 
made me full as ridiculous I have juſt Reaſon enough 
to know I act againft Reaſon, elſe why ſhou'd I be fo 
induſtrious to declare my Paſſion to the Man, and at the 
fame Time, ſo deſirous to conceal my Perſon from his 
Knowledge: Certainly, I am actuated by that lictle 
Deity, Cupid, who ſports himſelf in the whimſical Ac- 

tions of us Mortals. 

Aſp. I fancy I heard ſomething mention Enchantment 
juſt now, I am afraid the Devil is in the Room, for I 
begin to ſmell Brimftone——Pray, Sir, let us go down 
Stairs, for if we ſtay in this Room much longer, we 

ſhall be both frighted out of our Wits. | 

Col. Come this Way: If I am not miſtaken, I heard 
ſome body in the Room. 

Aſp. Dear Sir, don't let us venture thus in the Dark 
for the Fairies may have ſome evil Deſign upon us; be 
tides, it looks very much like the Sin of Preſumption. 

Col. Tread ſoftly, and don't give the Enemy Notic 
of our Approach. : 

Ahſd. 1 Sir, I am juſt ready to beat an Alarm wich 
my Teeth. | 

Col. Hold your Tongue, you Son ef a Whore, and 
keep your Teeth together, or I'll cut one out, and beat 
the other down your Throat. 

72 Pray, Sir, let me fetch a Light | 
7. So, here's the Table. Now for a Diſpatch of 
Buſineſs. [Sits down, opens the Lanthorn and writes. 
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Col. You may ſpare yourſelf the Trouble; for Tee, 
you no ſooner defire a Light, but you have one. 

Ap. O Lord! what dol fee? —— There's the Devil 
in Profria Perſona—— Maſter, dear Sir, have you never 
an Errand to ſend me of? —— O Lord, O Lord! my 
Heart beats a March to my Heels. 

Cel. III beat your Brains out, if you don't make 
your Heart and your Heels agree. 

Ah. Tord, Sir, you quite miſtake the whole Matter, 
they are agreed upon going, and only want you to give 
the Word. 3 

Cal. Sirrah, hold your Tongue. 

fp. You need not bid me, tor Fear has made me ſo 
dry in my Mouth, that my Tongue is almoſt become 
uſeleſs; but if you don't make haſte, my Teeth will 
quickly do the Office of my Tongue, and tell her how 


my Heart beats. O] a Ghoſt ! an Apparition A Par- 


ſon, a Parſon ! fetch a Parſon quickly! IColone / goes 


Eching the Table, takes up the Lanthern, and claps hold of 


Mirarda. ; 

fiir, I am betray'd! | 

Cel. Staud away Blockhead — Have I caught you, 
Madam? ll take Care you ſhan't flip thro' my Hands 
again. [Leafs en her.) Ha! methink I ne'er faw one 
o beautiful before---What means this Palpitation at my 
Heart "T'is fo; ſhe's ſome Divinity come down from 
Heav'n to leis me, and l have offended her with my 
Raſh neſs. [Gazing of her. 

Ajp. So; now will my Maſer be for committing For- 
nication with a Witch. 

Air. Ifrd I have ſome Influence over him; at leaſt, 
the Vanity of my Sex tells me to :---Heaven ſend it may 
be true My Hand is in the Lion's Mouth, and J mutt 
pull it very gently out to make my Etcape. 

Col. What a ſudden Invaſion have her Charms made 
on my Heart ? | 

Afp. How earneftly my Maſter ſtares on this gay Sha- 
dow? Tis no more I'm ſure; for I'll warrant it will 
vaniſh preſently. 

Col. Madam, who you are I know not, nor can I re- 


member I ever ſaw you before But what you are, 


Angel nor Goddeſs are Terms great enough to expreſs--- 


_ therefore pray inform me of the one, whilft I admire at 
the 


other. Mr. 
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Mir. Sir, your Stile is very courtly, and more per- 
haps than the Subject deſerves ; but I eſteem it as it is, 
a Compliment ; tho” to anſwer you plainly who I am, 
be aſſured I am a Woman of no mean Fortune or Ex- 
traction — and what I am you may judge: — I am your 
Priſoner at preſent—So leave you to determine. 

Aſp. That you may do prefently, Sir, Look but a 
little nearer to her—Notwithſtanding ſhe's ſo beautiful, 
I warrant ſhe has cloven Feet underneath. 

Col. Impudent Blockhead be gone! {Strikes him. 

Aſp. With all my Heart; for I never was ſo weary 
of my Company before. FE Exit, 

Col. Now, Madam, ſhall I have the Happineſs 

to know your Name. | 
Mir. Let what J have told you ſuffice at preſent : Be 
: like a Soldier of Honour, truſt me upon my Parole, and 
+ you ſhall hear farther from me in Half an Hour. Be 
ſatisfy'd I am a Woman of Reputation, tho' my preſent 
Conduct may have brought it into Suſpicion, and I ex- 
pe& you wou'd treat me as becomes a Gentleman, and 

one whom I eſteem, as you may a | | 

Col. Nay, nay, my Dear; now I find you are a 
Mortal I ſhan't part with you, but upon very advanta- 
geous Conditions. 

Mir. Then I am loſt again—O for a Stratagem !— 
Now all the Invention, Craft, Subtilty of my Sex affiſt— 
Sir, I beg you to releaſe me now, and in Requical of 
your Generofity, come but into the Piazza of Covent- 

zarden in Half an Hour, there ſhall a Chair wait for 
you, and bring you where I dare own myſelf with 
Honour, and, I hope, to both our Satisfactions. 
Col. Pardon me, Madam; I dare not take your 
Word; that wou'd be like venturing all my Treaſure 
to Sea in a Storm. 

Mir. What do you intend to do with me, Sir? 

Col. To love you. 25 

Mir. And not obey me! EF 

Col. Obedience in a Lover is as Romantic as Con- 
ſtancy. Beiides, I know you are a Woman of more 
Senſe, than to expect it in ſuch an Affair as this. 

Mir. Stratagem is che peculiar Wiſdom of our Sex: 
But to anſwer you in your own Profeſſion, ſince you 


retuſe to admit of a Truce, I muſt take other Methods, 
D 3 and 
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and compel you to it. Behold this Mark upon my 

Fand, and then detain me if you can. [Tales a Pinch 

of Snuff out of her Box ſecretly. She holds up her 

Hand, he comes to look at it, ſhe bleaus the Snuff in 

hi; Eyes, he fiamps, drops the Lanthorn, <vhich /e 

takes up, turns the dark Side, and eſcapes thro" the 
fecret Place. | | | 

Col. Zoons! She has put my Eyes out. Aſn: 
Light quickly, a Light you Dog | 

2 Enter Aſpin avith a Candle. 

App. So, I thought what it wou'd come to——1s the 
Fairy gone, Sir? 

Col. Gone ! ves; and has almoſt blinded me with 
blowing Snuff in my Eyes. 

Ap. No, no Maſter : I warrant you it was Brimſtone. 

Col. Did not you meet her? | 

AP. If I did, it was inviſible : but I believe I might; 
for as I was coming haſtily in, the Candle had like to 
have been blown out, and I believe it was ſhe Whiſk- 
ing by me in a Whirlwind. | 

Col. Twice together te be out-witted thus. 2 

Ap. What better can you expect by keeping ſuch 
Diabolical Company ? : 

Col. We are in a Dream ſure, and Fancy plagues us 
with a fantaſtick Form. 

Ajp. As to its being fantaſtick, 'ts the Form of a Wo- 
man, and therefore no Wonder ; but I believe we ſhall be 
the firſt that ever dreamt when we were broad awake. 

Col. What's here? ¶ Tales the Letter off the Table. Reads, 

Sir, I begin to be tir d with the Pranks I have play d 

you ; therefore leſt I ſhould bring my Honour into Suf- 
picion, I think i. Time to diſcover myſ If. If you will 
be in the Piazza in Covent-Garden this Evenins, 
their ſhall be a Chair. : 
But v hat ſhou'd follow? Why certainly what ſhe told 
me -I his Intrigue, the nigher it Craws to a Diſcovery, 
appears the more Intricate. I'll venture however, and 
never give over till I have diſſolv'd this Charm. 


Like Woman, IIl invent, till Means are found, 
-With equal Craft this Riddle to expound. [Exeunt; 


The Exd of the Third ACT, 
e 


—— 


Enter Lady Outſide, and Miranda, peraſing a Letter. 


Mix AN DA. | 
ow excellent is the Stile! ſuch ſoft, ſuch 
CT eaſy Language ! as if the Quill that wrote it 
had been pluck'd from Capid's Wing. 
Mid. But prithee, dear Miranda, what do 
you deſign to do with this Colonel ? 

Mir. Why, I intend after teizing him a little more, 
to diſcover myſelf to him. __ 

Vid. What do you mean by that? OG 

Mir. Why, he's a Man of more Wit than to be im- 

os'd on ſo much longer; therefore I had rather the 
— ſhou'd be owing to my Generoſity, than his 
Genius. Beſides, the Deſign begins to have fo little 
Variety in it, that it's no longer agreeable ; and tho I 
was fond of it at firſt, as our Sex 1s of a new Faſhion ; 
ſo after two or three Times, the Delight of it is gone, 
and now I'd bring it to a Concluſion. 

Wid. If an Amour grows difagreeable, what will a 
Huſband do? | 

Mir. Perhaps the ſame : Tho” the Variety of our 
'Tempers may take off the dull Notes of Matrimony. 
But, Madam, I want to have a little ſerious Diſcourſe 
with you; I wou'd very fain make a Siſter- in-Law of 

ou. 

a Mid. Sure you take me to be as mad as yourſelf. 

Mir. Why not? — Come, ÞT'll venture firſt into the 
Road of Matrimony, and then it will be eaſy for you 
to follow my 'I'racks. . 

Vid. Whether the Colonel will have you, or no? 
Mir. I'd fain ſee a handſome Fellow of his Wit and 
Station, that wou'd refuſe a pretty young Lady with a 
good Fortune; but if you wou'd not have me beat the 


Path 


44 Won AN g A RID DT. 


Path for you, I'll take Care when my Brother comes 
next, that you ſhall do it for me. N 
Enter Courtwell. 
And here he comes, in the critical Minute too, I hope. 
Brother, I have been pleading your Cauſe to my Lady 
Out/ide ; but I'm afraid I ſhan't prove a ſucceſstul Ad- 
vocate, conſidering a younger Brother's my Client, and 
a rich Widow the judge: Fortune is grown the beſt 
Orator in Love. 8 | 
Court. You are in the right, Siſter : Jointure and Pin- 
Money have clearly got * better of Merit and Affec- 
tion; but [I'll never repine at that; for fine. Women, 
like great Tables, tho' they are maintain'd by Men of 
Fortunes, are ever open to Men of Parts. FE 
Mid. The Women are ever ſure of your Word, 
Mr. Caurtabell; when you have a Miſtreſs, I hope ſhe'll 
deicrve it from you in particular, and have in Perfection 
all thoſe good Qualities you fo liberally beſtow upon the 
whole Sex in your Diſcourſes. 
Court. Why, Madam, I thought you had underftood 
Raillery better; this is only the Way of Talking I have 
got among my Companions, where, when we meet 
over a Bottle, 'tis held as great a Part of Wit to rally 
Women handiomely behind their Backs, as to flatter 
them to their Faces. 55 
Mr. I find tis Time for me to withdraw. In theſe 
Sort of Engagements, a third Perſon is wholly unne- 
ceſſary. : Exit. 
Mid. But why do you make us poor Women the 
Subject of your Mictn ? Why dre we ſo barbarouſlly 
treated by you ? 
Court. Becauſe you are fo uncharitable, ſo hard-hear- 
ted, and are encompaſs d with ſo many Difficulties, as 
Decency, Honour, and Reputation, that the Men that 
love their Pleaſure, begin to hate you worſe than Beg- 
ars do a Coach with the Glaſſes drawn up, deſpair of 
chef, and fall a Railing. | | 
Mid. But pray Mr. Courtwell, to wha tkind Saint do 
we owe your Converhon ? | 
Court. You are very forgetful ſure: How often have 
my Eyes told you, when my Tongue durſt not, the 
Pains you gave my Heart: Need 1 tell you any more, 
tis your fair felf I love. I have Joſt the Pleaſure of 
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Mirth, of Wine, and Company, all Things that were 
beſore delightful to me, are no longer ſo. My Life is 
grown but one continu'd Thought of your fair ſelf ? 
Vid. Come, leave your Fooling. I think your old 
Humour does better with you a thouſand Times than 
this whining Love ? 

Court. Why here tis now, there are fo many Cheats 
in this Trade of Love too, that, like Beggars, the true 
go unreliev'd, becauſe we meet with now and then a 

Counterfeit ; but faith Madam I would not trouble you, 
cou'd my Pain admit of Redreſs from any but yourſelf. 
IV id. Sure, Mr. Courtwell, you would think I had an 
excellent Opinion of myſelf, or an implicit Faith in 
whatever you ſay, ſhould I believe all this now. E 
Court. If I told a Surgeon I had broke my Leg, d'you 
think he would not take my Word ? 
Bid. Yes ſure, 
Coaurt. Why ſhou'd not you take it then for a wound- 

ed Heart? They are neither of 'em Matters to bra 
of; and I wou'd no more lead the Life of a Lover if 
wy free, than I wou'd that of a ſick Man if I were 
well. 

Mid. Methinks the ſick Men, as you call them, look 
— the well, that one can ſcarce know one from the 
other. „ 5 
Caurt. In your Chamber perhaps; but abroad we find 
2 thouſand Differences. 18 : = 

Mid. As how, I pray? 4 : 3 

Court. Why your true Lover leaves all Company 
wen the Mirth begins, the Table when the Bottles are 
call'd for, the Gaming - Houſe when the Cards come up; 
is more afraid of an Engagement than a Lawyer in 
Term-Time; would leſs miſs the laſt Act of a Play, tlie 
Park, or indeed, any abominable old Lady's, where he 
may hope to fee the Party, than a Citizen's young 
Daughter wou'd Gray's-lzn-H alis the firſt Sunday of her 
new Gown. | 

Mid. And will you be ſuch an Animal for my ſake ? 

Court. Faith I am already; but if not well us'd, I 
ſhall find the way home again. 

Wid. Whatever you think, Sir, I ſhall contribute no 
more to the keeping you my Servant, than I did to the 
making you ſo. 

Court 
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| Court. Well, do but uſe as proper Means to keep me 
—_— as you did to make me ſo, and I am ſa- 
tisfy d. | 

Vid. Why, what Means? 

Court. As your Beauty bred my Affection, ſo let your 
Kindneſs nouriſh it. 9 

Vid. Why, I am tender-hearted, Courtevell; but then 


you have been ſuch an inconſtant —— 


Curt. Oh Madam, your right Lover, like your true 
bred Spaniel, will range; tis only a Proof of his high 


|  Mettle; but when his lawful Game's before him, down, 


down 


Vid. Ay, down——down-— indeed, when his law- 


ful Game's before him; but in my Opinion, that's not 


ſo commendable a Quality in a Lover, whatever it be in 
a Spaniel. 
Court. O what untoward Suſpicions theſe Widows 


have. 
Mid. But let me ſee, what may I expect if I conſent 


| to be your Wife?— I muſt board half a Year with a 


Friend in the Country, tumble about the other half in 
moſt villainous Hackneys, ſee you when you have no 


n ils d out of a Ring, or a 
Carr. I wou'd not uſe a City- Widow of Five and 


Fifty ſo, with Seven ſmall Children : Do but Conſent, 


Madam, and I'll this Minute ſend for a Parſon and a Li- 
cenſe, for fear you ſhou'd change your Refolution. 
i. Hold, Conrtewell Heart fails me. 
Conrt. Sheart, I had a Qualm too : There's certain- 
ly a more than ordinary Providence attends me—T ſhall 
"ſcape yet: I am now in a Twitter, like a Gameſter up- 
on a great Bet, that is heartily afraid he ſhould loſe it, 
and yet his love to the Money won't ſuffer him to draw 
Stakes — Well, I muſt have her. 
Via. Indeed you won't——l1 have conſfider'd better 


ont Four humble Servant. Exit. 


Court. Heyday ! Certainly there's nothing in the Cre- 


| 2 ſo fantaſtical as a Woman There's no Hopes of 
uce 


ceſs, I find, by a regular Siege, ſo-I'll een employ 
my Force another way, * Citadel by Sur- 
— 4 and here comes one that may be a very proper 
nſtrument, I muſt endeavour to bribe her to my 1 
eſt: 
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eſt: In theſe Caſes, there's nothing like a Friend with- 
in the Walls. | 

Enter Neceſſary. OI 
Nec. I aſk your Pardon, Sir, I thought my Lady had 
been here. eing. 


Court. Hold, pretty Mrs. Necęſſary ] muſt have a 
Word or two with ou. 
Nec. I ſhou'd be glad to do you any Pleaſure, and 
ſhall always be ready whenever you pleaſe to make uſe 
of me. | 

Court. Faith iay Dear, are v 


Cour Bog 4 Kifes 
— 'Sdeath how wontonly her Eyes talk ? Aſide. 

ec. Lard, you are the ſtrangeſt Man — Is this all your 
Buſineſs ? | 

Court. No, my Dear, I want to have a little Diſ- 
courſe with you about your Lady. | 

Nec. Look you, Sir, Lawyers and Chamber-Maids, 
like Balaam's Aſs, never ſpeak unleſs they ſee an Angel. 

Court. Wilely obſerv'd. There's your Fee, [Gives 

| her Money. 

Nec. Ay, marry, Sir, this is fomewhat, but to plead 
a Cauſe in Forma Pauperis, is the Devil, 

Court. Well, Mrs. Necęſſary. I muſt have your Aſſi- 
ſtance this Night in a Defign which I have laid to carry 
your Lady; in which, if 1 ſucceed, I'll make thoſe two 
Guineas two hundred. 

Nec. Ay, marry Sir, this is bidding like a Gentleman 
indeed; you may depend upon my Afhftance : Two hun- 
_ cred ſuch Angels as theſe will tempt a Woman even to 
keep a Secret Well, you Men are ſtrange Creatures 

when you are ſet upon a Thing; you ftick at nothing to 
compaſs your Deſign; Lying, Perjury, Bribery, and 
what not—— Nay, o'my Conſcience, I believe you'd 
raiſe the Devil to obtain a Circle. [A Bell rings] Hark, 
my Lady rings ! I can't ſtay to conſult with you now. 
4 Meet me below Stairs a quarter of an Hour 
ce. 


Nec. I will, I will. Farewell. Exeunt ſevuerally. 


SCENE 
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SC EN E Cæaent-Garden. 


Enter Col. Man'y. | 

Col. J am afraid my little Riddle has jilted me again: 
I have waited this half Hour, and no appearance of a 
Chair. | 
| Enter ta»; Chair-Men auith a Chair. 
Chair. Hiſt ! hift ! If your Name be Manly, get into 
this Chair, and aſk no farther Queſtions. = 
Col. Now certainly the Diſcovery draws near. I wiſh 
at laſt the Riddle proves worth the Trouble of expound- 
ing. Certainly ſhe can't be a common Woman, by 
the Caution ſhe takes of preſerving her Reputation. 
Well, for once I'll indulge my Curioſity, tho it bring 
me to an old Woman, or what's een as bad, an old 
Acquaintance. Tom [Gels in. 

Chair. Puih on, 7ack, puſh on. [ Excunt æcith Chair. 


SCENE « Chanter: 


Enter Sir Amorous Vainwit, reading a Letter. 

Sir Amo. Rivet me to the Center, if this is not ſuper- 
latively fortunate ; I could contemplate on theſe Lines to 
Perpetuity. 

| Reads, 

Sir, I am confirm'd you have Wit and Good Nature 
enough to forgive this uncommon Method I have taken 
to diulge my Paſſion ; the Fffed of your eavn Charms 
euhich 1 think as impeſſible for any Woman to fee, and 
not admire, as to lowe you, and not declare it. 
The Condition I am in males me thus free: I om 
a Woman of & confiderable Fortune, and in my own 
Hands; but have a Brother abo tates the Pri- 
cilege of his Sex to confine me, being of à Nature 
fo jealuus, that he believes Viriue cannot guard 
itlelf. I have ſaid enough to let you know I oui 
be glad of my Freedom, which I doubt not but 
your Wit can caſily effect ; and if you think my Per- 
ſon and Forture a Reward, you may truſt to your 
exvis Charms for your Security. I you ail go tmme- 
diately into the Piazza, there ſlall be a Chair to 
con«/uct you to nie. Yours, 15 

| SILVIA. 


3 This 
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This is an Intrigue indeed, and worth the following Egad 
the Women are ſtrangely taken with this Perſon of mine. F 
believe I muſt marry at laſt in my own Defence—Sirrah, if 
Jam not at Home by Twelve, you need not expect me. 
Now for Silvia. 
SCE N E Miranda's Chamber. 

| Enter Betty, leading in Col. Manly. 

Bet. Stay here a while, and I, or better Company v. I 
wait on you immediately. z = 1 

Cal. So, I have travell'd a fine Way to Night, thro” all 
the Alleys, Lanes, and By-ways in Town—I am brought 
here to wait on my little Fairy, and for ought I kaow I 
may be in the World in the Moon, only Dai kneſs ſeems a 
Contradiction to that—Pray Heav'n, where ever I am, it 
may prove an orb of Happineſs, and that this Adventure 
may end as well as it begun, in a pleaſant Intrigue with a 

fair young Lady. [Singing vithin.} What do I hear?--Nay, 
now I believe I am in a Region among the Deities indeed, 
and this Muſic is a Preparation for the thrilling Pleaſures I 
am brought here to enjoy — Methinks they ftay too long — 
Now am l Auſh'd with Expectation of my approaching Bliſs-- 

I dare not peep, for fear of being expell'd my Eden for 
ſearching 2 too much Knowledge — Soft a little! the 
dark Scene of Mortality - 48h and my charming Spirit 
appears in her little Paradiſe. RY 
Enter Miranda and Betty with Candles. 

So! in what Syllables ſhall Taccolt her! What a Pox! Have 
I ne'er a Speech out of a Pli to compliment her? Then her 
Beauty mult inſpire me with ſome exterzpore Poetry I think. 

Mir. Is not your Patience tir d, Sir? 

Col. No, Madam: OM 


As Rural Swoains expecting wait the Dawn, 
Aud view with gladneſs the approaching Morn; 
So at your Rad: ant Charms, inſpir'd I gaze, 
Chear'd by your Eyes, like bright Aurora's Rays, 


Mir. Sir, initead of returning ſo courtly a Compliment 
in the ſame Poetic Strain, I have at preſent ſo little of the 
Vanity of my Sex as to be offended at your Flattery; for you 
have neither the Conſtancy of a Rural Swain, nor my Eyes 
the Brightneſs of Auroras Rays; therefore your Words 
ſpeak rather the Panegyric of a Poct, than the Plain-deal- 
ing of a Soldier. x 7 


hear it. Come let's retirè then. 
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Cal. Madam, what IL have ſaid is Truth, and therefore 
no Flattery; and as for my Conſtancy, I have had a continual 
Fit of it ever ſince I ſaw you; and for your Charms, they 
are brighter than Aurora in my Eyes, and I am as little 
tki!l'd in the Art of Flattery, as your Beauty is above the 
Reach of it. 

Air. Nay, now your Genius ſoars ſo high, that I aſſure 
you my humble Wit cannot come up to it with an Anſwer. 

Col. Nor mine, Madam, to return your Raillery at preſent, 
but pray what Uſage am I» eel? 
Mir. The ſame which you intended half an Hour ago 
for me, Sir. | 

Col. Faith, with all my Heart, Madam: I am glad to 
[ Knocking without. 

Mir. I am betray'd ! 'tis my Brother — Sir, I you'd 
hide yourſelf, or I'm undone. | 5 

Col. Hide myſelf, yes truly, tis very likely I ſhou'd and 


not know where I am—A Pox on my unlucky Fortune. 


Mir. Hark! they knock again! — Betty, conduct him to 


my Cloſet in my Drefling-Room. [Ex. Betty ant Col.] So, 


now he's gone, I'm fafe—— Well, an Intrigue requires as 


much Policy to keep it from — found out, as a Conſpi- 


racy : The leaſt contrary Motion diſorders the whole Frame 
of it, and brings it to the very Brink of Diſcovery. 
Enter Sir Amorous and Betty. 
Bet. This is my Lady, Sir. 
Sir Aus. Strike me crooked if ſhe is not a moſt Angelic 
Cre:.turze. Madam, may J have leave to hope theſe Lines 
were wrote by the fair Hands of fo ſuperlative a Beauty? 


Ha! Madam. 


Mir. Sir, they were — and I hope you will interpret 
Be pleas'd to ſit I iay Sir "i 

Sir Ano, Madam! 

Air, | ſay Sir, my Conduct in this Affair may prejudice 
my Reputation in your Opinion: Therefore my preſent 
Tafc mutt be to juſtify that, before I can pretend to a Place 
in the Heart of fo accompliſh'd a Gentleman, which, I 
muſt with bluſming own, I ſhou'd eſteem my greateſt Hap- 

ineſs. | 

K Sir Amo, O Bad, Madam, you confound me with your 
ſuperero gatory Indulgence ; tho', at the ſame Time, I muſt 
ſay, your Manner of Proceeding is very Novel; but had my 


Eyes before this Time been bleſt with the benign Proſpect 
| of 
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of your invincible Charms, your Beauty wou d not have 
only ſav'd your Bluſhes upon this Occaſion, but inſpir' d 
my Tongue with all the Efficacy of moving Eloquence to 
beg with Importunity the profer d Bleſſing. 

ir. thank you, for your kind Indulgence of my Paſ- 
fon: even Flattery in Love is welcome: Bur, Sir, that my 
Reputation is yet unſully'd, let this declare: J am a Wi- 


dow, my Huſband was an Iucka Merchant, where, about 


three Years ſince, he died, but not before he had acquir d 
an Eftate of Two Thouſand Pounds a Year, of which hc 
left me fole Miſtreſs, with the Addition of Fifteen 'Thou- 
ſand Pounds; the ſtrong Affection I had for my Native 


Country, ſoon after my Huſband's Death, brought me to | 
d a Power 
of confining me, making this Houſe my Priſon, under a 


E»gland, where, ever ſince, my Brother has =—_ 


Pretence to prevent my marrying to a Diſadvantage: but 
rather, I believe (by his barbarous Uſage) to drive me into 
Deſpair, that he may the eaſier become Maſter of my For- 
tune He is ſo jealous of me, that it wou'd be immediate 
Death for any Man to look at me with the leaft Defire of 
any farther Intimacy. 5 

Sir Amo. I hope, Madam, he's not in the Houſe no- 


Not that I ſhou'd fear an Army of Brothers in ſuch a Cauie-— 


Your Beauty would give Succeſs to my Endeavours, and 
egad, Madam, I fence as well as any Man in * 

Mir. No, Sir, he's out of Town, and won't come Home 
to Night. My Servant he has made my Keeper; but | have 
brib'd her to my Intereſt—Now, Sir, give me leave to pro- 
ceed, for Time is ious, and my defire of Liberty gives 
my Tongue this Boldneſs I ſaw you on Sundey at St. 
Fames's Church, when your Charms, like ſubtle Lightning 
flaſh'd thro' my Eyes, and took poſſeſhon of my Heart ; 
ever ſince, I have been contriving tomake known my Pat- 
fon to you, and obtain a happy interview; which, by the 
Force of my own Inclination, and my Servant's Avarice, I 
have this Night accomplith'd-——— Your Manner of being 
brought here was merely Political, that if you refus'd my 
melting Heart it's Wiſhes, my Reputation might be ſafe, 
and you return'd the fame Way you came. 

Sir Amo. Egad ſhe'd make an excellent City Wife one 
wou'd think ſhe had been brought up in S ain or Portugal by 
her ſecure Manner of ys [4faae. 
2 


* 
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Mir. Now, Sir, if you think me worthy to be your Wife 
I muſt ſpeak it) procure me my Liberty this Night ; I have 
both a Licenſe and a Parſon ready in the Houſe, and my 
Maids will be Witneſſes. 
Sir Amo. This is ſomething extraordinary. She may be 
a Bite faith. [Aſidr.] Why really, Madam, Marriage is a 
Thing I have not much thought of yet; not but that I 
ſhou'd conclude myſelf infinitely happy in the Poſſeſſion of 
fo f ne a Woman Put =— » 
Mir. Come, Sir, perhaps you may think this ſome Im- 
poſition on you, but I'll quickly remove that doubt There 
Sir, accept theſe Bills : they are from the Bank, and worth 
Ten Thouſand Pounds, only an Earneſt of the Fortune you 
may command. [ Gives him Bills. 
Sir Amo. Ha! egad they're right. Pray Heav'n this 
mayn't yu a Dream at laſt. Faith I can hardly credit 
my Senſes. [ A/ide. 
Mir. You ſeem ſurpriz'd, Sir. What new Objection? 
Str Amo. Objection, Madam! none cou'd be excogita- 
ted aſter ſo conmmma.ce.t Freof of Love and Meri“; and 
if any Diſorder is perceptible in my Looks, it p. dceeds 
tom a puſilanimous Apprehenſion of any croſs Accident 
that 4 malevolent Fat ſhou'd produce, to exclude me 
from the Heaven of your Embraces. | 
Mir, Then, Sir, be j1:as'd to fecure them Biils in your 
Pocket-Bock. [| Putting tre Bills in his Book. 
Sir Amo. This is a moſt prodigious Adventure, and not- 
withſtanding all my Vanity and Boaſting, I never knew 
any Woman before that had Senſe enough to Le commonly 
Civil to me: Therefore I'll take Fortune by the Hand 
wiule ſhe's in this ſmiling Humour, marry the Lady this 
Minute, and publiſh my Succel: over the whole Tou n be- 
fore 'To-morrow Morning—Her Fortune I am ſure of, her 
Beauty is invincible, and her Underſtanding is conſpicuous, 
in chuſing me for a Huſband--Dear Charmer, you muſt 
indulge the Importunity of a Paſſion, which the Corruſcati- 
on of your own fair Eyes have created, and your meliflu- 
ous Tongue confirm d: You muſt conſent to make me 
happy this Night! this Hour! this Minute ! My Soul 
pants for the Exſtatic Bliſs. | 
Mir. This Rapture blows my Pa lion to a Flame; your 
Words are no lcts charming to my Lars, than your Beauty 


to my Eyes. 8 8 
Enter 
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| Enter Betty. 

Betty. O Madam! Madam! my Maſter's come to Town, 
and juſt coming up Stairs. | | 

Mir. My Brother! O Heav'n ! what an unlucky Acci- 
dent's this ? What will you do, Sir ? 

Sir Amo. Lord, Madam, I am the dulleſt Dog at con- 
triving in the World but, if you pleaſe, Madam, I'll 
jump out at the Window. 5 

Mir. That were to endanger your precious Life 
Betty ſtep into the Cloſet, there is a Night-Gown and 
Petticoat of mine, fetch it out, and put it u him 
[Zit Betty.] You muſt conſent to this Difguiſe, for if 
my Brother ſees you, you're certainly a dead Ma 
7 Enter Betty with the Cloaths. 5 
Betty. Here, Sir, be pleas d to put on the Petticoat. 

Sir Amo. Sure I am the moſt unlucky Dog upon the 
Earth! I am damnably afraid my good Fortune will con- 
clude in a Cudgelling. 

Betty. So, Sir, now the Gown. 

Sir Amo. Well, I was never made for intriguing, that's 
certain. 1 have neither a Head to contrive an Eſcape, nor 
a Heart to juſtify a Diſcovery: Nay, what vexes me 
moſt, I am ſo curſed a Coward, that I am not to be kick'd 

into a little Courage. | 
Betty. Now, Sir, for the Headcloaths. I vow you'll 
make a pretty Sort of a Laſs. | | 

Mir. Hark! I hear my Brother coming. Say any Thing 
to bring yourſelf off. pay?" 
Enter the Butler arcs d hike a Gentleman, booted. 

But. So, Siſter, have you ſupp'd ? 1 
Mir. No, Brother; nor I have not order'd any Thing, be- 
cauſe you told me you ſhou'd ſtay at Hampton Court all Night. 

But. So I had, but Sir John and his Brother ſent an Ex- 
cuſe for their not coming, ſo I e'en came Home to Night. 
How now ! Who 1s this Woman ? | 
1 Sir Amo. Sir, I came about a little Buſineſs to my young 


= No Perſon can have Buſineſs with my Siſter, who 
does not think fit to acquaint me with it. What are you, 
Woman? | 

Sir Amo. Pray, Sir, don't be in a Paſſion. I am —I 
am, you muſt know I don't * what the Devil to ſay 
3 to 
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to him. My Fear puts a Stop to my wonted Capacity of 


Lying. 

But. Lask you, Woman, what you are? 

Sir Amo. Why, Sir, I am a Midwife. 

But. A Midwife ! what Buſineſs can my Siſter have with 
a Midwife ? 

Sir Amo. O Lord ! that's true What a damnable 
Thought was that? I might as well have ſaid I was a Fiſh- 

Wife ſhall certainly be diſcover'd. [ Afede. 

Bat. A Midwife! impoſſible ! But Zoons, tell me what 
you are, or 

Sir Amo. O dear Sir, you'll put me into Fits if you 
ſtorm at this Rate; but excruciate me Sir, if 

Pat, Excruciate the Devil 

Sir Amo. Upon the Veracity of a Gentlema--Woman, I 
am really and categorically a Midwife. 

But. A Midwife ! no, rather one to prepare Work for 
a Midwife, a Pimp, a Pander! O Siſter, Siſter, is this 
the Care you have of your Honour? Do Women uſe to 
wear Mens Shoes? But I'll reward this Meſſenger of 
Lewdneſs ? | . Beats him. 

Sir Amo. O help! Murder! Murder ! Is this Uſage for 
a Gentleman---Help ! help ! the Devil take — 

bo 8 [ Runs of. 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha! This is a pretty ſevere Puniſhment 
upcn the Fool. I aſſure you Vow, you have perform'd 
your Part very well. 5 

But. Your humble Servant, Madam. I am ęlad it was 
in my Power to ſerve you; but indeed, to tell you the 
Truth, Madam, I always go about Miſchief with a good 
Will—— My Father was a Pettyfogger, and I have a na- 
_ tural Inclination to it. 

Mir. Betty, you muſt go into the next Room, and pur- 
ſue the Adventure, while 1 prepare Clarinda for the Mar- 
riage. [ Exeunt. 

Enter Sir Amorous in the Balcony. 

Sir Amo. So, I have at laſt found out a Balcony —— 
Ha! *tis to the Street; that's fortunate enough---I'll e'en 
take a Leap in the Dark, and ſo happy be lucky ſay J. 

| Leafs out, and hangs upon a Hook, by his Petticoats.] 
Gadſo! what now ?=———"Sdeath I'm faſten'd to a Hook, 
and can't reach the Balcony to free myſelf, | | 


[ Afide. 


Enter 
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Enter Betty in the Balcony. l 

Betty. Sure his Fear has not carry'd him out of the 
Balcony head foremoſt! Ha! by all that's miſchievous 
our unfortunate Knight-Errant, is hung faſt by the Petti- 
coat——He's ſafe enough for one while. Now does my 

ood Nature incline me to improve this Accident for my 
.ady's Diverſion ; I muſt ſend Tom: to him once more. [Ex. 

Sir Amo. Sure ſome malevolent Star reign'd at my Na- 
tivity ! What a Diſappointment have I met with to Night, 
to be hung up by the Middle like the Sign of the Flece--- 
If I ſhou'd be diſcover'd in this unfortunate Situation of 
my Affairs, I ſhou'd become the Scorn of the Ladies, and 
the Jeſt of the whole Town. =) | 
Enter the Butler, and a Footman with a Flambeaux, who © 

 ftands juft under Sir Amorous. 
Ha ! the Door opens ! What will become of thee, poor 
Sir Amorous. Bf | | 

But. [Speaking to ſome within.) Beſure ſecure all the 
Windows ——T'll lock this Door, and take the Key with 
me Fa! there's ſomething in the Keyhole. 

Sir Amo. O this Son of a Whore will roaſt me alive 
with his damn'd Flambeaux. OS 

But. So, tis lock'd at laſt, light to the Mitre. ¶ Exeunt. 

Sir Amo. To the Devil I hope---Egad I'm glad they're 

ne ; I muſt have ſqueak'd for my Life if that Rogue 
ad ſtood there much longer. | 

| Enter Betty in the Balcony. 

Betty. I have ſearch'd all the Rooms and can't find him: 
He certainly muſt have leap'd this Balcony —— My poor 
Miſtreſs will run diſtracted. | 

Sir Amo. O my Dear art thou there ? Prithee excogitate 
ſome Method to relieve me, for I am unfortunately hung 
here between Heaven and Earth. DO 1 

Betty. Bleſs my Heart! you frighted me. What, are 
you faſtned ? | | 

Sir Amo. Faſtned ! Yes, yes, I am faſtned, like a Mon- 
key, by the Loins. 5 

Betty. Here, Sir, lay hold on the End of this Handker. 
chief, and I'll endeavour to pull you up, till you can catch 
Hold of the Baniſters. [ She pulls him up. 

Sir Amo. Hoa up !— ſo, I have got Footing again, 
tho I cannot ſay upon ſafe Ground. I | 

Betty. My Miſtreſs will be overjoy'd to ſee you, Sir—— 


56 Woman is a RID DI I. 


and now there's no Fear of her Brother — He'll be en- 
gag u for two or three Hours at leaſt, and by that Time 
you may be marry'd, and out of the Reach of his Reſent- 


nt. 
2 Amo. Dear Child, I am eternally oblig'd to thee, 
and I hope this Intrigue will end more — yu it 
be | unt. 
iſ The End of the Fourth ACT. 
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ACT v. SCENE 4 Chamber. 


Enter Miranda, Sir Amorous in Women's Cloaths, follow'd © 
. by Betty. 


Mi AN PDA. 
EAR Sir Amoroaus, tis impoſſible for Imagina- 
tion to conceive the Concern I have been under 
for your unfortunate Diſcovery, which might 
have depriv d me of the moſt valuable Bleſſing 
of my Life. 3 
Sir Amo. But now, Madam, that obnoxious opake Cloud 
is diſſipated, and Fortune once more has placd us under 
the Sun-ſhine of Opportunity, we ought to make the moſt 
judicious Advantage of it we can. 

Bet. I think, Madam, the Gentleman intimates very 
wiſely, I have got a Licenſe in my Pocket, and a Parſon 
in the Pantry : What hinders now but that you prepare 

for a ſhort Grace, and fall too while your Stomachs are in 
good Humour: When the Buſineſs is once over, you may 
Þid Defiance to all Brothers. 

Mir. T have no other Way to make Reparation for your 

Sufferings to \\ight : Betty, you may bring Sir Amorous his 
F Cloaths. [Ex: Betty,] How I bluſh to think my Ne- 
| ceflity ſhou'd oblige me to conceal ſo fine a Gentleman 

| under ſo me na Diſgiie 
: Sir A. Oh Malin | *.ove has occation'd a Thouland 
ſuch MA a rphous; dc es o)icur'd his Valour under 

2 Petticoat, for the Love of « fi: 1.1: trefs. The mighty 
Hercules once put on an Apron, and or Love was whipt 
nt a Spinning-Wheel Jupiter himſelf has ſubmitted 
to Diſguiſes for to carry on his Amours, 


Enter 
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Enter Betty with Sir Amorous's Chaths. 

Bet. Come, Sir, ſtrip, ftrip—— and put on your own 

Cloaths. I have given the Doctor Notice, his Pipe and his 

Bottle are juſt out, and he'll be ready for you in an Inſtant. 

[ He pulls off the Women's Cloaths, and juſt as he's in his 

Shirt, the Butler breaks open the Door and enters. 

Sir Amo. Dear Mrs. Betty, I will make you a grateful 

Acknowledgement for your Trouble Ha! What the 
Devil's here ? | 1 


But. O vile Wretch ! Have you got your Paramour wick 


you again? Ha! and naked too ! O thou vile Proſtitute !— 
But thus I'll revenge my injur'd Honour. 
Mir. holding him. Oh, pray Sir, recall this dreadful Re- 
ſolution, and hear me Speak. 5 I 
dir Amo. looking N Loophole to eſcape at—egad 
III try if I can climb a Chimney. ¶ Runs up the Chimmey. 


Lg 


But. Ha! Are you ſo nimble? I may chance to fetch 


you down before you get to your Journey's End, as expedi- 
tious as you are—flere, Peter, bring me my great Gun-— 


Fil ſend a leaden Argument or two after you to perſuade 


you to return: Why Peter, I ſay, bring me my great Gun. 

Looking up the Chimney. 

Sir Amo. in the Chimney.) Oh! for Heav'ns ſake coun- 

termand the Man with the great Gun, and I'll ſurrender 

at Diſcretion. | _ 

Bat. Quickly come down then, or] fire after you at once. 

| 1 | [Still peeps, 

Sir Amo. Oh! hold your Hand, and I'm with you in an 
Inſtant. Odfo ! I have almoſt broke my Legs. 


| [Tumbles dexen the Chimney all black, 
Bat. Now, Sir, what can you fay to juitify or excuſe 


your villainous Deſign upon the Honour of my Family. 
Sir Amo. Really, vir, I am at preſent under ſuch a Con- 

fuſion, that I know not well how to exhibit a proper An- 

{wer to your Accuſation ; but when you know my Name 


and Quality, I doubt not but you'll think more favourable 


of my Deſigns. | 
But. Pray, Sir, make me acquainted with 'em both, and 
quickly too, or: 


Sir Amo. My Name is Amorous Vainwit, Knight, I have 


a good Eſtate in the County of Sarrey, which, with the Af- 
fection I bear your Siſter, may render me worthy your 
F — I aſſure you, Sir, my Intentions are honour- 
able. - But, 
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But. That will admit of a Doubt; but if you are ho- 
nourable, you may ſtand any Trial : You muſt excuſe me, 
if, after what I have ſeen, I can't Credit your Narration, 
but muſt defer your Examination till To-morrow Morn- 

| 41 * the mean Time, you muſt be contented to remain 

a Priſoner in this Room - Madam, I command you to 
your Chamber—Theſc Cloaths I muſt ſecure till Morning 
— Betty, put out all the Lights in the Houſe, and go imme- 
diately to Bed, the Key ct this Room I Hall ſecure in my 


Pocket [Exit «with the Lights all but Sir Amo. 


Sir Amo. Oh! Misfortune unparaflel'd— Why, this 1s 
infinitely worſe than being hung by the Loins at a Balcony: 
Rivet me to the Centre, if ever I was fo embarraſs'd fince 
my firſt Entrance into human Nature; I muſt certainly 
be in a curſed Condition; well, 'tis a Happineſs I am left 
to conſole my Mis fortune in the Dark, for a Candle and a 
Looking-Olaſs in the Nom, would be preſent Death. 

Enter Betty wvith on old red Waiſtroat, and Sin Amorus's 

Wig, leading in Clarinda. | 

Hark ! I hear the * unlock, fome Comfort, Fortune, 
I beſeech thee. Fo 

Bet. Sir Amorous ! Six 4morous ! 
* — Amo. Ay, here I am, almoſt ſtarv'd to Death with 
Cold. | 


you an old Waiſtcoat that belongs to one of the Footmen, 


and your Wig, which my Maſter dropt upon the Stairs. 


[She pute them on. 
Sir Amo. This is an Obligation I can never return ; but 
you in ? | 5 
Bet. Why, the Key of my Chamber- Door fitted this 
Lock ; here is my Lady with me Speak to him, Madam. 
| f Aide to Clarinda. 
Cha. You may ſee, Sir, what Difficulties true Love dare 
encounter. with—We'll yet be happy in ſpight of Fortune 
and my Brother; the Parſon is ſtill below Stairs, and may do 
his Office; you muſt diſpenſe with its being perform'd in 
the Dark, ſince you are acquainted with the Necefflity. 


Sir Amo. Oh, Madam, there needs no Light where 
vou are, the radient Luſtre of your Eyes would eclipſe the 


Sun. | 

| Bet. Come, come Sir, and Madam, defer theſe fine 

Speeches till a better Opportunity and g0 and ns 
with 


Bet. I conſider d your Condition, and have brought 
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with the Parſon, So now for the Colonel. [Unlechs the 
Cloſet Door, puſhes em Loth in.) I muſt remove him a little 
farther off for the Preſent, I think I had as good beſtow 
him in his own Lodging till this Wedding is over —— 
Sir, Sir, — [| Enter Colonel] give me your Hand, and fol- 
low me. 

Col. This is a pretty Scene of Enchantment, where the 
Devil can this all End [She leads him out. 
| SCENE changes to Colonel Manly's Lodgings. 
Enter thorough the private Door Betty leading the Colonel. 
Bet. Stay here, Sir, till I come to you. ¶ Exit the ſame way. 
Cel. This is the oddeſt Adventure I ever met with, 1 
ſuppoſe by and by I ſhall feel the Point of ſome jealous 
Cuckold's Sword at my Throat. 
Enter Aſpin drunk. 
Ap. This Citron-Water is admirable Stuff; I have 
| Nept the Fire and Candle out; and I preſume my Matter 
will hardly come home to Night, therefore I'll e'en grope 
my Way to his Bedchamber, and take a Nap till Morning. 
Col I think I hear ſome Body; I hope tis my Bufe 
Emiſſary to conduct me back to the Lady. | 
Zſp. As a Proof of my Courage, I can venture into this 
Room that's haunted, and without a Light too; for ſince 
I have arm'd myſelf with Richard Baxtcr's Dram of Com- 
fort to a faint-hearted Sinner, I can bully the Devil. 
Col. Oh, 'tis ſhe—are you come, my Dear, I have 
waited with no ſmall Impatience 
A/p. Oh, Lord, there's a Voice and all my Reſo- 
lution is vaniſh'd at once: If I had but Courage now, 
v.ou'd i ſpeak to this Spirit, perhaps here is ſome Money 
hid, and it can't reſt till it be diſcover d. 
Col. Where are you, my Dear----f Feels about, lays hold 
FO on Aſpin, then fiarts back, and draws his Sword. 
Damme, what's here, a Man? : 
4p. Oh i how my Heart akes, this is certainly a Thief, 
I'll e'en put my Conduct upon tryal, for I dare not truſt 
to my Courage. e 
Ci. What are you ? Speak this Minute, or my Sword's 
in your Guts ;-----Inform me what Houle this is, and 
'vho's the Maiter of it; but ſpeak fſoftiy, leaſt we are 
2er-heard. | | 585 
Ag. Ay, ay. tis certainly a Thief; my Courage does 
icaliy fail me, and I muſt frighten him by — 


Apartment to hide yourſelf? 


Buſineſs. 
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the Maſter of this Houſe is the Devil, he keeps Co mpany 
with the Lady Fairy, and I'm their chief Butler. 

Col. What a-pox, have they thruſt me into a dark 
Room with a Madmar ?.--['1l humour him a little---Pri- 
thee what's thy Maſter's Name ? 

Ap. He is vulgarly diſtinguiſh'd by the Title of Colonel 
Manly. 

Col. The Devil he 15— Aſlpin. 

Aſp. That's my Name -Maſter is it you ? Why how 
came you here ? | . 
Col. Nay, if you go to that, What Art Magick brought 

you here? Did you follow my Chair, and ſlip into this 


Ajp. Follow your Chair! My poor Maſter has been 
Drinking I perceive : Pray, Sir, which way did you return 
here ſince you went out? : | 
Col. Why, you are drunk you Raſcal ! 
Aſp. Poor Man, he's prodigiouſly overtaken=——— but 
pray, Sir, which way did you come in? I'm jure I had 
the Key of the Room in my Pocket. 

Col. Room! why what Room is this? 

Aſp. Even your own Sir, or the Devils. | 

Col. What do you mean, we are a great Way from 
Home. | | 
Aſp. Why then the Devil has carried the Room through 
the Air by Enchantment. | 
Col. You have a mind to make me loſe my Senſes —— 
Alp. Ay, poor Gentleman, t'other Bottle had done the 


Col. feeling about.) Ha ! This is certainly the Door of my 
Room Which way ſhou'd I come hither Cer- 
tainly we are under the Power of Enchantment You 
Raſcal, I'll teach you to be drunk when I am out of the 
Way - Why have not you a Light, : 
Aſp. Why, really Sir, I took a Nap by the Fire-ſide, ſo 
at laſt I wak'd, Sir, —And I] ſaw I was in the Dark, Sir 
hut the People of the Houſe are up, Sir—lf you pleaſe 
I'll go and fetch a Candle | 
Col. No Matter, ſtay here—F'll fetch one myſelf —— 
| | | [Exit and locks the Door. 
A. Odear ! What, has he lockt the Door Gad 
my Heart akes Either my Maſter is plaguy Drunk, 
and does not know what he ſays, or elſe the Devil has been 
very buly. | | Enter 
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Enter Betty at the ſecret Door, leading in Sir Amorous. 
Bet. Stay here till my Lady has put on her Night- 
cloaths, and then ſhe'll come and conduct you to her 
Bed-chamber—but be ſure make no Noiſe. 
Sir Amo. No, no; TI ll be as ftill as a Lover hid in a 
Lady's Cloſet, when the leaſt Noiſe wou'd alarm the 
Huſband, and make his Horns viſible. | 
Bet. Now for the Colonel [Feeling about lays 
| | ha!d ff Aſpin. 
What are you aſleep, Sir? —you are a dull Lover in- 
deed---Come Colonel, my Lady has got rid of all her 
Company at laſt. | 
Aſp. Ha! a Woman's Hand, and a moiſt one, that's 
no ill Sizn——my Maſter has ſome damn'd Intrigne on 
Foot, which he durſt not tru} me with, ſhe takes me for 
my Maſter: P!l e'en ſupply his Place, and that way leſt 
myſelf into the Secret 22 
Bet. Come away, Sir; but don't ſpeak a Word for 
your Life. 3 Ts = 
Ajp. No, no; I'll be filznt as a Lawyer before he re- 
ceives his Fee. 
Sir An. Well it is a ſuſſicient Conſolation to me, for 
Exeunrt Aſp. and Betty tormnb the pi vat: Place, 
this Night's Sufferings, to tuink L have concluded em fo 
fortunateiy, in the Marriage of ſo rich and beautiful a 
Woman [ Co/. Manly ani5cis the Chamber- 
Door, enters ævith a Candle, Sir Amo. 
feernp him, ftauds amazed in o Carmen. 
Col. Come ve drunken Sot, take the Candle and light 
me to Bed; aud if ever you are guilty----tiv----what 
= tis impoſſible. [ Looks abgut, ſees Sir Amo. 
Ja! What the Devil are you? 
Sir Amo. Ha! Col. Mau), as I hope for Immortality 
I thought I had been---Why, where the Devil am I--- 
Cal. In my Lodging, Sir, at preſent---but how you 
came here, 1 ſhou'd be very glad to know--- as 
Sir Amo. Came here !---egad, I never was ſo con- 
2 in my Life---Why J came in at the Door, I 
ink. Es 
Col. That's impoſſible ; for I have had the Key in my 
Pocket---how my Man got out, or you came in, I can't 
1magine--- But what the Devil do you do in this Diſguiſe, 
have you been ꝙ— 
] Sir 
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Sir Ac. No, I have been Intriguing--- 

Col. What like a Cat atop of the Houſe, and ſo tum- 

bled down the Chimney into my Lodging. | 

Sir Ano. Why faith, Colonel, that's what you may 
reaſonably ſuppoſe by my Dreſs--- 

Enter Courtwell. 

Court. Dear Colonel, I am glad you are come Home; 
wiſh me Joy, Joy, Joy, Man! ; 
Cal. You have always a great deal in your Looks; faith 
Chartes, tis impoſſible ever to read a Diſappointment in 
thy Face ; What! are you married ? 

Court, Not directly turn'd off, but as near it as a Man 
is being hang'd when the Sheriff cries, Drive away Car- 
wan: Tam juſt going to leap into the conjugal Gulph. 
Cal. The Widow has conſented at laſt, Sir. | 

Court. Conſented! Ha, ha, ha, No faith ſhe has not, 
nor knows nothing of the Matter; ſhe's in Bed, and aſleep 
too, for ought that I know, and not ſo much as Dreams 
of a Huſband. In ſhort, Colonel, finding there was no 

hope of Succeis by a regular Siege; I have brib'd the 
Gorernour, who has promis'd to open the Gates, and let 
me in at Midnight, ; 

Cel. Tais is all myſterious, I can't poſſibly conceive 
what you mean by it. 

Curt. Mean, why I mean to get ſuch a Generation of 
Boys and Girls, as ſhall put the Weekly Bill; out of 
Countenance, as Sir Samfſen ſays: I have laid ſuch a 
| Peiign, that it were the Height of Folly to fear a Diſ- 

appointment Here's the magical Circle, and here's 
my Indentures for Life——[Sheavs a Ring and a Licenſe.] 
In tort, before the Concluſion of this Night, I'll marry 
her in ſpight of her Teeth, and go to Bed to her 
with all her Heart. 

Col. Faith Charles, thou'rt the moſt ſanguine Fellow in 
thy hopes I ever knew. 

Cut. Come, Colonel, you muſt go along with me, and 
aſliſt me in my Deſign; how now! what the Devil have 
you got here ! a Baboon in a ſull- bottom Wig ? | 

C. Don't you know him! 'tis Sir {morons Vainavit. 

Court. Sir Amoraus! Ha, ha, ha, how the Devil came 
vou in this Pickle ? What, forc'd to run up a Chimney to 
fave your own Bones, and a Lady's Reputation, 


* 
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Col. Sir Amorous and I have met with ſome odd Advent- 
ures to Night ; we have found ourſelves in this Room to- 
gether, and neither of us can tell how we got here. 

Court, No! Prithee Sir Amorous, how came all this 
about ? 

Sir Am. Why T'll tell you Mr. Courtavell as much of the 

Matter as I really can; I was taken out of the Piazza in 

_ Covent-Garden, put in a Hackney-Chair, and carry'd----- 
faith I can't cell where----but to a Rich Widows Houſe 
who is paſſionately in Love with me, and to whom I was 
married within this Quarter of an Hour, and afterwards 
conducted into her Bed-chamber by the Maid, as the Girl 
told me: But the Colonel coming in with a Candle, I 
found (to my great Surprize as well as his) I was in his 
ing. 

Col. This Adventure is in every Circumſtance like mine, 
but the matrimonial Part; I was taken out of the Piazza 
to Night, put into a Chair, carried a conſiderable Way, 
and at laſt ſet down in a ſtrange Houſe ; where I had not 
been long, before a beautiful young Lady came to me, 
with whom I had not diſcours'd five Minutes, but we were 
alarm'd by the unexpected approach of her Brother; upon 
which the Lights were put out, and I was conducted in the 
Dark by the Maid into another Room, where I preſently 
was ſurpriz d by the Voice of my Man Ain, who told me 

I was in my own Lodging, but which Way I came here, 
I am confounded to think ; my Man being Drunk, I went 
down to the Maid of the Houſe for a Liglit; lock'd Aſpire 
in the Room; but when I return'd with a Candle, my 
Man was vaniſh'd, and Sir Amorous left in his Place. Ys 

Cort. Egad Ill lay my Life theſe are ſome of my Siſter's 
Tricks----tor all this muſt certainly be done by the Help of 
ſome private Door, and now I call it to mind, my Brother 
Tom (who is now at Sea) told me formerly of one which 
he had made through his own Chamber for the Conveni- 

ency of viſiting a Gentleman's Wife who then liv'd in 
your Houſe. | | 

Col. It muſt be ſo, then----but I can ſee no Appearance 
of one in the Wainſcot. 

Court. Perhaps it may be viſible on the other Side only : 
Stay here but two Minutes, I'll go into my Siſter's Dreſ- 
| — Kona which joins to this, and try if I can make any 
Ditcovery. 


= Sir Amo. 
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Sir Amo. If he finds a Trap Door there, I may be in 
Hopes to come to a ſpeedy Knowledge of my Wife. 

Col. But Sir crores, was you really marry'd to Night ? 

Sir Auro. Or elſe may the Brilliant of my Countenance 
for ever labour under this fatal Eclipſe. 

Cel. But how came you in this damn'd dirty Condition? 

Sir Amo. Ihe Narration won'd be too prolix for the 
ſmali Duration of this Opportunity ; but when my Eyes are 
once more bleivd with the benign Proſpect of my fair 

Bride, I'll tell you the whole Adventure. 
Eten Courtwell thro” the private Deor. 

Cæurt. Ha, ha, ha, the Riddle is expounded Colonel; 
now you know which way your inviſible Miſtreſs went---- 
Come, come, make no Words, but let us go and ſurprize 
'em their own Way — and then to the Widow, who now, 
Cotonel, I dare tell you, lodges in the very Houſe with 
my Siſter. [ Exeunt thro" the private Door. 

| SCENE changes to Miranda's Chamber. 
Enter Miranda with a Candle. 

Mir. So! Tow tis Marriage is over, I may have Lei- 
ſere to talk to the Colonel —— Poor Sir Amorous! I can't 
help laughing, to thipk how his Vanity will be mortify'd, 
when he huds who tis he has marry 'd Well 'tis a Pu- 
niſhment due : his impucent Boaſting: How, now, Betty, 
whom have you brovgir here ? 7 

5 Zaler Betty leading in Aſpin. | 

Bet. Bleis me, Madam! I'm ſurpriz d at the Blunder I 

have made I iwear I tcok him in the Dark, for 
the Colonel! | 

A. And why not, Mes C:mbbru5 ?—— Egad ſhe's a 
clever Sort of a Waman—— Ay, Mafter, Maſter, I've 

found you out faith Egad, Þ'li een fay ſomething that's 
pretty to her mylelf----Madam, Madam. | 
Mer. How came you to bring this drunken Fellow here? 
Ap. By mere Accident, I believe, Madam----But hov:- 
ever, Madam, I hop: in the whole you'll have no Reaſon 
to repent the Miſtake, for you know, Madam, there's an 
old Proverb, which fays, Joan 7s as goed as my Lady in the 
Dari, according to that, why mayn't Roger be as good as 
his Maſter? | | 
Mer. The Fellow is going to make Love to me, as l live ! 

Abb. Why, Madam, there is no Difference betwixt a 

Colonel and a Foct Soldier; and I have I-nown a common 
Man do as good Service at a Breach as an Ofacer, 
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Enter Courtwell, Colonel Manly, and Sir 
Amorous, out of the Cie/et. 

Mir. Ha! bleſs me, wiich way came you all in my 
Cloſet ? | 

Court. Oh! Don't be frighted Siſter, we got there by 
the Help of a private Door, through which a certain young 
Lady has made many Excurſions to play at Riddle-me- 
Riddle----But here are two Gentlemen, the one comes to 
make Enquiry after a Wife which he has got here, and 
the other after a Heart he has lately loſt; I ſuppoſe you 
can give him Tidings of that. oo 

Col. Were you the little Fairy, the lovely Shadow which 
haunted me-----I am a Riddle, expound me and take me, 
that was your Promiſe, Madam, and here I ſtand to claim 
IT. | | 

Court. Come Siſter, I read a kind of Compliance in 
your Looks, but I'll ſave your Bluſhes, by giving you to 
him by the Authority of a Brother----There, Colonel, take 
her, you are equally Mad, and fit for one another. | 
Sir Amo. Now the Myſtery is open, and from my Mouth 

you may both hear your Diſuppointment---K now then, Sir, 
you have no Power to beſtow ſo rich a Gift, nor you, Sir, 
to accept it, I being already married to this Lady; now, 
Colonel, notwithſtanding my Vanity, and your prodigious 
Merit, you are convinc'd the Lady has had a quite diffe- 
rent Opinion of us; for it is my good Fortune, in Conk- 
deration to my ſuperiour Merit, to poſſeſs the Subſtance, 
while you, for your Vanity, like a diſappointed Ixton, 
have only embrac'd a Shadow, and for your Ambitiou, are 
doom'd to the p<:petual Wheel of Deriion. 

Col. What = your [gnorance mean ? 

Sir Amo. What does your Wiidom'thirk I mean? 

Court. How Sir, married to my S iſter? 

Sir Amo. It is my good Fortune----I appeal to the Lady 
for a Confirmation. | 

Mir. Why really Sir Amorous, you have been a conſide- 
rable while in the Dark, and 'tis high Time now to open 
your Eyes----& now then, Gentlemen, tai: Sir Amorous 15 
not---married to me. | 7 

Sir Amo. Bleſs me, Madam! Mh. do you mean! not 
marry'd ! 1 : 

M:r. Marry'd you are, but not to me, upon my Word ; 

Sir Amo. Why, Madam, pray recoilect, was not I mar- 
yd to you within this Quarter of an Hour i Mir. 
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Mir. No, Sir [Z. Clarinda.] But bere i: a 
Lady who was marry'd to you within this Quarter of an 
Hour Look on her! — Lord, Sir, you are as ſhy, us 
if ſhe were an cid Acquaintance. | 

Sir Amo. How, Clarini'a ! the Devil, marry'd to her! 
then I am the moſt miſerable Dog the Sun ever ſhone upon. 

Court. Prithee, Siſter, folve this Riddle. 

Sir Amo. Ay, dear Madam, do me the Favour to let 
me know how all this came about? | 

Mir. Why then, Sir, thus it was: Clarinda was 
drinking a Diſh of Tea with me this Afternoon, when my 
Brother came in, who was recommending you to me for 
an humble Servant, but ſhe being too 4 with 
your Inconſtancy, in Charity to me, and hoping ſome Re- 
dreſs of her Wrongs, inform'd me of your 'Treachery to 
her ; upon which, in Juſtice to my Sex, and to free my- 
ſelf from the Addrefſes of a Perſon I had no great Opi- 
nion of from the Report of my Acquaintance, (for I never 
ſaw you before in my Life.) I was induc'd to fend you 
that Amorous Epiſtle, which ſo ſoon brought you to my 
Houſe, and the better to incline you to an immediate 
Marriage, I gave into your Hands ſixteen Thouſand 
Pounds in Bank Bills, which you know I oblig'd you to 
put in your Pocket-Book ; the Recovery of which, I had 
contriv'd in the Story cf my Jealous Brother, who you 
may remember interrupted our Amorous Diſcourſe, and 
occaſion d you to leave your Coat, with your Pocket. Book 
in it, to make your Eſcape in a Suit of my Cloaths, and 
a ſecond Time to retire with Precipitation up the Chimney, 
which prepared the reaſonable Excuſe for your being mar- 
ry'd in the Dark to this Lady inſtead of me; ſo you are 
both beholden to my Invention: She for Juſtice,- and 
you for a Wite. | 

Col. Pray, Sir Amorous, who do you think reſembles 
{xion now ? 

Sir Amo. I'll renounce Womankind, and proclaim War 
upon the whole Sex !---And is your Fortune in the Indies, 
my Dear ? | 4 

Ciar. I'd have you go ſee, my Dear. 

Sir Amo. And ſuppoſe I ſhou'd, my Dear? | 
_ Clar. Then perhaps when you return, your Head may 
be better furniſh'd.—— _ 

Six 
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Sir Amo. With Branches of your own planting, I don't 
doubt, my Dear. 4 
Clar. As ſoon as with more Wit, I dare ſay, my Dear. 
Euter Neceſſary] Whijpcrs Courtwell. 
Court. 1 come,---Gentlemen and Ladies, now I ſhall 
want your Aſſiſtance, I'd have you follow me as ſoon as 
- poſſible, the Muſick is all ready.--- 

Cal. Sir Amorous, you mult aſſiſt in the Deſign. 

Sir Amo. O pardon me! what in this Dreſs ! 

Col. O there will be more Maſqueraders ; beſides, you 
had better yourſelf make a Jeſt of what has happen'd, 
and that Way diſappoint the ill- natur d Town of doing it 
for you. [Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to Lady Outhde's 4partment. 


Enter Cel. Manly, Sir Amorous, Clariada, Miranda, Betty, 


Singers and Dancers. 
Mir. Flay, play, play briſkly, Gentlemen, 


this is her Bed-chamber; I'm reſolv'd we'll have 2. 


trance. | [Xnocting. 
| Enter Neceſſary. 
Nec. Bleis me, Madam! what's the Matter? 
Mir. We are come to with your Lady joy, and throw 
the Stocking. | | 


Nec. Joy, Madam, of what! why my Lady's juit gone 


to Bed. | 

Mr. I'm ſorry for that, | came on Purpoſe to undres her. 

Cel. But, Madam, tho' you are come too lace to per- 
form that Ceremony, — we'll go in and throw the 
Stocking. | | 

Mir. Ay, In, In, 1 n, [ Fercings ls 

Nec. Lord! Madam! what d'ye meen? Vou would not 
have the Gentlemen go into my Lady's Chamber nov the's 
in Bed? | | | Eceir mid jrouts the Door, 

Mir. Come, come, play again, Gentlemen, [ Here the 
Mistel plays, and a Sgag.] | Knocking, | we come to wish 
you joy, Madam, and are teſolv'd to fre you 'i'o-night in 
the Arms of your Bridegroom, therefore you had as good 
open the Door, and let us come in. | 
Enter Lady Outſide, as fat riſen from Bed, au Neceſſary. 

L. Out. Dear Miranda] wnat do you mean by this un- 

ſeaſonable Frolick ? Your merry 'Temper, I vow, carries 


you beyond the Rules of good Manners, 


Mir. 
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Mir. See what tis to have a Huſband ! what early 
Hours it makes a Woman keep, a-Bed before Eleven. 
L. Oat. A Huſband, nay now you're rude ! What d'ye 
mean ? | 
Mir. Did you think to ſteal a Wedding ? Come, come, 
we're all come to with you Joy, to have one Dance with 
you, and then throw the Stocking —Genticmen, this is 
my Si ter. 
Omn. We wiſh you Joy, Madam 
L. Out. Miranda, this is carrying the Jeſ too 1. to 
expoſe me thus before Strangers. 
Mir. You know every Body but this Gentleman, and 
he's my Brother's particular Friend, and I know for his 
ſake he's welcome---Come, what does this idle Bride- 
room lie in Bed, and ſufer his Bride to be thus long 
om his Arms ? 

LI. Out. Why ſure you are diſtracted! I marry d! how 
came you to dream of ſuch a Thing: 

Mir. It hgnities nothing to deny it, Madam, I know, 
and fo does all this Company, that yoa were marry'd to 
my Brother this very Mocning--Come, come, we'll go 
and fetch him out of Bed. [ Running iu. 

L. Out. Hold, Miranda ! I tought you had more Re- 
ſpect to the Decercics of our Sex, than to carry Gentle- 
men into my Bed-chimber, 

Mir. Nay, Sitter, ycu may ſhut the Door, but poſi. 
tively he mall get up, or we'll diſturb the whole NMeigh- 
| bourhood.-----Mutlick, play again,----{They play.] We'll 
raiſe the Devil, but "we'll have him out of your Bed- 
chamber. 

L. Out. I'm ſure you mutt conjure, if you do.------ 
[Enter Courtwell as from the Bed-chamber, in à Night- 
Gown, Night-Cap, and Siippers.] Ha! ----- Oh! Heaven! 
Which Way got he there ? 

Oun. Oh! Mr. Courtxell, we wiſh you Joy, Joy, Joy. 

Court, Gentlemen and Ladies „ I'm oblig d to you for 
your good Wiſhes, but this a Compliment I muſt own [ 
could well have ſoar d, ſince it was the Defire of my fair 
Spouſe to keep our Nuptials a vecret---Come, my Dear, 
don't be out of Humour, you fd tis impoflible to con- 
ceal our Marriage any longer, tho” upon ray Soul, 1 can't 
imagine by what Means they came to know it. 

L. Out. Know what, thou baſe impudent Wretch ? ; 
Art thou not aſham'a ? Court, 


— ee ee . oo 
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Ceurt. Not I, as I hope to be ſav'd, Madam; on the 
contrary, I think myſelf the happieſt Man on Earth, in 
the Poſſeſſion of ſo charming a Bride. 

L. Out. This is a baſe Confederacy ; and you Miramda 
can never forgive, who, I ſuppoſe are the main Joſiru- 
ment in this Deſign, to trick me into a Marriage wich your 
audacious Brother. 

Court. Come, come, prithee my Dear, diſperſe theſe un- 
becoming Frowns, I ſwear you carry the Jeſt too far now. 

L. Out. I never faw ſo much Aſſurance in my Life; but 
if it be poſſible to call a Bluſh into that impudent Face of 
thine, I'll do it---Here Nece/ary, pray do you ſatisfy theſe 
Gentlemen and Ladies what you know of this Affair, and 
ipeak nothing but the Truth I charge you. 

Nec. Nay, Madam, you need not give me that Caution, 
for I never told a Lye in my whole Life. | 

Court. Ay, ay, do you hear, Nece/ary, tell the Truth now 
your Lady has givea you leave. io 

Nec. Then J muſt needs ſay.— you have wedded 
and bedded my Lady- 5 

Court, Your humble Servant, Madam---Strike up Muc 
---Gentlemen and Ladies pray know my Wile. 

L. Out. This is all a Piece of concerted Villany to ruin 
me, but tho' I am a Woman, I have Friends in the World 
may call you to an Account for this barbarous Impoſition. 

[Going up to her, ſhe turns away from him, and frowns in 
Contempt. | | 

Court. Prithee my Dear, don't make yourſelf ſo very Ri- 
diculous, uponmy Soul, you'll make me bluſh for your Fol- 
ly; — come, eome, this —— is impertinent, and I don't 
like it. did you think I married you to keep it a Secret from 
the World ?!—Know your Duty, Madam, and let me be 
obey d. | 5 

L. Out. Was there ever ſuch Inſolence? = 

Cæurt. Come, come, I ſay nomore---Why what am ha? 

L. Out. An impudent Villain. 

Court. How! | 

L. Out. I have ſaid it, Sir. 


Court. Certainly the Woman is diftrated ! 5 
L. Out. Or this will make me ſo. [CGoirg up to Her and 
| | Smiling. 
Court. And haſt thou really the Aſſurance to deny be- 
ing married to me then? Pray Madam will you be pleas'd 
: to 
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to tell the Company upon what Account you and J have 
been in Bed together to Night. 

T. Out. In Bed together! Oh! I ſhall burſt with Paſſion, 
baſe Man. [ Cries. 

Court. Lord] what obſtinate Creatures theſe Women 
are, when they can't have their Will. 

Col. I'm ſurpriz d, Madam, you Hou'd be ſuch an Ene- 
my to your own Reputation, as to perſiſt in denying your 
Marriage, after wh we have ſeen. 

TL. Out. Why, what have you ſeen, Sir? . 

Cel. We have ſeen yon, Madam, come out of your 
Chamber, : Eleven o' Clock at Night, as riſen from your 
Bed, and followed immediately by a luſty young Fellow, 
whom we reaſonably ſuppoſe, by his Diſabille, and his own 
Confeſſion, has been your Companion there; ſo if you 

leaſe, Madam, you may till deny your Marriage, and 
y taat, give the cenſorious World a Reaſon to ſuſpect 
your Virtres. | | N | 

L. Out. What can I do in this Affair? — Sir, Mr. Court- 
dell, pray give me leave to ſpeak a Word with you in 
private. e 

Court. Ay, my Dear, with all my Heart. 

Z. Out. Pray tell me, Sir; do you deſign to perſiſt in 
this impudent Trick ? | | 

Court. Indeed J do Madam. 

L. Out. And don't you think you have a great deal of 
Impudence ? | | | 

Court. A fort of modeſt Aſſurance, Madam, fit to carry 
me through ſach an Undertaking. 

L. Out. Why yca v:on't pretend to make me believe you 
have married me, and been in Bed with me ? 

Court, No, Madam, you know better, I have only made 
my Friends believe that---Come Widow, I know you have 
no deſpicable Opinion of my Perſon, therefore if you wou'd 
reſerve your Reputation, and avoid the Laughter of your 
Acquaintance, een come into my Deſign at once, and own 
a Marriage with me ; I have a Licence in my Pocket, and 
a Parſon - my Appointment in the Cloſet, it will be eaſy 
to make an Excuſe for a Quarter of an Hour, while he 
does his Office, return to our Friends, have a Dance, and 
a Bottle, then to Bed, and bid fair for a brace of Boys that 
mall inherit their Mother's Beauty 
L. Out. And their Father's Modeſty: 

| Court* 
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Court. Right, Madam, and thus I ſeal the Agreement. 
L. Ont. There's an irrefiſtable Perſuaſion in his Lips, 
and a World of Rhetoric in his Kiſſes. Don't you expect 
I ſhou'd uſe you Scurvily, if I ſhou'd conſent to marry 

ou ? | 
r Court. No, my Dear; I'll do fo well by thee, you 
ſhall never have Reaſon to ſay you were marry'd for your 
Sins. | 
L. Out. Well, Gentlemen and Ladies, I find 'tis in vain 
to deny it any longer, I am- what ſhall I ſay? 
Court. I am marry'd [ Prompting her. 
LI. Out. I am marry'd—l1 wou'd have conceal'd it for 
ſome important Reaſons II had, but now I freely own I 
have diſpos'd of my Perſon by a Leaſe for Life. | 
Court. And I'm the Man that ſhall inhabit the Tene- 
ment | | | [Kiffes her, 
(Sings. ) Her Lips are ſo balmy feveet, | 
; Such Magic there is in a K:ſ5, 
That when thus wwe kindly meet, 
I hong for the nameleſs Bliſs, 
Omn. We wiſh you Joy, Madam. [Salute her, 
Sir Amo. Madam, I wiſh you Joy too, and am ſorry 
I can't ſhew the Reſpe& I ought: but you'll excuſe my 
Diſabille ? 
L. Out. Pray Sir Amorous what's your Meaning for this 
Diſguiſe ? | 
Mir. He's doing Penance (tho' not in a white Sheet) 
for ſome Crimes committed againſt our Sex, I'll take an 
Opportunity to tell your Ladyſhip the whole Affair. | 
Court. Come, we'll make uſe of the Entertainment which 
our Friends have been fo kind to provide for us—— You'll 
give me leave my Dear to lead you up in a Country Dance. 
{They Dance.) Come my fair Spoute ; for thy engaging 
Charms, I gladly quit the barren Pleaſures of the T'own, 
in the Fruition of thy Love! III fix my future Happineſs, 


On Earth aue find no Joys fo laſting prove, 
As the chaſte Raptures of connubial Late, 
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E P 1 L O G U E. 
Spoken by Mrs. CROSS. 


OW, that aue we done our veſt, perhaps von ſay, 
There's _— Nea in awhat you ve ſera to Day. 
Hoaw ſhould an impudent young Fo  miſcarry, 

With a poor Soul that fore foe ne er would! marry ? 

For by your wicked Rules, you take for good, 

n Maas ſlould be like Almanacks underſiood : 

You read em baclærar as, like a Witches Prarer, 

You fear they'll jilt you, if they ſpeak you fair : 

Had, avithout caſting Figures, high or lor, 

17 comprebend Sow ever they auſtber, No. 

In our Sex, theſe Aris are nothing woe, 

The re old Example. aich wwe tos from you. 

u firſt began the War of Oaths and Lies, 

And always ns kept it on <vith good Supplies : 

Put theje vou have fer; e one Time ſince, 

For that more poww"rful Virtue J. mpudence : 

A Thing 9 of ſuch in nfalli ble Succeſs, 

It pr: ws oily ty its Emplineſs : ; | 
Jr call it Courage, when "tis dreſs'd in Red, 

But yet et ſel om dics in Honour's Bed: 

{ changes ot the Bar to Elyaence, 

7+ be" grorant Laar, and void of Senſe. 

"tis Wi; 1, "tis Boanty, end tis many Grace, 

It mizhiil; jets off à hiccous ugly Face : 

A pr her th Foliy, twat <itrout Pretence, 

Fel Liv it wer Breeding, Vit and Senſe. 
Whet arm'd wwith this Temytation yeu aſſail us, 

O C upid ! what will all our Arts avail us ! 

Ia vain our Afﬀetations ace afply, 

 Hhilft you the Force of flrong Aſſurance try. 
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M. DCc. LIX. 


PROLOGUE. 


UR Author fears the Criticks of the Stage, 
Who, like Barbarians, ſpare nor Sex, nor Age ; 
| She trembles at thoſe Cenſers in the Pit, 
ho think Good-Nature fhews a Want of Wit : 
| Such Malice, O] aubat Muſe can undergo it? 
To ſave themſelves, they always damn the Poct. 
Our Author flies from ſuch a partial Fury, 
As mary Lowers from the Nymphs of Drury : 
To the fr cond Faye or a Smile 
She humbly fues to her Toi. 
Ta the bright Circ of the Fair, He next 
Commits E Cauſe, with anxious Doubts perplexr. 
Where can fhe with ſuch Hopes of Favour kneel, 
Ai to thoſe Judges, wuho her Frailties feel? 
A * Miſtakes, her Sex may well excuſe, 
fuch a Pha, No Woman ſhow d refuſe : 
72 ſucceeds, a Woman gains Applauſe ; 
hat Female but muſt favour ſuch a Cauſe? 
Her Faults —— wwhate'er they are e en paſi em by, 
Aud only on her Beauties fix your Eye. 
In Plays, like Vefſals floating on the Sea, 
There's none ſo wwiſe to — their Deſtiny. 
Is this, howe'er, the Pilot's Skill appears, 
While by the Stars his conſ!ant Courſe he feers ; ; 
Rightly our Author does her Fudgment ſhew, 
T hat for her Safety ſhe relies on You. 
Tear Approbation, fair One's, can't but move 
7 hoſe flubborn Hearts, which firſt you taught to towe 2 
The Men muſt all applaud this 27 of Ours, 
For auto dare ſee with other Eyes than yours * 9 


A ; 


Dramatrs 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
MEN. 


Dos Lepex, © Grandee of Pertagal, Mr. Tafuell. 
Don Felix . Mr. Carricl. 
| 2 with /o/aute 

Fredericl, A Merchant, - - Mr. Uper. 

Don Prdra, Father to Fiolante Mr. Burton. 

Col. Britten, A Scotchman., - - Mr. Palner. 


Gh Bis Footman, - Mr. Johnſon. 
Las, Servant to Felix. - - Ms. Woodward. 
WOMEN. 


Deſign d for a Nun 

Donna Violante, by her Father, in þ Miſs Mackbn. 
Love with Felix. | 

Doma 1/abella, Siſter to Felis. - Mrs. Davies. 

Flora, Her Maid. - - - Mrs. Clive. 

lis, M.,aid to Fio/ante. - Miſs Minor,. 


Alguzil, Attendants, Servants, &c. 


seu, LISBON. 


THE 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
Eater Don Lopez meeting Frederick. 
Y Lord, Don Lopez. . 
Den Lepex. How d' ye, Frederick ? 

Fred. At ' Lordſhip's Service, I am to ſee N 
look ſo well, my Lord; I hope Gude | is out of Danger. 
D. Loy. Quite contrary ; his Fever increaſes they tell 
me; and theSurgeonsare of Opinion his Wounds mortal. 

Fred. Your Son Don Felix is ſafe, I hope. 

D. Lop. I hope ſo too, but they offer large Rewards 
toa nd him. 

Fred. When heard your Lordſhip from him ? | 
D. Lep. Not fince he went; I fordad him writing till 
the publick News ve him an Account of Antonio's 
Health. Letters might be n ans Go Thee 
of his Abode diſcovered. 

Fred. Your Caution was good, my Lord ; ; tho' I am 
impatient to hear from Fella, yet his Safety is my chief 
Concern. Fortune has maliciouſly ſtruck a Bar between 
us in the Affairs of Life, but ſhe has done me the Ho- 
nour to unite our Souls. 

D. Lp. I am not i of the Friendſhip between 
my Son and you. I have heard him commend your 
Morals, and lament your Want of noble Birth. 

Fred. That's Nature's Fault, my Lord; tis ſome Com- 
— agg one's Misfortune to one's ſelf, yet tis 

flible not to regret the Want of noble Birth. 
Lap. "Tis pity indeed ſuch excellent Parts as you 
are Mailer of, ſhould be eclipſed by mean Extraction. 

Fred. Such Commendation would make me vain, my 
Lord, did you not caſt in the Allay of my Extraction. 

D. Lap. There's no Condition of Life without its Cares, 
and it is the Perfection of a Man to wear em as eaſy as 
he can; this unfortunate Duel of my Son's does not 


* without Impreſſion. on ſince it's paſt Prevention, 
4 all 


Fred. 
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all my Concern is now, how he may eſcape the Puniſh- 
ment; if Antonio dies, Felix ſhall for England. You 
have been there; what ſort of People are the Exg/iþs ? 

Fred. My Lord, the Exghfs are by Nature, what the 
ancient Romans were by Diſcipline, couragious, bold, 
hardy, and in love with Liberty. Liberty is the Idol 
of the Erg/zÞ, underwhoſe Banner all the Nation lifts; 

give but the Word for Liberty, and ſtraight more arm- 
ed Legions would appear, than France and Phikp keep 
in conſtant Pay. — 

D. Lop. I like their Principles ; who does not wiſh for 
Freedom in all Degrees of Life? Tho' common Prudence 
ſometimes makes usa& againſt it, as I am now obliged to 
do, for I intend to marry my ter to Don Guzman, 
whom I from Ho//ard every Day, whither he went 
to take Poſſeſſion of a large Eſtate left him by his Uncle. 
. Fred. You will not ſurely ſacrifice the lovely Jabella, 

to Age, Avarice, and a Foel; pardon the Expreſſion, 
my Lord; but my Concern for your beauteous Daughter 
tranſports me beyond 4 -— -—_—_— which I ought 


to pa your LOSES 8 | 
85 . I can't deny the Juſtneſa of the Character, 
Frederick, but you are not inſenfible what I have ſuffer- 
ed by theſe Wars ; and he has two things which render 
him to me for a Son-in-law, he is rich 
and -born ; as for his being a Fool, I don't con- 
ceive how that can be any Blot in a Huſband, who is 
already poſſeſſed of a good Eſtate.— A poor Fool indeed 
is a very ſcandalous Thing, and fo are your poor Wits, 
in my Opinion, who have nothing to be vain of, but 
the Inſide of their Skulls: now Don Guzman, I 
know I can rule him, as I think fit; this is acting the 
litic Part, Frederick, without which it is impoſſible to 
ep up the Port of this Life. 5 
| Fred But have you no Conſideration for your Daugh- 
ter's Welfare, my Lord ? 
D. Lap. Is a Husband of twenty thouſand Crowns a 
Year no Conſideration ? Now I think it a very good 
Conſideration. 1 | 
Fred. One Way, my Lord. But what will the World 
fay of ſuch a Match ? | 
D. Lop. Sir, I value not the World a Button. 


Fred. 
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Fred. I cannot think your Daughter can have any 
Inelination for ſuch a Husband. 
D. Los. There I believe you are pretty much in the 
right, tho” it is a Secret which I never had the Curio- 
ſity to inquire into, nor I believe ever ſhall. —Inclinati- 
on, quotha | Parents would haveafine Time on't if they 
conſulted their Children's Inclinations ! I'll venture you” 
a Wager, that in all the Garriſon Towns in Spain and 
Portugal, during the late War, there were not three- 
Women who have not had an Inclination to every” 
Officer in the whole Army; does it therefore follow, 
that their Fathers ought to pimp for them ? No, no, 
Sir, it is not a Father's Buſineſs to follow his Childrens 
Inclinations till he makes himſelf a Beggar. 
Fred. But this is of another Nature, my Lord. 
D. Lop. Look ye, Sir, I reſolve ſhe ſhall marry Don 
Guzman the Moment he arrives; tho' I could not go- 
vern my Son, I will my Daughter, I aſſure you. 
Fred. This Match, my Lord, is more prepoſterous 
than that which you propoſed to your Son, from whence 
aroſe this fatal Quarrel. — Don Antonio's Siſter, Elvira. 
wanted Beauty only, but Guzman every thing, but 
D. Lop. Money—and that will purchaſe every thing, 
and ſo Adieu. | [Exit. 
Fred. Monſtrous! Theſe are the Reſolutions which 
deſtroy the Comforts of Matrimony —he is rich, and well 
| born, powerful 22 indeed ! Could I but add 
them to the Friendſhip of Don Felix, what might I not 
hope? But a Merchant, and a Grandee of Spain, are in- 
conſiſtent Names — L:zſardo From whence came you? 
Enter Liſſardo in a Riding Habit. 
Li. That Letter will inform you, Sir. 
Fred. I hope your Maſter's ſafe. | 
Li. I left Rim ſo; I have another to deliver which re- 
quires Haſte—Your moſt humble Servant, Sir. [bowinz. 
Fred. To Violante, I ſuppoſe. 
Li. The ſame. | 


— 


[Exit. 


Fred. ¶ Reads) Dear FreZerick, the two chief Blei- 
fings of this Life, are a Friend, and a Miſtreſs ; to be 
debarred the Sight of thoſe is not to live. I hear nothing 
of Antonio's Death, and 1 reſolve to venture to 

ones thy 
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thy Houſe this Evening, impatient to fee Yiolante, and 
embrace my Friend. 8 Felix. 
Pray Heaven he comes undiſeover d. Ha! Co- 
Enter Colonel Britton in a Riding Habit. 
Cal. Frederick, I rejoice to ſee thee. 

Fred. What brought you to Lisbon, Colonel? 

Cal. La Fortune de la Guerre, as the French ſay : I have 
commanded theſe three laſt Years in Spain, but my Coun- 
try has thought fit to ſtrike up a Peace, and give us, 
good Proteſiants, leave to hope for Chriſtian Burial, ſo 
] reſolved to take Lisboa in my Way home. 

Fred. If you are not provided of a Lodging, Colonel, 
pray command my Houſe, while you itay. 

Col. If I were ſure 1 ſhould not be troubleſome, I 
wou'd accept your Offer, Frederick. | 

Fred. So far from Trouble, Colonel, I ſhall take it as 
a partieular Favour ; what have we here? 55 

Col. My Footman; this is our Country Dreſs, you 
muſt know, which, for the Honour of Scet/and, I make 
all my Servants wear. 


Enter Gibhy ia a Highland Dreſs. 
Gib. What mun I de with the Horſes, and like yer 
Honour, they will tack cold gin they ſtand-in the Caule- 
Way. | | 
Fred. Oh! I'll take care of them, what hoa Vaſquez. 
| Enter V aiquez. 
Put thoſe Horſes which that honeſt Fellow will ſhew 
you, into my Stable, do you hear, and feed them well. 
Vaſ. Yes, Sir._—Sir, by my Mafter's Orders, I 
am, Sir, your moſt obſequious humble Servant. Be 


pleas'd to lead the Way. [ bowing. 
Gib. Sbleed gang yer gat, Sir, and I ſall follow yee : 
Iſe tee hungry to feed on Compliments. {Extt. 


Fred. Ha, ha, a comical Fellow —— Well, how do 
you like our Country. Colonel? ; 
Cal. Why Faith, Frederick, a Man might paſs his 
Time agreeable enough with-inſide of a N nnery ; but 


to behold fuch Troops of ſoft, plump, tender, melting, 
wiſhing, nay willing Girls too, thro a damn'd Grate, 
gives us Britons ſtrong Temptations to plunder. Ah, 
rederick, your Prieſis are wicked Rogues, They im- 
— Oy 
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mure Beauty for their own proper Uſe, and ſhew itonly 


to the Laity to create Defires, and inflame Accompts, 


that they may purchaſe Pardons at a dearer Rate. 


Fred. 1 own Wenching is ſomething more difficult 
here than in Eng/and, where Women's Liberties are 


ſubſerviert to their Inclinations, and Husbands ſeem 

of no Effect, but to take Care of the Children which 
their Wives provide. 

| Cal. And does Reſtraint get the better of Inclination 

with your Women here ? No, I'll be ſworn not even 


Spaniſh Ladies? 
you were ever a Man of Gallantry. 


Col. Ah, Frederick, the Kirk half ſtarves us Scatchmer. 


We are kept ſo ſharp at home, that we feed like Cani- 
bals abroad. Hark ye, haſt thou never a pretty Ac- 
quaintance now that thou would'ſt conſign over to a 
Friend for half an Hour, ha? lhe 

Fred. Faith, Colonel, I am the worſt Pimp in Chri/- 
tendem ; you had better truſt to your own Luck; the 
Women will ſoon find you out, I warrant you. 

Cel. Ay, but it is dangerous forraging in an Enemy's 
Country, and fince I have ſome Hopes of ſeeing my 
own again, I had rather purchaſe my Pleaſure, than 
run the Hazard of a Stilletta in my Guts. Egad I think 
I muſt even marry, and ſacrifice my Body for of wag 
of my Soul; wilt thou recommend me to a Wife then, 
one that is willing to exchange her Moydores for Engli/o 
Liberty ; ha Friend ? 7 
Fred. She mult be very handſome, I ſuppoſe. 

Col. The handſomer the better —— but be ſure ſhe 
has a Noſe. 

Fred. Ay, ay, and ſome Gold. 

Col. Oh, very much Gold, I ſhall never be able to 
ſwallow the Matrimonial Pill. if it be not well gilded. 
Fred. Puh, Beauty will make it flide down nimbly. 

Cel. At firſt perhaps it may, but the ſecond or thir a 
Doſe will hk me AI confeſs, Frederick, Women 
are the prettieſt Play- things in Nature; but Gold, ſub- 
ſtantial Gold, gives em the Air, the Mien, the Shape, 
the Grace, and Beauty - 9 


F rel . 


in fourſcore. Don't I know the Conſtitution of the 
Fred. And of all Ladies where you come, Colonel 


2 PRs bog . 
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Fred. And has not Gold the ſame Divinity in their 
Eyes, Colonel? | 
Col. Too often—— Money is the very God of Mar- 
riage: the Poets dreſs him in a Saffron Robe, by which 
they figure out the golden Deity, and his lighted Torch 
blazons thoſe mighty Charms, which encourage us to 
liſt under his Banner. 

None marry now for Love, no, that's a Teſt : 

The ſelf ſame Bargain ſerves for Wife and { 
Fred. You are always gay, Colonel ; come we 
take a refreſhing Glaſs at my Houſe, and conſider what 
has been ſaid? | 

Cel. I have two or three Compliments to diſcharge 
for ſome Friends, and then I ſhall wait on you with 
Pleaſure : Where do you live ? : 

Fred. At yon corner Houſe with the green Rails. 
Oil. In the Cloſe of the Evening I will endeavour to 
kiſs your Hand. Adieu. | [ Exit. 

Fred. I ſhall expect you with Impatience. Exit. 

_ Enter Iſabella and Inis her Maid. 

Nis. For Goodneſs ſake, Madam, where are you 
going in this Pet? ; ns 

Jab. Any where to avoid Matrimony ; the Thoughts 
— is as terrible to me as the Sight of a Hob- 

in. | 
89% . Ay, of an old Husband ; but if you may chuſe 
for yourſelf, I fancy Matrimony would be no ſuch 
frightful thing to you. 

Jab. Ycu are pretty much in the right, I:; but to 
de forc'd into the Arms of an Idiot, a ſneaking, ſniv- 
ling, drivling, avaricious Fool, who has neither Per- 
ſon to pleaſe the Eye, Senſe to charm the Ear, nor Gene- 
roſity to ſupply thoſe Deſects. Ah, Inis what pleaſant 
Lives Women lead in England, where Duty wears no 
Fetter but Inclination : The Cuſtom of our Country in- 

ſlaves us from our very Cradles, firſt to our Parents, 
next to our Husbands ; and when Heaven is ſo kind to- 


rid us of both theſe, our Brothers ſtill uſurp Authority, 


and expect a blind Obedience from us; ſo that Maids, 
Wives, cr Widows, we are little better than Slaves to 
the Tyrant Man; therefore, to avoid their Power, I 
reſolve to caſt myſelf into 3 Mena. 25 


your Memory very weak, my Dear; why Veſpers are 


A Woman Keeps @ SECRET, 173 


Inis. That is, you'll cut your own Throat to avoid 
another's doing it for you. Ah, Madam, thoſe Eyes tell 
me you have no Nun's Fleſh about you: a Monaſtry, 
quotha ! Where you'll wiſh yourſelf into the Green- 
ſickneſs i in a Month. | 

Jab. What care I, there will be no Man to plague me. 

Init. No, nor what's much worſe, to pleaſe you neither 
— Odſlife, Madam, you are the firſt Woman that e er deſ- 


pair'd in a Chriſtian Country Were I in your Place—— 
Jab. Why, what would your Wiſdom do if you were? 


Inis. I'd embark with the firſt fair Wind with all my 
Jewels, and ſeek my Fortune on t' other fide the Water; 
no Shore can treat you worſe than your own ; there's 
ne'er a Father in Chriſtendom ſhould make me marry any 

Man againit my Will. 

Jab. | am too great a Coward to follow your Advice, 
1 muſt contrive ſome way to avoid Don — and yr 

ſtay in my own Country. 
Enter Don Lopez. 

Lap. Muſt you ſo, Miſtreſs? but I ſhall take Care to 
prevent you. ( 4/ide ) Jabella, whither are you going, 
my Child ? 

Jab. Ha! my Father! to Church, Sir. 


Inis. The old Rogue has certainly over-heard her. Aide 
Lop. Your Devotion muſt needs be very ſtrong, or 


over for this Night ; come, come, you ſhall have a bet- 
ter Errand to Church than to ſay your Prayers there. 


Don Guzman is arriv'd in the River, and I expect —_ 


aſhore 'To-morrow. 

Iſab. Ha, To-morrow ! 

Lop. He writes me Word, That his Eſtate in Holland 
is worth 12000 Crowns a Year, which, together with 


what he had before, will make thee the happieſt Wife 
in Lisbon. 


Jab. And the moſt unhappy Woman in the World. 


Oh Sir ! If I have any Power in your Heart, if the Ten- 
derneſs of a Father be not quite extinct, hear me with 
Patience. 


Lo. No Objection againſt the Marriage, and I will 
hear whatſoever thou haſt to ſay. 


Nd ao und forbidding. 
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me to groan; upon my Knees I claim the Privilege of 
Fleſh and Blood. | * 
Lop. I grant it, thou ſhalt have an Arm full of Fleſh 
and mm Fleſh and Blood, quotha : Hea- 
ven forbid I ſhould deny thee Fleſh and Blood, my Girl. 
tris. Here's an old Dog for you. [Aus. 
Jab. Do not miſtake, Sir; the fatal Stroke which 2 
rates Soul and Body, is not more terrible to the Thoug 
of Sinners, than the Name of Gunman to my Ear. 
Loop. Puh, puh; you lye, you lye. 3 
1/ab. My frighted Heart beats hard againſt my Breaſt, 
as if it ſought a Paſſage to your Feet, to beg you'd 
change your Purpoſe. | | 
Lop. A very pretty Speech this; if it were turn'd into 
blank Verſe, it would ſerve for a Tragedy ; why, thou 
haſt more Wit than I thought thou hadft, Child. _—I 
fancy this was all extempore, I don't believe thou did'ſt 
ever think one Word on't before. FO yo 
Inis. Yes, but ſhe has, my Lord, for I have heard 
her ſay the ſame things a thouſand Times. | | 
Lop. How, how ? What do you top your ſecond-hand 
Jeſts upon your Father, Huſſy, who knows better what's 
for you than you do yourſelt ? remember tis your 
uty to obey. £ 
Jab. ¶Riſing.) I never difobey'd before, and wiſh IT had 
not Reaſon now ; but Nature has got the better of my 
Duty, and makes me loathe the harſh Commands you lay. 
Top. Ha, ha, very fine! Ha, ha. 
Jab. Death itſelf would be more welcome. 
p. Are you ſure of that? 
Jab. I am your Daughter, my Lord, and can boaſt 
as ſtrong a Reſolution as yourſelf ; I'll die before I'll 
marry Gazman. | | 
Lp. Say you ſo? I'll try that preſently. ¶ Draws.) 
Here, let me ſee with what Dexterity you can breathe a 
Vein now ( offers her his Sxvord.) The Point is pretty 
ſharp, twill do your Buiineſs, | warrant you. 
Init. Bleſs me, Sir, What do you mean to put a 
Sword into the Hands of a detperate Woman ? 
Lop. Deſperate, ha, ha, ha, you ſee how de 
ſhe is; what art thou frighted, little Bell? ha! 
Jab. | coafeſs, I am ſtartled at your Morals, Sir. 
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ay, Child, thou hadf better take the Man, 

Hi DIR Ts rw. 

* . I ſhall take neither, Sir) Death has many Doors, 
w 


hen [ can live no longer with Pleaſure, I ſhall find 
one to let him in at without your 


Lop. Say'ſt thou fo, my Er Ods, I'm afraid 
thou arta little Lunatick, Fell. I muſt take care of thee, 
Child, (tales hold of her, ard pulls out of his Pocket a Key) 
J ſhall make bold to ſecure thee, my Dear: I'll ſee if 


Locks and Bars can keep thee till Guzmax come; go, 
get into your Chamber. 


There I'll your boafled Reſolution try, 
And ſee who'll get the better, you or I. 


(alen be in and ks the Dor 


4e 


Scene, 4 Rum in Don Pedio's Fuſe. 


Enter Donna Violante reading a Letter, and Flora 
following. 
Fhra. THAT, muſt that Letter be 1 again? 
Ji. Yes, and again, and again, and 
again, a thouſand Times again; a Letter from a faith- 
ful Lover can ne er be read too often; it peaks ſuch 
kind, ſuch ſoft, ſuch tender Things Mes it. 

Flo. But always the ſame Language. | 

Vio. It does not charm the lefs for that. 

Flo. In my Opinion nothing charms that does not 
change ; and any Compotition of the tour and twenty 
Letters, after the firſt Eſſay, from the ſame Hand, muſt 
be dull, except a Bank Note, or a Bill of Exchange. 

Vie. Thy Taite is my Averſion — ( Reads.) My all 
that's charming, ſince Life's not Life exil'd from thee, 
this Night ſhall bring me to thy Arms. Frederici and 
thee are all I truſt: Theſe fix Weeks Abſence has been 
in Love's Accompt fix hundred Years; when it is dark. 


expect the wonted Signal at thy Window, till when, 
adieu, thine more than his own. Feliæ. 


Fla. Who would not have ſaid as much to a Lady of 
her Beauty, and twenty thouſand Pounds. Were I 
| a Man, methinks, I could have faid a hundred finer 
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Tung I would ha the Stars, 
your ts ory, your E Cal your Neck i 


Vie. i of — ar Bombaſt, Truth is the beſt 
—_— in a Lover—What Proof remains ungiven of 
his ? When his Father threatned to difinherit him, 
for refuſing Dez Antonio's Siſter, from whence ſprung this 
unhappy did it ſhake his Love for me? And 
now, tho” ſtrict Enquiry runs thro' every Place, with 
WAA does he not venture 
me? 

Flo. But you know, Madam, your Father Don Pedro 
deſigns you for a Nun, and ſays your Grandfather left 

you your Fortune upon that Condition. 
Vio. Not without my A tion, Girl, when I come 
to One and Twenty, as I am informed. But however, 
1 thall run the Rifk of that ; go, call in Liſſarab. 

Flo. Ves, Madam; 3 now for a Thouſand Verbal 
Queſtions. [Exit, andre-enter with Liſſardo. 

Vio. Well, and how do you do, Lifſarde ? 

Lig. Ah, very weary, Madam — Faith thou look'ſt 
wondrous pretty, Fhra. | LA to Flora. 

Vio. How came you? 

Lig. En Chevalier, Madam, upon a Hackney-Jade, 
which they told me formerly belong'd to an E 2 55 Co- 
lonel. But I ſhould have rather thought ſhe had been 
bred a good Roman Cathalick all her Life-time ; for ſhe 
down on her Knees to every Stoch and Stone we came 
— by. My Chops waters for a Kiſs, they do, 

[ Hide to Flora. 
Flo. \ You'd makeone believe youare wondrous fond now. 
Vio. Where did you leave your Maſter ? 
Lig. Od, if I had you alone, Houſe-Wife, I'd how 
how fond I cou'd be I fide to Flora. ] At a little 
arm-Houſe, Madam, about five Miles off ; he'll be at 
Don Frederick's in the Evening Od, I will ſo 34 
myſelf of thoſe Lips of thine. _ [To Flora. 
Vio. Is he in Health? 
Fh. Oh, you counterfeit wonderous well. 77 o Liſſardo. 
Ef. No, every Body knows I counterfett very in. 
o Flora. 
Vie. How ſay you ? ? Is Felix ill ? What's by Didtens 


per ? Hal „ Lif. 


—ͤ—ñ—ĩ— — — — — 


4 Woman keeps a SECRET. 17 
Lif. A pies on't, I hate to be interrupted Love, 
Madam, . ove In ſhort, Madam, I believe he has 
thought of nothing but your Ladyſhip ever fince he leſt 
Libon. I am ſure he cou'd not, if 1 may judge of his 
Heart by my own. [ Looking lovingly upon Flora. 
Vio. How came you ſo well acquainted with your 
Maſter's Thoughts, L:iſards ? 


Zig. By an infallible Rule, Madam; Words are the 


Pictures of the Mind, you know; now to prove he thinks 
of nothing but you, he talks of no but you 
for Example, Madam, coming from Shooting Yothey 
Day, with a Brace of Partridges, Liſardo, ſai he, go 
bid the Cook roaſt me theſe Vialante : —— I flew into 
the Kitchen, full of Thoughts of thee, cry'd, Here, 
Cook, roaft me theſe Florellg%. [To Flora. 

Fh. Ha, * excellent You mimick yous Maſter 
64 7 I can d thi well Maſter, 
Ti. I can do every thing as as my you 
little Rogue Aer Time, Madam, the Prieſt 
came to make him a Viſit, he call'd out haſtily, Lzſardo, 
ſaid he, bring a Yio/ante for my Father to fit down on; 
een he often miſtook my Name, Madam, and 
d me Yiolante ; in ſhort, I keard it often, that it 
as familiar to me as my 
Vie. You live very merrily then it ſeems. 

L. Oh. exceeding merry, Madam. [Lr Flora Hand. 
1 exceeding merry; had — 


Oh! Yes, 3 Madam, f 
25 Timon and, » Lifſards, you dan mind what 
my Lady fays to you. [fide to Liſſardo. 


Vio. Ha! Balls— Is he ſo merry in my Abſence ? 
And did your Matter dance, Liſards ? 
Li. — Madam ! Where, Madam? 
Tie. Why, at thoſe Balls you ſpeak of. 
Ti. Balls! What Balls, Madam? 
Vio. Why, ſure you are in Love, Liſard; did not 
apt but now, you had Balls where ye have been ? 
Z:ifſ. Balls, Madam! Odilife, I ask w 3 
am | I, I, I, had miſlaid ſome W 
Maſters, bother Day z and becauſe I — 
where I had laid them, Ai 
| very fairly broke my Head , —— ad 
Can 


* 
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I can think of nothing elſe. Alas! He dance, Madam 
No, no, — is as melancholy as an 
unbraced Ks | 


Vie. Poor Felix! There, wear that Ring for your 


Maſter's Sake, and let him know I ſhall be ready to 
receive him. | (Exit Vio. 

Li I ſhall, Madam— {puts on the Ring) methinks 
a Diamond Ring is a vaſt Addition to the little Finger 
of a Gentleman. f [admiring his Hand. 
. . Lifſarde ! 
What Haſte you make to pay off Arrears now ? Look 
| . ſtands ! , | ; 

i. Egad, methinks I have a ty Hand 
and very 18 and the Shape Fal, 1 never 
minded it ſo much before IN my Opinion it is 
a very fine ſhaped Hand —— and becomes a Diamond 
Ring, as well as the firſt Grandee's in Portugal. 

F. The Man's tranſported! Is this your Love ! 
This Impatience ! 
IL (Takes San.] Now in my Mind I take 
Snuff with a very Jantee Air Well, I am perſuaded 
I want nothing but a Coach and a Title, to make me 
2 very fine Gentleman. (Struts aboat. 
Flo. Sweet Mr. — curteſying ) if I may preſume 
to 1 to you, wi — 2. inger 
iſ. Odio, Madam, I ask your Pardon s it to me, 
or to the Ring —— you direct your Diſcourſe, Madam ? 
Fh. Madam ! Good lack | How much a Diamond 
ing improves one | 


any Body But what wer't thou going to ſay, Child? 


Fh. Why I was going to ſay, that I fancy you had 


beſt let me keep that Ring; it will be a very pretty 
Wedding-Ring, Led, would it not ? | 

Lif. Humph! Ah! But but but I be- 
lieve I ſhan't yet awhile. 


you deſign that Ring for His. 
1. No, no, In 


o, no, I never bribe an old Acquaintance= 


Perhaps I might let it ſparkle in the Eyesof a Stranger 


2 little, till we come to a right Underſtanding —_D— 


return 


But then, like all other mortal Things, it wou 
from whence it came. 


4 , tho' I ſay it—T can carry myſelf as well as 


Fb. You ſhan't, you ſay, Very well! I fuppoſe 
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Fla. Inſolent Is that your Manner of dealing? 
Lig. With all but thee—RKiſs me mY —- — 2 
you. 


Fh. Little Rogue ! prithee Fellow, don't — 4 ory 
_ 2 bim — ) if I mayn't keep your Ring, 


n « fa ! Spoke with the Air of a 
Chamber-maid. 


Fh. Reply d with the Spirit of a ſerving Man. 
= Prithee, Flora, don't let you and] fall out, I am in 
merry Humour, and ſhall certainly fall in lomewhere. 

"'Fh. What care I, where you fall in. 
Enter Violante. 
Vio. Why do you keep Lifardo ſo long, Flora? When 


you don't know how ſoon my Father may awake, his 
Afternoon Naps are never long. 


Flo. Had Dor Felix been with her, ſhe would not 
have thought the Time long; theſe Ladies conſider no 


e nd bring nk” 
70 out, a 
Fb. RE 
Lifſ. I fly, Madam. Exit. Liſſ. and Flora. 
Fio. The Day draws in, and ight, the Lover's 
Friend advances— Night more than the Sun 


to me, becauſe it brings my Love. 

Flr. (Shrieks within, Ah Thieves, Thieves | Mur- 
wy Eee - +: 

Shrieks.) Ah! defend me Heaven! What do I 
hear? fie ae far, and will be taken. 


Vis. How now! why doſt ſtare ſo? Anſwer me 
quickly ! What's the Matter ? | 

Flo. Oh, Madam | as I was letting out Liard, a 
Gentleman ruſhed between him and I, truck down my 
Candle, and is bringing a dead Perſon in his Arms into 
our Houſe. 

Vio. Ha! a dead Perſon! Heav'n grant it does not 
prove my Felix. 

Fh. Here they are, Madam. 

. Enter Colonel wir Iſabella in bis Arms. 

Vio. IU retire till you diſcover the Meaning of the 

Accident. or] 
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12 eee eee 3 
to 
Madam, The Neceſity this Lady was under, of be- 
— into ſome Houſe with Speed and 
I hope, excuſe any Indecency I might be ilty of, 
ng ſo rudely into this am an entire 
er Name and Circumſtances; would I were ſo to 
— we. [4fde.] I commit her, Madan, to your 
Care, and fly to make her Retreat ſecure, if the Street 


be clear; permit me to return, and learn from her own 


Mouth, if I can be farther ſerviceable : Pray, Madam, 
how is the Lady of this Houſe call'd ? 


. He is a handſome Coveler, 


and promiſes well. | Afide. 
Col. Are you ſhe, Madam ? 


Fl. Chl dow Wm, Senor. 
a Your humble Servant, Mrs. — 
y ves her two Moydores. ) it Col 
Flo. Two Moy: s !Well, he is a , Fellow. 
This is the only Way to make one careful ; I find all 
Countries underſtand the Conſtitution of a Chamber- 


| Enter Violante. 

No. Was you diſtrafted, Fra? To tell my Name to 
a Man you never ſaw ! Unthinking Wench | Who knows 
what this may turn to — What is the Lady dead | Ah! 
defend me Heaven, tis I@bella, Siſter to my Far, 
what has befallen her? Pray Heaven he's ſafe. Run 
and fetch ſome cold Water. [Exit Flora, and enters with 
Maier.] , Friend, ff 
or I die with A 
Fh. See, ſhe revives. 
O! hold, Lend Vacs do not force we, 
I cannot love him: 
Pio. How wild ſhe talks. 
Fr. Ha! wheream I? 

>. Wick one as Leite of thy Pain 4s thou thy 


2. — kind Star preſerved, and lodg'd 
me here ? 
Flo. It was a Terreſtial Star, call'd a Man, Madam ; 


pray Jupiter he proves lucky one. 


Pray be careful of 


maid. 


Jab. 


een eee gde 
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Nb. Oh! I remember now, forgive me, dear Niolante, 


my Thoughts ran ſo much upon. the Danger I eſcap'd, 
I 


Via. May I not know your Story? 

Jab. Thou art no Stranger to one part of it; I have 
often told thee that my Father defign'd to ſacrifice me 
to the Arms of Don Guzman, who it ſeems is juſt e- 
turn d from Holland, and expected aſhore to-morrow, 
the Day that he has ſet to celebrate our Nuptials. 
Upon my refuſing to vbey him, he lock'd me into my 
Chamber, vowing to keep me there till he arriv'd, and 
force me to conſent. I know my Father to be poſitive, 
never to be won from his Deſign ; and having no hope 
left me, to eſcape the Marriage, I leap'd from the Win- 
by ER 

10. YOUR not h » | 

Jab. No, a Gentleman paſſing by, by Accident, caught 
meinhis Arms ; at firſt my Fright made me a | 
it was my Father, till he aſſured me to the contrary. 

Flor. He is a very fine Gentleman, I promiſe you, 
Madam, and a well-bred Man, I warrant him. I think I 
never ſaw a Grandee put his Hand into his Pocket with 
a better Air in my whole Life-time ; then he open d his 
— Purſe with ſuch a Grace, that ing but his Manner 
of preſenting me the Gold cou'd equal. 
I — 4 —2—＋. 
a ant, "tis im or a Perſon to 
miſtake it. ut how came you hither, //abella ? 

Jab. I know not; I defired the Stranger to convey 
me to the next Monaſftry, but ere I reach'd the Door, I 
ſaw, or fancy d that I ſaw, Liſſardb, my Brother's Man, 
and the that his Maſter might not be far off, 
ung me into a Swoon, which is all that I remember: 


of a Soldier ; 
take care he does not lay thee under Contribution, Gul. 
Jab. I find he is a Gentleman; and if he but unmar- 
ried, I could be content to follow him all theWorldover. 
— But I ſhall never ſee him more I fear. OO og. 
Vio. What makes you figh, Jabella Job 
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Lab. The Fear of falling into my Father's Clutches 


Vio. Can I be ſerviceable to you? 5 
Jab. Ves, if you conceal me two or three Days. 
Vio. You command my Houſe and Secrefy. 
Jab. I thank you, Y:olarte. I wiſh you would 
oblige me with Mrs. Fhra a while. : 
Pio. Tl ſend for her to you---I muſt watch if Dad be 
rn be no Room for Felix. ¶ Exit. 
Jab. Well, I don't know what ails me, methinks 
| Enter © Ig 
SETI. 
. Ay, G , 1 refolve to make my 
Confident. cd 
I ſhall endeavour to diſcharge my Duty, Madam. 
Zab. ] doubt it not, and defire you to accept this as 
a Token of my Gratitude. 
Fi. O dear Seniara, I ſhould have been your humble 
CE 
lab. ieve it But tot Do you 
think if you ſaw the Gentleman which brought me hi- 
ther, you ſhou'd know him again. 
Flo. From a Thouſand, M ; I have an excellent 
Memory where an handſome Man is concerned ; when 
he went away he ſaid he would return again immedi- 
ately. I admire he comes not. 
Jab. Here, did you ſay ? You rejoice me Tho 


give him a Letter? 
Fh. With the Air of a Duenna _ 
| Jab. Not in this Houſe you muſt veil and follow 


Fh. What do you take me for a Novice in Love 
Affairs? Tho” I have not practis d the Art fince I have 
been in Dona Violante's Service, yet I have not loſt the 

of a Chamber-maid—Do you write the Letter, 
and leave the reſt to me Here, here, here's Pen, 
Ink, and Paper. | | 

Jab. I'll do it in a Minute. (Sits down to write. 
F Fl. So! this is a Buſineſs after my own Heart; 
Love always takes care to * 

| reat- 
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 Great-Britain ſeems to be his favourite Country, — Oh, 
1 — ſee the other two Moydores with a Britiſb Air 


—— Methinks there's a Grace peculiar to that Nation 
in making a Preſent. 


Jab. So I have done, now if he does but find this 


Houſe again ! 
Fh. It he ſhould not I warrant I'll! find him if 
| he's in Lin. Fe the Letter into ber Boſom. 


Enter Violante. . 
Vis. Flara, watch my Papa, he's faſt afleep in his 
Study If you find him ſtir give me Notice. Hark, I 
Hear Felix at the Window, admit him inftantly, and 
then to your Poſt. [Exit Flora. 
Jab. What ſay you, Yio/ante? Is my Brother come? 
Vio. It is his Signal at the Window. 
Jab. ( Kneels) Oh! Violante, J conjure thee by all 
the Love thou bear'ſt to Felix By thy own generous 
Nature—=Nay more by that unſpotted Virtue chou art 
Miſtreſs of, do not diſcover to my Brother I am here. 
Pio. Contrary to your Deſire, be affur'd I never ſhall. 
But where's the Danger ? 5 
Jab. Art thou born in Libor, and aſk that Queſtion ? 
He l think his Honour blemiſh'd by my Diſobedience, 
and wou'd reſtore me to my Father, or kill me; there- 
OO : : n. 
26. Depend my Friendſhip, nothing raw 
from Give not even Felix, tho' at the Hazard 
of his Love; I hear him coming, retire into that Cloſet. 
Jab. ber, Violante, upon thy Promiſe my 
Vio. When I betray thee, may I ſhare thy Fate. 
Enter Flora and Felix. | 
Vie. My Felix, my everlaſting Love.(runs into his Arms. 
Fel. My Life, my Soul! my Vialante! 
Vio. What Hazards doſt thou run for me? Oh, how 
0 f — 81 33 Exile, thy Though 
el. If during this tedi 1 ,xile, thy 1 ts 
have never — from thy Felix, thou haſt made 
me more than Satisfaction. | 
Vio. Can there be Room within this Heart for 
but thyſelf? No, if the God of Love were loſt to 
the reſt of Hugnan Kind, thy Image wou'd ſecure kim 
. A in 


- / 
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in my Breaſt ; I am all Truth, all Love, all Faith, and 
know no jealous Fears. 

Fel. My Heart's the proper Sphere where Love re- 
fides}; could he quit that, he wou d be no where found ; 
and yet, Violante, I'm in doubt. 

Fe]. True Love has many Fears, and Fear as many 
Eyes as Fame ; yet ſure I think they ſee no Fault in thee 
— What's that ? Abe Colonel pats at the Window without. 
Vio. What? I nothing. (He pats again. 
Fel. * "0 
_ e , 8, in p v. might acci- 
Ain kit i, M ein be pothing elſe 

Col. ( Withis JHiſt, hiſt, Donna Violante, Donna Violante. 

Fel. They uſe your Name by. Accident too, do they, 
Madam ? [Enter Flora. 

Fl. There is a Gentleman at the Window, Madam, 
which I fancy to be him who brought /abel/a hither ; 


ſhall I admit him ? : [Al to Violante. 
Vio. Admit Diſtraction rather, thou art the Cauſe of 
this, unthinking Wretch ! (Alia to Flora. 


Fel. What has Mrs. Scout brought you freſh 1 
oe? Death, I'l know the Bottom of this immedi- 


ate] Offers to go. 
Pe. , * 
= Nay, nay, nay, nay, you muſt not leave me. 
( Runs and catches hald of him. 
2 Oh ! Tis not fair, not to anſwer the Gentle- 
„ Madam. It is none of his Fault, that his Viſit 
prove unſeaſonable ; pray let me go, my Preſence is 
a Reftraint upon you. ( GEE to get from her. 
Colonel pats again. 
Vio. Was ever Accident fo 5 . us! [ Afede. 
Fi. le now to deliver my Let- 


ter to him. [ Exit- 
Fel. Hark"! he at your Delay—Why 
do you hold the Man, wh — ad oblige you? 


Pray let me Madam z conlider, the Gentleman 
— ik Canfuſion ! (Struggles fill. 
Vio. It is not me he wants. 
Fel. Death, not you? Is there another of your Name 


in the Houſe ? But, come on, convince me of che 
Truth of what you ſay : Open the Window, hy +4 
5 
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fineſs does not lie with you, your Converſation may be 
heard, — This, and only this, can take of my Suſpi- 
cion — What do you pauſe! Oh! Guilt! Guilt ! Have 
I caught you? Nay then [I'll leap the Balcony. IfIre- 
— this Way leads to it. (breaks from her, and 

© goes to the Door where Iſabella 13.) 

Pio. Oh Heaven! What ſhall I do now, hold, hold, 
hold, hold, not for the World Tou enter there 
Which Way ſhall I preſerve his Siſter from his 

Knowledge? 2 
Fel. What have I touch'd you? do you fear your 
Lover's Life? | 25 

Fi. I fear for none but you — For Goodneſs Sake, 
do not = ſo loud, my Felix. If my Father hear you 
J am loſt for ever; that Door opens into his Apartment. 
What ſhall I do if he enters? There he finds his Siſter 
If he goes out he'll quarrel with the Stranger 
Nay do not ſtruggle to be gone, my Felix If I open 

the Window he may diſcover the whole Intrigue, and yet 
of all Evils we ought to chuſe the leaſt. Your Curiofity 
ſhall be ſatisfied. Whoe'er you are that with ſuch In- 
ſolence dare uſe my Name, and give the Neighbour- 
hood Pretence to reflect upon my Conduct, I you 
inſtantly be gone, ore the Treatment you deſerve. 
| | (goes to the Window and throws up the Saſh. 
Cal. 1 aſk your Pardon, Madam, and will obey ; but 
when I left this Houſe to Night. 
Fel. Good. 
Vio. It is moſt certainly the Stranger; what will be 
the Event of this Heaven knows. (Aide. ) You are 
miſtaken in the Houſe, I ſuppoſe, Sir. 
Fel. No, no, he is not miſtaken ——Pray, Madam, 
let the Gentleman go on. | 


Vio. Wretched Misfortune, be „Sir, I know 
of no Buſineſs you have 3 . 

Cu. I wiſh I did not know it neither But this 

- Houſe contains my Soul, then can you blame my Body 
for hovering about it? 1 

Fel. Excellent! | | 

, 2 Diſtraction! He r N diſcover [abella. 
] you again you are miſtaken ; haweyer, for your 
own — cal: To-morrow, af 


B Fel. 


muſt not reveal 
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Fel. Matchleſs Impudence ! An Aſſignation before 
my Face—No, he ſhall not live to meet your Wiſhes. 
(Takes out a Piflol and goes towards the Window ; He 
catches hold of him. 
Vio. Ah! (Shrieks ) ho'd I conjure you. 
Cal. To-morrow's an Age, Madam! May I not be 
admitted to-night ? 


Pio. If you be a a Gentleman I command your Ab- 
_ ſence, Unfortunate! What will my Stars do with me? 


U 
n. ub 


Life, for it is in your k g. ( Exit from the Window. 


Fel. Pray obſerve the Gentleman's 8 Madam. 
2 her. 
Vio. I am all Confuſion. 5 ( > 
Fel. You are all Truth, all Love, all Faith: 
thou all Woman How have I been 9 ? 
S'Death, cou'd you not have impos'd upon me for this 
one Night! ? Cou'd neither my faithful Love, nor the 
Hazard I have run to ſee you, make me worthy to be 


cheated on. 

Vio. Can I bear this from you? (Weeps. 
Fel. ( oe When I left this Houſe to-night—— 

To-m Ty the Devil! Return ſo ſoon! 


Vio Oh Jabella ! What haſt thou involv'd mein ( {fide. 
” ' Repeats) This Houſe contains my Soul. 

et I reſolve to keep the Secret. (Aldi. 
Fil ( Repeats ) Be careful of my Life, for 'tis in your 


Keeping. Damnation — How ugly ſhe — 


Vio. Do not heck be but believe me, 
Felix, I have not injur'd you, nor am l falſe. 
Fel. Not falſe, not injur d me! Oh Violante, loſt and 
abandon'd to thy Vice ! Not falſe, oh monſtrous ! 
Dio. Indeed I am not——There is a Cauſe which I 
Oh think how far Honour can 
Then allow a Woman may be 


oblige your Sex 


bound by the ſame Rule to keep a Secret. 

Fel. Honour, what haſt thou to do with Honour, thou 
that canſt admit Plurality of Lovers ? A Secret? Ha,ha, 
ha, his Aﬀairs are wondrous ſafe, who truſts his Secret 
toa Woman's keeping ; but you need give 7" Trouble 

rou 


| bade me ſee what Noiſe 
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Trouble about clearing this Point, Madam, for you are 


become ſo indifferent to me, that your Truth and Fal- 
ſhood are the ſame! 


[Offers to take his Hand. 
[Tarns from her. 


nter 
Fle. So I have deliver d ens 


and receiv'd my Fee. J Madam, your Father 
4 E For Goodneſs lake, 

Sir, why do you ſpeak ſo loud! 

Mx | underſtand my Cue, Miſtreſs ; my Abſence is 

' neceſſary, I'll oblige you. [going] [rakes bold of bim. 
Vio. Oh let me undeceive you firſt! | 
Fel. Impoſlible ! 
Vio. "Tis very poſſible if I durſt. 
Fe]. Durſt! Ha, ha, ha, durſt, quotha ? 
Fio. But another Time I'll tell thee all. 
Fel. Nay, now or never 
Vio. Now it cannot be. 3 
Fel. Then it ſhall never be. Thou molt ungrate ful 

of thy Sex, farewel. 2 frem her and Exit. 
Vio. Oh exquiſite Trial o <p Yet not 

even this, ſhall draw the Secret 


That Til preæſerve, let Fortune frown or 8 
And truſi to Love, my Lowe to reconcile. [Exit. 


ET I. 
Enter Don Lopez. 
Lop. We. S ever Man thus plagu'd ! Odtheart, I 
d ſwallow my Dagger for Madneſs ; 
I know not what to think; ſure Fredrick had no Hand 
in her Eſcape—She muſt get out of the Window; and 
ſhe could not do that without a Ladder : and who cou d | 
bring it her, but him? Ay, it muſt be ſo. The Diſlike 
he ſhew'd to Don Guzman in our Diſcourte to Day, 
confirms my Suſpicion, and I will charge him home 
with it ; ſure Children were given me {or a Curie! Why, 
what innumerable Misfortunes attend us Parents, when 
we have employed our whole Care to educ ite, and brin 
our Children up to Years of Maturity? Juſt when 
we expect to reap the Fruits of our Labour, a Man 
mall, in the tinkling of * ſee one e hang d, rother 


whor'd 


whor'd---This 1 Bagga ---But I'll to Frederick 
immediately, I'll take the 2 with me, and ſearch 


your Perſon, and like it“ Very conciſe 
if you'll meet at five o Clock in the Morning upon 
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his Houſe; and if I find her, I'll uſe her by St. 
Anthony, I don't know how I'll uſe her. Exit. 


The Scene changes to the Street. 


Enter Colonel with Tabella's Letter in bis Hand, and 


Gibby following. 

Col. Well, tho' I cou'd not ſee my fair Ircognita, 
Fortune, to make me amends, has flung another In- 
trigue in my way. Oh! how I love theſe pretty, kind, 


coming Females, that won't give a Man the Trouble of 


racking his Invention to deceive them.---Oh Portugal 
thou | en Garden of Pleaſure — where Love drops 
down his mellow Fruit, and every Bough bends to our 
Hands, and ſeems to cry, Come, Pull and Eat; how 


_ deliciouſly a Man lives here without Fear of the Stool 
of Repentance ?—This Letter I receiv'd from a Lady 


in a Veil Some Duenna ! Some neceſſary Imple- 
ment of Capid? I ſuppoſe the Stile is frank and eaſy, 
I hope like her that writ it. [Reads] Sir, I have ſeen 
« And 


«© the Terriero de paſſa, half an Hour's Converſation 


will let me into your Mind.—” Ha, ba, ha, a pbila- 


ſephical Wench : This is the firſt Time I ever knew a No- 


man had any Buſineſs with the Mind of a Man———< If 


your Intellects anſwer your outward Appearance, the 
«© Adventure may not diſpleaſe you. I expect you'll 
« not attempt to ſee my Face, nor offer any thing un- 
« becoming the Gentleman I take you for! 
Humph, the Gentleman ſhe takes me for; I hope ſhe 
takes me to be Fleſh and Blood, and then I am ſure I 
mall do nothing unbecoming a Gentleman. Well, if I 
muſt not ſee her Face, it ſhall go hard if I don't know 
where ſhe lives. Gibby. | | 


Gib. Here, an lik yer honour. 

W do you hear 
Cibby ? VP | 

Gib. In troth dee I, weel eneugh, Sir. 

Col. I am to meet a Lady upon the Terriers de paſſa. 
Cib. The Deel an mine Eyn gin I kenn her, Sir. 
SS Col. 
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Col. But you will when we come there, Sirrah. 

Gib. Like eneugh, Sir; I have as ſharp an Eyn tul a 
bony Laſs, as ere a Lad in aw Scotland; and wnat mun 
I dee wi her, Sir? _= 

Cal. Why, if ſhe and I part, you muſt watch her 
home, and bring me word where ſhe lives. os 

Gib. In troth fal I, Sir, gin the Deel tak her not. 
Col. Come along then, tis pretty near the Time—L 
like a Woman that riſes early to purſue her Inclination. 

Thus we improve the Pleaſures of the Day, 5 

hill taftleſs Mortals fleep their Time away, Exit. 

Scene changes to Frederick's Houſe. 

Enter Inis and Lifſardo. . 

Li. Your Lady run away, and you not know whi- 
ther! ſay you? 2 RS 
Tis. She never greatly car'd for me after finding you 
7. together; but you are very grave, methinks, 

i/ardo. 
Li. [Looking upon the Ring] Not at all I have ſome 
Thoughts indeed of altering my Courſe of TS; there 


1s acntical Minute in every Man's Life, which if he can 
but lay hold of, he may make his Fortune. | 
is. Ha! What, do [ ſee a Diamond Ring! Where 
the Duce had he that Ring? You have got a very pret · 
ty Ring there, Liſſardo. | 
Lig. Ay, the Trifle is pretty enough. But the Lady 
which gave it me is a Bora Roba in Beauty, I aflure 
you. [Cocks bis Hat and ſtruts. 
Inis. I can't bear this--The Lady ! What Lady, pray? 
Li. Oh fye ! There's a Queſtion to aſk a Gentleman. 
Inis. A Gentleman ! Why the Fellow's ſpoil d! Is this 
our Love for me? Ungrateful Man, you'll break my 
eart, ſo you will.  [ Burſts into Tears. 
Lifſ. Poor tender-hearted Fool. 
His. If I knew who gave you that Ring, I'd tear her 
Eyes out, ſo I wou'd. [Sobs. 
Lifſ. So, now the Jade wants a little Coaxing : why, 
what doſt thou weep for now, my Dear? Ha! 
Inis. I ſuppoſe Flora gave you that Ring; but I'll-— 
Li. No, the Devil an” 4 if ſhe did, you make 
1 „„ 
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me ſwear now---So, they are All for the Ring, but I 
mall bob em: I did but joke, the Ring is none of 
mine, it is my Maſter's; I am to give it to be new 
ſet, that's all; therefore prithee dry thy Eyes, and 
kiſs me, come. | Enter Flora. 
tris. And do you really ſpeak Truth now ? 
;- 4 Why, do you doubt it ? 
Fi. So, ſo, very well! I thought there was an In- 
trigue between him and Iris, for all he has forſworn it 
ſo often. [ 4ſede. 
M Inis. Nor han't you ſeen Flera ſince you came to 
own. 
Fh. Ha! How dares ſhe name my Name? [#/ide. 
Lig. No, by this Kiſs J han't. [Kiſſes her. 
Fi. Here's a diſſembling Varlet. [Afde. 
Iris. Nor don't you love her at all? 
Li. Love the Devil z why did not I always tell thee 
the was my Averſion ? =; 
Flo. Did you ſo, Villain! [Serikes him a Box on the 2. 
3 Zounds, the here! have made a fine Spot of 
Work on't. | 22 
 Fris. What's that for ? Ha. [BruBes up to ber. | 
Flo. I ſhall tell you by and dy, Mrs. Frippery, if you 
don't get about your B 
Inis. Who do you call Fahner „Mrs. 4 | 
get about your Buſineſs : If you —_ to that, I hope — 
pretend to no Right and Title here. 
Lifj. What the Devil do they take me for, an Acre 
of Land, that they quarrel about Right and Title to 
me ? A 
Flo. Pray what Right have you, Miſtreſs, to ak that 
Queſtion ? 
Iris. No matter for that, IT can ſhew a better Title to 
him than you, I believe. 
Fl. What, has he given thee nine Months earneſt for 
a living Title ? Ha, 
Init. Don't fling your flaunting Jefts at me, Mrs. 
Boldface, for I won't take em, I aflure you. 
Iii. So! now am I as great as the fam'd Alexander. 
But my dear Statira and 1 don't exert yourſelves 
ſo much about me: Now I fancy, if you wou'd agree 
lovingly together, I might, in a modeſt Way, _ 
both your — upon me. 
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Flo. You ſatisfy | No, Sirrah, I am not to be ſatisfy d 
ſo ſoon as you think, perhaps. 


Init. No, nor I neither.---What, do you make no 
Difference between us ? 


Flo. You pitiful Fellow yon; what, you fancy, I 
warrar.t, that I gave myſelf the Trouble of dogging 
you, out cf Love to your filthy Perſon ; but you are 
miſtaken, Sirrah--It was to dete& your Treachery. _ 
How often have you ſworn to me that you hated Init, 
and only carried fair for the good — ſhe gave you; 
but that you could never like a Woman with crooked 
Legs, you ſaid. 

is. How, how, Sirrah, crooked Legs! Ods; I cou'd 
| find in my Heart. [Sratching up her Petticoat a little. 
Li. Here's a lying young Jade now! Prithee, my 
Dear, moderate thy Paſſion. [ Caaxingly. 
dais. I'd have you to know, Sirrah, my Legs was 
_ never---your Maſter, hays underſtands Legs better 
than you do, Sirrah. , —_ 

Li. My Maſter ! ſo, ſo. | [Shaking bis Head and 


Fb. I am glad [ have done ſome Miſchief, — 
LV. [To Iris Art thou really e 
what an enrag'd Woman ſays! 4 ſee ſne does 
n to part you and I [rurs to Flora] Cou'd 
e putting yourſelf in a 
— pe You filly Girl you; . I ſaw you follow us 
h, mun, and faid all this, that you might 
with only your Labour for your Pains — 
— you are a revengeful young Slut tho' „ I tell you 
that; but come kiſs, and be Friends. 
Fl. Don't think to coax me ; hang your Kiffes. 
Fel. [Within] Liſſards. 
Li. Odſheart, here's my Maſter ; the Devil take both 
theſe Jades ſor me, what ſhall I do with them? 
Inis. Ha! "Tis Don Felix's Voice; | wou'd not have 
him find me here, with his Footman, for the World. 
| 4 
Fel. [Within] Why Liſſards, Lifſards 4 , * 
"Lie ing, Sir. What a Pox will you do ? 
Fo. Bleſs me, which Way ſhall I get out 


B4 Lis. 
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Lifj. Nay, nay, you muſt een ſet your Quarrel aſide, 
and be content to be mewed up in this Cloaths-preſs 
together, or ſtay where you are, and face it out 
there is no Help for it. 

Fo. Put me any where, rather than that; come, come, 
let me in. [ He opens the Preſs, and He goes in, 

Iris. I'Il ſee her hang'd, before I'll go into the Place 
where ſhe is.---1'll truſt Fortune with my Deliverance : 
Here us'd to be a Pair of back Stairs, 'l try to find 

them out. [Exit. 
| Enter Felix and Frederick. 

Fel. Was you aſleep, Sirrah, that you did not hear 

me call ? 


Li. I did hear you, and anſwer d you, I was com- 
ing, Sir. 


a- Go, get the Horſes ready; IU leave Liſbon to- 
t, never to ſee it more. 
7; Hey day! what's the Matter now ? Exit. 
Fred. Pray tell me, Don Felix ! what has your 
Temper thus ? 
_- A 3 Friend, who can name Woman, 
orget Inconſtancy 
Fred. This from a Perſon of mean Education were 
| excuſable, ſuch low Suſpicions have their Source from 
vulgar Converſation ; Men of your politer Taſte never 
Taſhly cenſure Come, this is ſome groundleſs Jea- 
louſy---Love raiſes many Fears. 

Fel. No; my Ears conveyed the Truth into my 
Heart, and Reaſon juſtifies my Anger: Yiolant's falſe, 
and I have nothing left but thee, in Lion, which can 
make me wiſh ever to ſee it more, except Revenge up- 
on my Rival, of whom I am ignorant. Oh, that ſome 
Miracle wou'd reveal him to me, that I might thro” his 

Heart puniſh thy Infidelity! ) 


Enter Liſſardo. 


4%. Oh! Sir, here's your Father Dos Lopez coming 
5 Does he know that I am here ? 
Ii. I can't tell, Sir, he aſk'd for Don Frederick. 
Fred. Did he ſee you ? | 
Lig. I believe not, Sir; for as ſoon as I ſaw him, I 
ran back to give my Maſter notice. Fel. 
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Fel. Keep out of his Sight then---And, dear Frederick, 

permit me to retire into the next Room, for I know the 

old Gentleman will be very much diſpleaſed at my Re- 

turn without his Leave. Rm 2 

Fred. Quick, quick, begone, he is here. 

Enter Don Lopez, /peaking as he enters. 

Lap. Mr. Alguzile, wait you without till I call for you. 
Frederick, an Affair brings me here---which---requires 
 Privacy---So that if you have any Body within Ear-ſhot, 

pray order them to retire. 

Fred. We are private, my Lord, ſpeak freely. 

Lop. Why then, Sir, I muſt tell you, that you had 
better have pitch'd upon any Man in Portugal to have 
inur'd, than myſelf. m 

Fel. [Peeping] What means my Father? 

Fred. I * you not, my Lord! 

Lop. Tho' I am old, I have a Son—— Alas! Why 
name I him? He knows not the Diſhonour of my 
Houſe. | 

Fel. I am confounded ! The Diſhonour of his Houſe ! 

Fred. — yourſelf, my Lord! I am not conſci- 
ous of any diſhonourable Action to any Man, much leſs 
to your Lordſhip. 

Lob. Tis falſe! you have debauch'd my Daughter. 
Fel. Debauch'd my Sitter ! Impoſſible ! He could not, 
durſt not be that Villain. 

Fred. My Lord, I ſcorn fo foul a Charge. 

Lep. You have debauch'd her Duty at leaſt, therefore 
inftantly reſtore her to me, or by St. Anthony I'll make 
you. - 

Fred. Reſtore her, my Lord! Where ſhall I find her? 

Lop. I have thoſe that will ſwear ſhe is here in your 
Houſe. 

Fel. Ha! in this Houſe ! | | 

Fred. You are miſinformed, my Lord; upon my Re- 
putation I have not ſeen Dor:na {jabella, fince the Ab- 
tence of Don Felix. | 

Lop. Then pray, Sir — if I am not too inquiſitive, 
what Motive had you for thoſe Objections you made 
againſt her Marriage with Don Guzman yeſterday ? 

Fred. The Diſagrecableneſs of ſuch a Match, I fear'd, 
wou'd give your Daughter Cauſe to curſe her Duty, if ſhe 

| 7 comply 'd 


* 
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comply'd with your Demands; that was all, my Lord 
Lap. And fo you help'd her thro' the Window to 
make her diſobey. 
Fel. Ha, my Siſter gone Oh Scandal to our Blood! 
Fred. This is inſulting me, my Lord, when I aſſure 
ou I have neither ſeen, nor know any Thing of your 
| —— ſhe is gone, the Contrivance was her 
own, and you may thank your Rigour for it. 
Loop. Very well, Sir; however my Rigour ſhall make 
bold to ſearch your Houſe: Here, call in the Alguxile 
Flra. [Peeping] The — What in the Name 
of Wonder will become of me 
Fred. The Alguzik ! My Lord, you'll repent this. 


Tap. No, Sir, tis you that will repent it: I e you, 
in the King's Name, to aſſiſt me in finding my Daugh - 
ter — Beſure you leave no Part of the Houſe un- 
ſearch'd ; come, follow me. [Gets towards the Door 
obere Felix is; Frederick drazvs, and plants himſelf 
 Zefore the Door.) = ps 

Fred. Sir, I muſt firſt know by what Authority you 
pretend to ſearch my Houſe, before you enter here. 
Ag. How! Sir, dare you preſume to draw your 
Sword upon the Repreſentative of Majeſty ? J am, Sir, 
J am his Majeſty's 4/puzile, and the very Quinteſſence of 
Authority=—— therefore put up your Sword, or I ſhall 
order * to be EY own For know, Sir, the 
Breath of an Alguxile is as dangerous as the Breath of a 
1 ln 

, is certainly in that Room, by his guardin 
the | if he diſputes your * Lark — 
him down, I fay. | 

Fred. I ſhall ſhow you ſome Sport firſt ! The Woman 

ou look for is not here, but there is ſomething in this 
oom, which I'll preſerve from your Sight at the Ha- 
zard of my Life, 

Lop. Enter, I ſay ; nothing but my Daughter can be 
there—force his Sword from him. [Felix comes out and 
ö | Jin Frederick. 
fl. Villains, fand of! aſſaſſinate a Man in his own 

Ouie. | | 


Lep. 
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. Oh, oh, oh, Miſcricardia, what do I ſee, my Son. 
. Ha, his Son! Here's five hundred Pounds good, 
rethren, if Antonio dies, and that's in the Sur- 

's Power, and he's in love with my Daughter, you 
— Felix! I command you to furrender your- 
ſelf inta the Hands of Juſtice, in order to raiſe me and 
my Poſterity; and in Conſideration you loſe your 
Head to gain me five hundred Pounds, I'll have your 
Generofity recorded on your Tomb-ftone---at my own 
proper Coft and Charge---I hate to be ungrateful. 
Fred. Here's a generous NOW — 

Lop, Oh that ever I was born——Hold, hold hold. 

Fred. Did not I tell you, you wou'd repent, my Lord. 
What ho! Within there Eater Servants] arm your- 
ſelves, and let not a Man in nor out but Felix —— 
Look ye, Alguzile, when you would betray my Friend 
for filthy Lucre, I ſhall no more regard you as an Of- 
ficer of Juſtice, but as a Thief and Robber thus reſiſt you., 

Felix. Generous Frederick Come on, Sir, we'll ſhow 
you Play for the five hundred Pounds. 

Alg. Fall on, feize the Money right or wrong, ye 
| _— _ [They fight. 
Top. Hold, hold, Algazile; I'll give you the five hun- 

dred Pounds ; that is, my Bond to pay upon Antonio's 
Death, and twenty Piſtoles however things go, for you 
and theſe honeſt Fellows to drink my Health. | 

Ag. Say you fo, my Lord! Why look ye, my Lord, 
I bear the young Gentleman no III-will, my Lord; if [ 

et but the five hundred Pounds, my Lord —— why, 
look ye, my Lord Tis the ſame Thing to me whe- 
ther your Son be hang'd or not, my Lord. 

Fel. Scoundrels. ———= 

Lop. Ay, well, thou art a good-natur'd Fellow, that 
is the Truth on't----Come then, we'll to the Tavern, 
and fign and ſeal this Minute. O Felix, be careful of 
thyſelf, or thou wilt break my Heart. [Exit Lopez, 

| Alguzile azd Attendants. 

Fel. Now, Frederick, tho” I ought to thank you for 
your Care of me, yet till] am fatisfied as to my Fa- 
ther's Accuſation, 1 can't return the Acknowledgments 
] owe you: Know you aught relating to my Sitter ? 
Hi. | hope my Faith and Truth are known to you-- 

Ard 


my 
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And here by both I ſwear, I am ignorant of ev 
Thing relating to your Father's Charge. "fo 
Fel. Enough, I do believe thee. Oh Fortune! 
where will thy Malice end! EE 
. Enter Servant. 
Ser. Sir, I bring you joyful News, I am told that 
Des Antonio is out of Danger, and now in the Palace. 
Fel. I wiſh it be true, Now I'm at Liberty to watch 
my Rival, and purſue my Siſter. Prithee, Frederick, in- 
form thyſelf of the Truth of this _— 
ou hear, 


Fred. I will this Minute—Do y let no body 
in to Den Fekx till my Return. | Exit. 
Ser, I'll obſerve, Sir. Exit. 


Flo. (Peeping ) They have almoſt frighted me out of 
my Wits I'm fure—— Now Felix is alone, I have 
a good Mind to pretend I came with a Meſſage from 
my Lady ; but then how ſhall I fay I came into the 


Cupboard. Ala. 
2 a Servant, ſeeming to oppoſe hs - 


Ser. I tell you, Madam, Dor Felix is not here. 

Vio. (Within) I tell you, Sir, he is here, and I will 
ſee him —— in) Vou are as difficult of Acceſs, Sir, 
as à firſt Miniſter of State. 

Flo. My Stars! My Lady here ! [Shuts the Preſs cloſe. 

Fel. If your Viſit was defign'd to Frederick, Madam, 
he is abroad. 

Vio. No, Sir, the Viſit is to you. 

Fel. You are very punctual in your Ceremonies, 
Madam. 

Vio. Tho' I did not come to return your Viſit, but to 
take that which your Civility ought to have brought me. 

Fel. If my Ears, my Eyes and my underſtanding ly'd, 
then I am in your Debt ; elſe not, Madam. 
Pio. I will not charge them with a Term ſo groſs, 
to ſay they ly'd, but call it a Miſtake, nay call it any 
thing to excuſe my Fe/ix-Cou'd I, think ye, cou'd I 
put off my Pride ſo far, poorly to diſſemble a Paſſion 
which I did not feel? Or ſeek a Reconciliation, with 
what I did not love ? Do but confider, if I had enter- 
tained another, ſhou'd not I rather embrace this Quar- 
| rel, pleas'd vin the Occakion tas rid we of yourViſns, 
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and gave me Freedom to enjoy the Choice which you 
think I have made; have I any Intereſt in thee but my 

Love ? Or am I bound by ought but Inclination to ſub- 
mit and follow thee---No Law whilſt fingle binds us to 
obey, but you by Nature, and Education, are oblig'd 
to pay a deference to all Woman-kind. 

Fel. Theſe are fruitleſs 1 "Tis moſt cer- 
tain thou wert dearer to theſe Eyes than all that Hea- 
ven e'er gave to charm the Senſe of Man, but I wou'd. 
rather tear them out, than ſuffer them to delude my 
Reaſon, and enſlave my Peace, 

Viz. Can you love without Eſteem? And where | is 
the Eſteem for her you ſtill ſuſpect? Oh, Felix There 
is a De icacy in Love, which equals even a religious 
Faith ! true Love nc'er doubts the Object it 2 and 
Sceptics there will diibeiieve their Sight. 

Enter Servant. 
Fel. Your Notions are too refin'd for mine, Madam, | 
How now, what do you want ? 
Ser. Only my Maiter's Cloak out of this Preſs, Sir, 
that's all. — Oh! the Devil, the Devil. | 
[Opens the Prefs, ſors Flora, and roars out. 
Vio. Ha, a Woman conceal'd ! Very well, Felix | 
Fi. Diſcover'd! Nay then Legs befriend me. 
| " [Runs out. 

Fel. A Woman in the Preſs ! Enter Liſſardo. 
How the Devil came a Woman there, Sirrah ? 

Lif. What ſhall IT ſay now ? 

Vio. Now Liffardo, ſhew your Wit to bring your 
Maſter off. 

Lig. Off, Madam! Nay, nay, nay, there, there needs 
no great Wit to, to, to bring him off Madam, for ſhe 
did, and ſhe did not come as, as, as, as, a, a, a Man may 
ſay direcil to, to, to, to, ſpeak with my Maſter, Madam. 

Vio. I ſee by your Stammering, Liſardo, that your 
Invention is at a very low Ebb. 

Fel. Sdeath, Raſcal! ſpeak without Heſitation, and 
the Truth too, or I ſhall ſtick my Stilletto in your Guts. 

Via. No, no, your Maſter miſtakes, he wou'd not 
have you ſpeak the Truth. 

Fel. M „ my Sincerity wants no Excuſe. 


Lig. I am ſo confounded between one and the other, 
that I can't think of a Lye. [at. 
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Fel. Sirrah, fetch me this Woman back inſtantly, I'll | 


know what Buſmeſs ſhe had here 
Vio. Not a Step; your Maſter man't be put to the 
Bluſh.-—Come, a Truce, Felix! Do you ask me no more 
Queſtions about the Window, and I'll forgive this. 
Fel. I ſcorn Forgiveneſs where I own no Crime, but 


your Soul, conſcious of its Guilt, wou'd fain lay hold of 


this Occafion to blend your Treaſon with my Innocence. 
Vio. Infolent! Nay, if inſtead of owning your Fault 
you endeavour to inſult my Patience, I muſt tell you, Sir, 
you don't behave yourſelf like that Man of Honour 
you wou'd be taken for; you ground your Quarrel with 
me upon your own Inconſtancy; 'tis plain you are 
falſe yourſelf, and would make me the Aggreſſor — 
It was not for nothing the Fellow oppos'd my Entrance 
— This laſt Uſage has given me back my Liberty, 
and now my Father's Will ſhall be obeyed without the 
leaſt ReluQance. 5 (Exit. 
Fel. Oh, ſtubborn, ſtubborn Heart, what wilt thou 


do? Her Father's Will ſhall be obey d; Ha ! That car- 
ries her to a Cloyſter, and cuts off all my Hopes at 
once — By Heaven ſhe ſhall not, muſt not leave me 


No, ſhe is not falſe, at leaſt my Love now repreſents 


her true, becauſe I fear to loſe her: Ha! Villain, art 


thou here ¶ turns «por Lifiardo] tell me this Moment 
who this Woman was, and for what intent ſhe was 
conceal'd. - Or | | 
J. Ah, good Sir, forgive me, and [I'll tell you 

a> Truth. * F falls on bir Ks.” 

Fel. Out with it then | 

Lig. It, it, it, was Mrs. Flora, Sir, Donna Violante 8 
Woman—you muſt know, Sir, we have had a ſneak- 
ing Kindneſs for one another a great while— She was 
not willing you ſhould know it; ſo when ſhe heard 
yu Voice ſhe ran into the Cloaths-Preſs, I wou'd 
have told you this at firſt, but I was afraid of her 
Lady's knowing it, this is the Truth as I hope for a 
whole Skin, Sir. 

Fel. If it be not, I'Il not leave you a whole Bone in 


I home. 
61. 


it, Sirrah fly, and obſerve if Volante goes direct- 


ne 
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Fel. IJ muſt convince her of my Faith: Oh ! how 
irreſolute is a Lover's Heart! My Reſentments cool'd 
when her's grew high—Nor can I ſtruggle lo with 
my Fate; | cannot quit her, no I cannot, ſo abſolate a 
Conqueſt has ſhe gain'd— Woman's the greateſt ſove- 
reign Power on Earth. 
In vain Men ftrivve their Tyranny to quit, 
Their Eyes command and force us to ſubmit. 
So have I ſeen a mettled Courſer fly, | 
Tear up the Ground, and toſs his Ricer high, 
Till ſome experienc'd Maſter found the Way, 
With Spur and Rein to make his Pride obey. 


SCENE the Terriero de Paſſa. 
Enter Colonel and Iſabella veil d. Gibby at a Diſfance. 
Col. Then you ſay, it is impoſſible for me to wait of 
you home, 5 
Jab. I ſay it is inconſiſtent with my Circumſtances, 
Colonel, and that Way impoſſible for me to admit of it. 
Col. Conſent to go with me then — I lodge at one 
Don Fredzrick's, a Merchant juſt by here, he is a very 
honeſt Fellow, and I dare confide in his Secreſy. 
I/ab. Ha, does he lodge there? Pray Heaven I am 
not diſcover'd. : [ Afede. 
Col. What ſay you, my Charmer? ſhall we breakfaſt 
_—_— I have ſome of the beſt Bohea in the Uni- 
verſe. 

Jab. Puh! Bohea! is that the beſt Treat you can 
give a Lady at your Lodgings . — Colonel! : 
Cel. Well hinted — No, no, no, I have other 
'Things at thy Service, Child. a 

Web. What are thoic Things, pray ? 
Col. My Hearr, Soul, and into the Bargain. 
Hab. Has the laſt no Incumbrance upon it; can you 
make a clear Title, Colonel? | 1 
Cal. All Freehold, Child, and [I'll afford thee a very 
good Bargain. [embraces ber. 
Gib. Au my Sol, they mak muckle Wards about it, 
Iſe ſeer weary with ſtanding, Iſe e en tak a Sleep. 
Lies down. 
Jab. If I take a Leafe it muſt be for Life, Colonel. 
Co. Thou ſhalt have me as long, or as little Lay 
| | u 


40 The WONDER: 
thou wilt; my Dear, come, let's to my Lodging, and 
we ll fign and ſeal this Minute. 

| Jab. Oh, not ſo faſt, Colonel, there are many things 
to be adjuſted before the Lawyer and the Parſon comes. 
Cal. The Lawyer and Parſon! No, no, ye little 
Rogue, we can finiſh our Aﬀairs without the Help of 
the Law —-— or the Goſpel. 

Jab. Indeed but we can't, Colonel. 

Col. Indeed! Why, haft thou then trapann'd me out 
of my warm Bed this Morning for nothing! Why, this 
is ſhewing a Man half famiſh'd a well-furniſh'd Larder, 
then clapping a Paclock on the Door, till you ftarve 
him quite. | 

Jab. If you can find in your Heart to ſay Grace, 
Colonel, you ſhall keep the Key. | 

Col. | love to fee my Meat before I give Thanks, 
Madam, therefore uncover thy Face, Child, and I'll tell 
| thee more of my Mind if I like you. — 
1/ab. I dare not risk my Reputation upon your Ifs, 
Colonel, and fo adieu. | | | [Gorge 

Col. Nay, nay, nay, we muſt not part. | 

Jab. As you ever hope to ſee me more, ſuſpend your 
Curioſity now; one Step farther loſes me for ever. 
Show yourſelf a Man of Honour, and you ſhall find me 
a Woman of Honour. Exit. 
Cual. Well, for once II truſt to a blind Bargain, Ma- 
dam [Kies her Haidand parts.) But I ſhall be too 
cunning for your Ladyſhip if G:bby obſerves my Orders: 
Methirt:s theſe Intrigues, which relate to the Mind, 
are very inſipid I he Converſation of Bodies is mach 
more diverting — Ha! What do I ſee, my Raſcal a- 
ſleep ? Sirrah, did not I charge you to watch the Lady ? 
And is it thus you obſerve my Orders, ye Dog? [Kicks 
him all this while, and be ſprugs, and rubs his Eyes, and yawns 

Gib. That's treu, an lik yer Honour; but I 
thought that when ence ye had her in yer awn Honds, 
'yee mit a ordered her yer ſal weel encugh without 
me, en ye ken, an lik yer Monour. e 
Cual. Sirrah, hold your impertinent Tongue, and make 
haſte after her: if you don't bring me ſome Account 
of her, never dare to ſee my Face again. (Exit. 

Cib. Ay! This is bony Wark 1 to run three 
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hundred Mile to this wicked Town, and before I can 
weel fill my Weem, to be ſent a Whore-hunting after 
this black ſhee Devil — M hat Gat ſal I gang to ſpeer 
for this Wutch now ? Ah, for a ruling Elder or the 
Kirk's Treaſurer or his Mon——1'd gar my Maſter 
mak twa of this ;-— But I am ſeer there's na ſike ho- 

_ neſt People here, or there wou'd na be ſo muckle 
Sculdudrie *. | | 
( Enter an Engliſh Soldier paſſing along. ) 5 
Gib. Geud Mon, did ye ſee a Woman, a Lady, ony 
_ gate here away enow? | 
Eng. Mas. Yes, a great many. What kind of a 
Woman is it you enquire after ? 
* Gend troth, ſhe's ne Kenſpekle, ſhe's aw in a 
Eng. Man. What ! 'tis ſome High- land Monſter which 
you brought over with you, I ſuppoſe, I ſee no ſuch, 
not I, kenſpekle, quotha! % 
Sib. Huly, huly, Mon, the Deel pike out yer Eyn, 
and ws” ſee the bater, ye Englih Bag Pudin Tike. 
— A - What ſays the Fellow. Turning t 4 
_ Gib. Say! I ſay I am a better Fellow than e er ſtud 
upon yer Shanks—— an gin I heer meer a yer Din, 
ene 5 
| Eng. Man. Get you gone, you Scotch Raſcal, and 
thank your Heathen Dialect, which I don't underſtand, 
that you han't your Bones broke. 3 
Sib. Ay! an ye de no underſtond a Scat Man's 
Tongue — Iſe ſee gin ye can underſtand a Scat: Man's 
Gripe : Wha's the better Mon now, Sir? [Lays bold of 
| Bim, flrikes up his Heels, and gets aftride over bim. 
Here Violante croſſes the Stage; Gibby jumps up from the 
; Max, and bruſhes up to Violante. 
Gib. I vow, Madam, but I am glad that yee and 1 
are foregather'd. | 
Vio. What wou'd the Fellow have? 
Gib. Nothing, away, Madam, wo werthy yer Heart, 
ty 


what a muckle deel a Miſchief had you 
upon poor Gibby? . 7 

Vio. The Man's drunk —— | Tr 
Gib. In troth am I not An gin I had not fond 
| | Je, 


—B W CEO. 


®* Farnication. 
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ve, Madam, the Laird knows when I ſhould; for my 
Maſter bat me nere gang Heam, without Tydings of 
yee, Madam. 


Vio. Sirrah, get about your Buſineſs, or I'll have 
your Bones drubb'd. 


Si. Geud Faith, my Maſter has e'en dun that te 
yer Honds, Madam. 
Vio. Who is your | Maſter, Friend ? 18 
Gib. Mony e en ſpiers the gat they ken right weel 
It is no ſo lang {en ye parted wi him, I wiſh he 
| ken yee hafe as weel as ye ken him. 
Vie. Pugh, the Creature's mad or miſtakes me for 


| Ds EL 8 w talle | 
to hum any 


Lip. Le. er 
e's 

258 I W to find 5 out; 
Im may my 
[ene Fonds wh me agar 
you gaune, Madam, a Deel f n yer 
Me... n as weeſe as I was ? but 2 
2 
dy to ſpier eel of aw Men in the Warld, I 
think cur Scots Men the greateſt Feuls, to leave their 
weel favour'd honeft Women at Heam, to rin wallop- 
ing after a Pack of Gycarlings here, that ſhame to ſhew 
their Faces, and peer Men like me, are fore d to be their 
Pimps ! a Pimp! Godſwarbit, Gity's ne er be a Pimp 
— An yet in troth it is a 23 I remem- 


ber a Countryman aw mi aen, that ganging 2 ſikle 
like Errants as I am now, came to gat Preferment: My 


Lad, wot yee wha lives here ? ro gr Frefermen: My 
LiF. Dan Pedro ds Mendoſa. 
Gib. e 
LJ. Yes, I did. 5 
Gib. And dee ken her tee? N : 
Lig. Te was Donna Violante his Daughter; what the 
Devil makes him ſo inquiſitive ? Here is ſomething in 
| It, that's certain. INTERN IL ; what 
think you of a Dram? 
Gib. In troth, very weel, Sir. 


Liff. You ſeem .. — 
to our better Acquaintance. Gib. 
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Gib. Wi aw my Heart, Sir, gang your gat to the next 
Houſe, and Iſe follow ye. a 


Lill. Come along then. [ Exit. 
Gib. Don Pedro de Mendoſa, — Donna Violante his 
Daughter; that's as right as my Leg now — Iſe need 
na meer, [I'll tak a Drink, an then to my Maſter. .— 
I se bring him News will mak his Heart full Blee; 
Gin he rewards it 22 Deel pimp for _ - [Exit 


— 


ACT fx. 
Scene, Violante's Lodgings. 
Enter Iſabella in a gay Temper, and Violante out 
_—= of 


Jab. M* Dear, I have how 
Hour to tell you the moſt 1 
Vio. And you have pitched u 


n the moſt unlucky 
Hour for it, that you could y have found in the 
whole Four and 


wenty. 
Jab. Hang unlucky — 1 think of them; I 
hope all my 


Vis. And mine all to — 
Jab. I have ſeen the Man I like. 
Vie. And I have ſeen the Man that I cou'd wiſh to hate. 
Jab. And you muſt aſſiſt me in diſcovering whether 
he can like me, or not. 
Vio. You have aſſiſted me in ſuch a Diſcovery al- 
ready, I thank ye. | 
Jab. What fay you, my Dear? 
Vio. I ſay I am very unlucky at Diſcoveries, Tabelle; 


I have too lately made one pernicious to my Eaſe; your 
Brother is falſe. 


Lab. Impoſſible 

Vio. Moſt true. 

Jab. Some Villain has traduc'd 1 to you. 

Vio. No, Jſabella, I love too well to truſt the Eyes of 
others; I never credit the ill-judging World, or form 
Suſpicions upon vulgar Cenſures; no, I had ocular 
Proof of his [ngratitude. 

Jab. Then am I moſt unhappy ; my Brother was the 
only Pledge of Faith betwixt us ; * he has forfeited 

your 


you this half 
Adventure. 


. 
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your Favour, I have no Title to your Friendſhip. 
Vio. You wrong my Friendſhip, Jabella; your own 

Merit entitles you to every thing within my Power. 

I/ab. Generous Maid. —But may I not know what 
Grounds you have to think my Brother falſe. 

Vie. Another time — Zut tell me, 1/abe//a, how can I 
ſerve you ? | 

Jab. Thus then The Gentleman that brought 
me hither, I have ſeen and talk'd with upon the Terriers 
de Paſſa this Morning, and I find him a Man of Senſe, 
Generoſity, and good Humour; in ſhort, he is every 
Thing that I could like for a Husband, and TI have diſ- 
patch d Mrs. Flora to bring him hither; I hope you'll 
_ forgive the Liberty I have taken. 

Vio. Hither, to what Purpoſe ? | 
Jab. To the great univerſal Purpoſe, Matrimony. 
Vio. Matrimony ! Why, do you defign to ask him? 
Jab. No, Volante, you muſt do that for me. 

Vio. I thank you for the Favour you defign me, but 
defire to be excus'd : I manage my own Affairs too ill, 
to be truſted with thoſe of other People; hefides, if my 
Father ſhould find a Stranger here, it might make him 
hurry me into a Monaffry immediately; I can't for my 
Lie admire your Conduct, to encourage a Perſon alto- 
_ gether unknown to you. Twas very imprudent to 

meet him this Morning, bat much more ſo to ſend for 
him hither, knowing what Inconveniency you have al- 
ready drawn upon me. | 

Jas. I am not inſenſible, how far my Misfortunes 
have embarraſs'd you; and, if you pleaſe, ſacrifice my 
iet to your own. 

Vio. Unkindly urg'd—— Have I not preferr'd your 
_ Happineſs to every thing that's dear to me? 

Jab. I know thou haſt——Then do not deny me this 
laſt Requeſt, when a few Hours, perhaps, may render 
my Condition able to clear thy Fame, and bring my 
Brother to thy Feet for Pardon. | 

Vio. I wiſh you don't repent of this Intrigue. I ſup- 
poſe he knows you are the ſame Woman that he brought 
in here laſt Night. | GH 

Jab. Not a Syllable of chat; I met him veil'd, and 
to prevent his knowing the Houſe, I order'd Mrs. Flora 


to. 
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to bring him by the back Door into the Garden. 

Vis. The very Way which Felix comes; if they ſhould 
meet, there would be fine Work—Indeed, my Dear, I 
can't approve of your Deſign. | 

7% | Enter Flora. 

Flor. Madam, the Colonel waits your Pleaſure. 

Vio. How durſt you go upon ſuch a Meſſage, Miſtreſs, 
without acquainting me ? 5 


Jab. "Tis too late to diſpute that now, dear Yiolante, 
I acknowledge the Raſhneſs of the Action But con- 


ſider the Neceſſity of my Deliverance. 


Vio. That indeed is a weighty Conſideration ; well, 


what am I to do? 


Jab. In the next Room I'll give you Inſtructions! in 


the mean time, Mrs. Flora, ſhow the Colonel into this. 
[Exit Flora one May, and Iſabella and Violante another. 
Ne. enter Flora with the Colonel. | 
Fh. The Lady will wait on you preſently, Sir. Exit. 
Col. Very well—This is a very fruitful Soil. I have 
not been here quite four and twenty Hours, and I have 
three Intrigues upon my Hands already, but I hate the 
Chaſe, without partaking of the Game. ¶ Eater Violante 
deil d] Ha, a fine ſiz d Woman 
proves handſome I am come to obey your Lady- 
ſhip's Commands. 
Pio. Are you ſure of that Colonel ? | 
Col. If you be not very unreaſonable indeed, Madam; 
A Man is but a Man. [Takes her Hand and kiffes it. 
Vio. Nay, we have no Time for Compliments, Colonel. 
Col. J underſtand you, Madam —— Montre may votre 
Chambre. [Takes her in his Arms. 
Vio. Nay, nay, hold Colonel, my Bed-chamber is 
not to be enter'd without a certain Purchaſe. 
Cal. Purchaſe! Humph, this is ſome _ Miſtreſs, 
I ſuppoſe, who induſtriouſly lets out her leiſure Hours. 
| [ Aþae.] Look ye, Madam, you muſt conſider we Sol- 
diers are not over-ſtock'd with Money — But we make 
ample Satisfaction in Love; we have a World of Cou- 
rage upon our Hands now, you know——Then prithee 
ute a Conſcience, and I'll try if my Pocket can come 
up to your Price. [ Puts his Hands into his Packet. 
Vio. Nay, don't give yourielf the Trouble of drawing 
your 


Pray Heaven ſhe 


4 
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your Purſe, Colonel, my 5 is level'd at your Per- 
ſon, if that be at your own Di!) 

Cel. Ah, that it is Faith, 1 wy and I'll ſettle i it as 
firmly upon thee 

Vio. As Law can do it. 

Col. Hang Law in. Love-affairs ; thou ſhalt 10 
Right and Title to it out of pure Inclination.---A ma- 
trimonial Hint again! Gad, I fancy the Women have 
a Project on Foot to tranſplant the Union into Portugal. 

Vio. Then you have an Averſion to Matrimony, Co- 
lonel; did you never ſee a Woman, in all your Travels, 
that you cou'd like for a Wife ? 

Col. A very odd Queſtion---Do you really expect that 
J ſhould ſpeak Truth now? 

Vio. I do, if you expect to be dealt with, Colonel. 

Col. Why then Yes. 

Vio. Is ſhe in your Country, or this? 

Col, This 1s a very pretty Kind of a Catechiſm : but I 
don't conceive which Way it turns to Edification : in 
this Town, I believe, Madam. 

Vio. Her Name is 

Col. Ay, how is ſhe call'd, Madam ? 

70. Nay, I ask you that, Sir. 
Col. Oh, ho, we. ſhe is call 'd---Pray, Madam, how 
is it you ſpell your Name ? 

Cel. Oh, Colonel, I am not the happy Woman, nor 
do I wiſh it, 

| Col. No, I'm ſorry for that. What the Devil does 
ſhe mean by all theſe Queſtions ? [A/ide. 

Vio. Come, Colonel, for once * ſincere. Perhaps 

may not repent it. 

Col, Faith, Madam, I have an Inclination to Since- 
rity, but I'm afraid you'll call my Manners in Queſtion: 
This is like to be but a filly Adventure, here's ſo much 
wan Nor? required. [fear 
| ot at all: I prefer Truth before Compliment, 
in this Affair. 

Col. Why then to be plain with you, Madam, a Lady 
laſt Night wounded my Heart by a Fall from a Win- 
dow, who'e Perſon I cou'd be content to — as my 
Father took my Mother, till Death do us — 
But whom ſhe is, or how diſtinguiſhed, w Maid, 


. | » 
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Wife, or Widow, I can't inform you z perhaps you are 
Ke. | 

Vis. Not to keep you in Suſpence, I am not ſhe, but 
I can give you an Account of her : That Lady is a 
Maid of Condition, has ten thouſand Pounds ; and if 
you are a ſingle Man, her Perſon and Fortune are at 

ur Service. 

Cal. I accept the Offer with the higheſt Tranſports ; 
but ſay, my charming Angel, art thou not ſhe ? (offers 
to embrace her) This is a lucky Adventure. 2 

Vio. Once again, Colonel, I tell you I am not ſhe---- 
But at Six this Evening you ſhall find her on the Ter- 
riero de Paſſa, with a white Handkerchief in her Hand; 
get a Prieit ready, and you know the reſt. 

Col. I ſhall infallibly obſerve your Directions, Madam. 
Enter Flora haſtily, and whiſpers Violante, au flarts and 

Vio. Ha, Felix crofling the Garden, ſay you, what 
ſhall I do now ? * | 

Col. You ſeem ſurpriz d, Madam. 

Vio. Oh, Colonel, my Father is coming hither, and 
if he finds you here, I am ruin'd ! 

Col. Odſlife, Madam, thruſt me any where; can't I 

go out this Way ? 

Vio. No, no, no, he comes that Way: how ſhall I 
prevent their Mecting ? Here, here, ſtep into my Bed- 
chamber, and be ſtill, as you value her you love; don't 
ſtir till you've Notice, as ever you hope to have her in 
your Arms. | 

Cal. On that Condition, I'll not breathe. (Exit. 


| Enter Felix. 
Fel. I wonder where this of a Servant is all this 
while But ſhe is at home I find 


How coldly ſhe 
regards me. You look, Violante, as if the Sight of 
me were troubleſome to you. 5 
Vio. Can I do otherwiſe, when you have the Aſſu- 
rance to approach me, after what I ſaw to-day ! | 

Fel. Aſſurance, rather call it good Nature, after what 

I heard laſt Night ; but ſuch regard to Honour, have [ 
in my Love to you, I cannot bear to be ſuſpected, nor 
ſuffer you to entertain falſe Notions of my Truth, with- 
out endeavouring to convince you of my Innocence; ſo 
much 
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much good Nature have I more than you, Violaute, 
Pray give me Leave to ask your Woman one 
Queſtion ; my Man aſſures me ſhe was the Perſon you 
ſaw at my Lodgings. 

Fl. I confeſs it, Madam, and ask your Pardon. 

Vio. Impudent Baggage, not to undeceive me ſooner ; 
what Bufineſs cou'd you have there ? 

Fel. Liſſardo and ſhe, it ſeems, imitate you and I. 

Flo. I love to follow the Example of my Betters, 
Madam. 1 : 

Fel. J hope I am juſtified ——— 

Vio. Since we are to part, Felix, there needs no Juſ- 
tification. | 

Fel. Methinks you talk of parting as a Thing indif- 
| ferent to you; can you forget how have lov'd? 

Dio. I wiſh I could forget my own Paſſion ; I ſhou'd 
with leſs concern remember yours ——— But for Mrs. 
Flora — 5 5. 

Fel. Vou muſt forgive her; Muſt, did I ſay? 1 
fear I have no Power to impoſe, tho“ the Injury was 
done to me. | | | 

Vio. Tis harder to pardon an Injury done to what we 
love than to ourſelves ; but at your Requeſt, Felix, I do 
forgive her; go watch my Father, Flora, leſt he ſhould 
awake and ſurprize us. 
Fe. Yes, Madam. [exit Flora. 

Fel. Doſt thou then love me, Fiolante ? 5 

Vio. What need of Repetition from my Tongue, 
when every Look confeſſes what you ask? 

Fel. Oh! let no Man judge of Love but thoſe who 
feel it; what wonderous Magic lies in one kind Look 
One tender Word deſtroys a Lover's Rage, and 
melts his fierceſt Paſſion into ſoft Complaint. Oh the 
Window, Violante, would'ſt thou but clear that one 
Suſpicion! 2: | 
Vio, Prithee, no more of that, my Felix, a little Time 
ſhall bring thee perfect Satisfaction. 

Fel. Well, Violante, on that Condition you think no 
more of a Monaſtry ——= I'll wait with Patience for 
this mighty Secret. | | 

Vio. Ah, Felix, Love generally gets the better of Reli- 

ion in us Women: Reſolutions made in the Heat of 
Paſſion, ever diſſolve upon Reconciliation. Enter 
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Fl Oh, Madam, Madam, Madam! my Lord 
Father has been in the Garden, and lock'd the 
Door, and comes muttering to himſelf this Way. 

Vio. Then we are caught: Now, Felix, we are un- 
done. 

Fel. Heavens forbid, this is moſt unlucky ! let me 
ſep into your Bed-chamber, he wont look under the 
Bed ; there I may conceal myſelf. [runs r 

Vio. My Stars ! if he goes in there he'll find the 
Colonel No, no, Felix, that's no ſaſe Place, 
my Father oſten goes thither; and ſhould you cough, 
or ſneeze, we are loſt. 

Fel. Either my Eye deceiv'd me, or I ſaw a Man 
within ; I'll watch him cloſe She ſhall deal with the 
Devil, if ſhe conveys him out without my Knowledge. 
CA/ide.) What ſhall I do then: 

Vio. Bleſs me how I tremble! 

Flo. Oh, Invention, Invention! -I have it, Madam; 
here, here, here, Sir, off with your Sword, and ['ll fetch 
you a Diſguiſe. ¶ Runs in and fetches out a Riding-Hood. 

Fel. Ay, ay, any thing to avoid Don Pedro. EE 

Vio. Oh! quick, quick, quick, | ſhall die with Ap- 
prehenfion. (Flora puts the Ridirg-Hood an Felix. 

Flo. Be ture you don't ſpeak a Word! 

Fel. Not for the Indies. But | ſhall obſerve you 
cloſer than you imagine. Ade. 

Pedro [ cvit bin.] Vialante, where are you, Child ? En- 
ter Don Pedro] Why, how came the Garden-Door open? 
Ha! How now, who have we here? 

Vis. Humph, he'll certainly diſcover him. [E. 

Flo. "Tis my Mother, and pleaſe you, Sir. [She ard 

Felix 69:5 court/y. 

Pedro. Your Mother! By St. {:thony, ihe's a Strap- 
per; why, you are a Dwarf to her — 

Children, have you, good Woman ? 
Vio. Oh! if he ſpeaks we are loſt. [ rae. 
Flo. Oh! Dear Sewer, ſhe cannot hear you, ſhe has 
been deaf theſe twenty Years. 

Pedro. Alas, poor Woman — Why, you n. udl her 
up as if ſhe, were blind too. | 
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Fel. Would I were fairly off. "Afade. 
Pearo. Turn up her Hood. : Ht 
Vio. Undone for ever—St. Anthony forbid : Oh, Sir, 
ſhe has the dreadfulleft unlucky Eyes. Pray don't 
look upon them; I made her keep her Hood on 
| . Oh, oh, oh, oh! | 
Pedro. Eyes! Why, what's the Matter with her Eyes? 
Fb. My poor Mother, Sir, is much afflicted with the 
Cbolick; and about two Months ago ſhe had it griev- 
ouſly in her Stomach, and was over- perſuaded to take a 
Dram of filthy Ergo Geneva Which immediately flew 
up into her Head, and cauſed ſuch a Defluxion in her 
Eyes, that ſhe could never ſince bear the Day-light. 
Pedro. Say you ſo? — Poor Woman! — Well, make 
her fit down, Vialante, and give her a Glaſs of Wine. 
Vio. Let her Daughter give her a Glaſs below, Sir; 
for my Part, ſhe has frighted me fo, I ſhan't be myſelf 
theſe two Hours. I am ſure her Eyes are evil Eyes. 
Fel. Well hinted. | | 2 
Pedro. Well, well, do ſo: Evil Eyes, there is no evil 
Eyes, Child. [Exit Felix and Flora. 
Vio. I'm glad he's gone. 
Pedro. Haſt thou heard the News, Violante ? 
Vie. What News, Sir? | 
Pedro, Why, Vaſquez tells me, that Don Lopez's 
Daughter Jabella, is run away from her Father; that 
Lord has very ill Fortune with his Children--Well, I'm 
glad my Daughter has no Inclination to Mankind, that 


my Houſe is plagu'd with no Suitors. [ 4fide. 
Vio. This is the firſt Word ever I heard of it; I pity 
her Frailty. Cn 
Pedro. Well faid, Yiolante. —— Next Week I intend 
thy Happineſs ſhall begin. Enter Flora. 
Vis. 1 don't intend to ſtay ſo long, I thank you, 
Papa. : [ {fade 


Pecro. My Lady Abbeſs writes Word ſhe longs to ſee 
thee, and has provided every Thing in Order for thy 


Reception.---Thou wilt lead a happy Life, my Girl--- 


Fifty Times before that of Matrimony, where an extra- 
vagant Coxcomb might make a Beggar of thee, or an 
ill-natur'd ſurely Dog break thy Heart. 

Fl. Break thy Heart! She had as good heyy bot 
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Bones broke as to be a Nun; I am ſure I had, rather of 
the too. You are wonderous kind, Sir; but if I had 
ſuch a Father, I know what I wou'd do. 
Pedro. Why, what wou'd you do, Minx, ha ? 
Flo. I wou'd tell him I had as good a Right and Title 


to the Law of Nature, and the End of the Creation, as 
he had 


Pedro. You wou'd, Miſtreſs; who the Devil doubts it ? 


A Aſſurance is a Chamber-maid's Coat of Arms! 
Lying, and Contriving, the Supporters. -Your Incli- 


nations are on tip-toe, it ſeems —If I were your Father, 


Houſewife, I'd have a Pennance enjoin'd you, ſo ftri®, 

that you ſhould not be able to turn you in your Bed for 

a Month—You are enough to ſpoil your Lady, Houſe- 
wife, if ſhe had not Abundance of Devotion. 

Vio. Fye, Flora, are you not aſhamed to talk thus to 
my Father? You ſaid yeſterday you would be glad to go 
with me into the Monaſtry. „ 

Pedro She with thee ! No, no, ſhe's enough to 
debauch the whole Convert. 
ber what I ſaid to thee: Next Week | 

Vio. Ay, and what I am to do this too. [Aide 
I am all Obedient, Sir; I care not how ſoon I change 
my Condition. | 

Flo. But little does he think what Change the means. 


| LAſide. 
Pedro. Well ſaid, Volante. am glad to find 
her ſo willing to leave the World. but it is wholly ow- 
ing to my prudent Management, did ſhe know that 
ſne might command her Fortune when ſhe came at Age, 
or upon Day of Marriage, perhaps ſhe'd change her 
Note. — But I have always told her that her Grand- 
father left it wich this Proviſo, That ſhe turn'd Nun: 
now a ſmall Part of this twenty thouſand Pounds 
provides for her in the Nunnery, and the reit is my own ; 
there is nothing to be got in this Life without Policy. 
[4/ide.) Well Child, I am going into the Country for two 
or three Days, to ſettle ſome Affairs with thy Uncle. 
And then--Come, help me on with my Cloak, Child. 
Vio, Yes, Sir. [Exit Pedro and Violante. 
Flo. So, now for the Colonel. {Goes to the Chamber- 
Deer. ) Hiſt, hiſt, Colonel A Colonel preping. 
- 2 Cod. 
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Well, Child, remem- 
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Cal. Is the Coaſt clear? | 
Hi. Yes, if you canclimb; for you muſt get over the 
Waſh-houſe, and jump from the Garden-Wall into the 
Street. 

Col. Nay, nay, I don't value my Neck if my Incog- 


nita anſwers but thy Lady's Promiſe. 
[Exit Colonel and Flora. 
Re-enter Pedro and Violante. 


Ped. Good-bye, Vialante, take care of thyſelf, Child. 
Pio. I wiſh you a good Journey, Sir.---Now to ſet my 
Priſoner at Liberty. Eater Felix behind Violante. 
Fel. I have lain perdue under the Stairs, till l watch'd 
the old Man out. 
Vio. Sir, Sir, you may appear, [Goes to the Door. 
Fel. May he fo, Madam ?—1 had Cauſe for my Suſ- 
picion, I find, treacherous Woman. 
Vis. Ha, Felix here! Nay, then, all's diſcover'd. 
Fel. ( Draws.) Villain, whoe'er thou art, come out 
I charge thee, and take the Reward of thy adulterous 
Jonas Ne . 
No. What ſhall I ſay ? Nothing but the Secret 
which I have ſworn to keep can reconcile this Quarrel. 
| Aab. 
Fel. A Coward! Nay, then I'll fetch you 3 
not to hide thyſelf ; no, by St. Autbomy, an Altar ſhould 
not protect thee, even there I'd reach thy Heart, tho 
all the Saints were arm'd in thy Defence. [Exit. 
Fio. Defend me, Heaven ! What ſhall I do? ] muft 
_ diſcover Jabella, or here will be Murder. 
Enter Flora. | 
Fla. I have help'd the Colonel off clear, Madam. 
Fiz. Say'ſt thou ſo, my Girl? then | am arm'd. 
| Re-enter Felix. 
Fel. Where has the Devil in Compliance to your Sex 
_ convey'd him from my juſt Reſentment ? | 
'io. Him, who do you mean, my Dear inquiſitive 
Spark ? Ha, ha, ha, ha, you will never leave theſe jea- 
lous Whims ? | N 
Fel. Will you never ceaſe to * on me? 
Jio. You impoſe upon yourſelf, my Dear; do you 
think I did not ſee you? Yes, I did, and reſolved to put 
this Trick upon you; I knew you'd take the Hint, and 


ſoon 
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ſoon relapſe into your wonted Error: How eaſily your 
Jealouſy is fired ? I ſhall have a bleſſed Life with you. 

Fel. Was there nothing in it then, but only to try me? 
Vio. Won't you believe your Eyes? | 
Fel. No, becauſe I find they have deceiv'd me; well, 
IJ am convine'd that Faith is as neceſſary in Love as in 
Religion ; for the Moment a Man lets a Woman know 
her Conqueſt, he reſigns his Senſes, and ſees nothing 
but what ſhe'd have him. | | | 
Vio. And as ſoon as that Man finds his Love return'd, 
| ſhe becomes as errant a Slave, as if ſhe had already faid 
after the Prieſt. | | 
Fel. The Prieſt, Violaute, would diflipate thoſe Fears 
which cauſe theſe Quarrels ; when wilt thou make me 
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16. To- morrow, I will tell thee ; my Father is gone 
for two or three Days to my Uncle's, we have Time 
enough to finiſh our Aﬀairs.---But prithy leave me now, 
for | expect ſome Ladies to viſit me. 

Fiel. If you command it.---Fly ſwift, ye Hours, and 
bring to-morrow on. You deſire I wou'd leave you, 

Vio. I do at preſent. 

Fel. So much you reign the Sovereign of my Saul, 

That I obey without the leaft Controul. Exit. 
Enter Iſabella. 

Jab. I am my Brother and you are reconcil'd, 
my Dear, and the Colonel eſcap'd without his K now- 
ledge; I was frighted out of my Wits when J heard hint 
return.---I know not how to expreſs my Thanks, Wo- 
man---for what you ſuffer'd for my Sake, my grateful 
Acknowledgment ſhall ever wait you; and to the Nord 
proclaim the Faith, Truth, and Honour of a Woman. 

Vio. Prithy don't compliment thy Friend, 1/abe//a. — 
You heard the Colonel, I ſuppoſe. 15 

Jab. Every Syllable, and am pleas'd to find I do not 
love in vain. 1 
Pio. Thou haſt caught his Heart, it ſeems; and an 

Hour hence may ſecure his Perſon. —Thou haſt made 
haſty work on't Girl. 


C 3 Jab. 
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ab. From thence I draw my Happineſs, we ſhall 
have no Accounts to make up after Conſummation. 

She who for Tears, Protests her Lover's Pain, 

Aud makes him wiſh, and wait, and figh in vain, 

To be his Wife, when late ſhe gives Conſent, 

Finds balf his Paſſion was in Courtſhip 
2 they who boldly all Delays remove, 
Find every Hour a freſh Supply of Love. 


ACT Y, 
S EN E, Frederick's Honſe. 
Enter Felix and Frederick. 


Fel. HIS Hour has been itious, I am recon - 
00s Fn you aſſure me Antonio 
is out of 


Fred. Your — is doubly mine. 
Enter Liſſardo. | 

Fel. What Haſte you made, Sirrah, to bring me 
Word if Vialante went home! 

Lif. I can give you very good Realons for my Stay, 
S1r---Yes, Sir, ſhe went home. | 

Fred. O] Your Maſter knows that, for he has been 
there himſelf, Li arab. 

Li. Sir, may I beg the F avour of your Far. 
Fel. What have you to ay ? [Whiſpers, and Felix 
ſeems uneaſy.) 
Fred. Ha, Felix changes Colour at Lifſards's News. 
What can it be ? 

Fel. A Scots Footman, that belongs to Cat onel Brit- 
ton, an Acquaintance of Frederick's, fay you? the Devil! 
if ſhe be falſe, by Heaven I'll trace her. Prithy, Frede- 
vick, do you know one Colonel Britton, a Scotchman ? 

Fred. Yes ; why do you aſk me? 
| Fel. Nay, no great Matter; but my Man tells me 

that he has had fome little Differences with a Servant 
of his, that's all. | 

ed. Ile is a good harmleſs innocent Fellow, I am 
torry for it; the Colonel lodges in my Houſe, I knew 
him formerly i in England, and met him here by Acci- 
dent laſt Night, and gave him an Invitation home ; he 

is 


. 
L 
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is a Gentleman of a Eſtate, beſides his Commiſſion; 

of excellent Principles, and ſtrict Honour, I aſſure you. 

Fel. Is he a Man of Intrigue ? 

Fred. Like other Men, I ſuppoſe; here he comes. 
[Exter Colonel. 

Colonel, I began to think I had loſt you. 

Col.--- And not without ſome Reaſon, if you knew all. 
Fel. There's no Danger of a fine Gentleman's being 
loſt in this Town, Sir. 

Col. That Compliment don't belong to me, Sir. But I 
aſſure you I have been very near being run away with. 

Fred. Who attempted it ? 

Cal. Faith, I know her not Only that ſhe is a 
charmin Woman, mean as much as I * of her. 
Fel. My Heart ſwells with Apprehenfion. — Some 
accidental Rencounter. = — 

Fred. A Tavern, I ſuppoſe, adjuſted the Matter. 

Col. A Tavern ! No, no, Sir, ſhe is above that Rank, 
I affure you; this Nymph ſleeps in a Velvet Bed, and 
Lodgi 4 every way agreeable. 

Fel. a Velvet Bed I I thought you ſaid but now > 
Sir, you knew her not. 

Col. No more I don t, Sir, 
v4 How came you then fo well acquainted with her 

Fred. Ay ay, come, come, unfold. | 

Col. Why then you muſt know, Gentlemen, that I was 
convey'd to her Lodgings, by one of Cupid's Emiſſaries, 
| call'd a Chambermaid, in a Chair thro' fifty blind Al- 
leys, who by the Help of a Key let me into a Garden. 

Fel. Sdeath, a Garden, this muſt be Violantes Gar- 
den. [ {fecte. 

Cal. From thence conducted me into a ſpacious Room, 
then dropt me a Courteſy, told me her Lady would 
wait on me preſently ; ſo without unveiling, modeſtly 
withdrew. | 

Fel. Damn her Modeſty ; this was Fbra. 7 Afde. 

Fred. Well, how then, Colonel ? 

Col. Then, Sir, immediately from * Door iſ- 
ſued forth a Lady, arm'd at both Eyes, from whence 
ſuch Showers of Darts fell round me, that had I not 
been cover'd with the Shield of another Beauty, I had 
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infallibly fall'n a Martyr to her Charms; for you muſt 
know, I juſt ſaw her Eyes: Eyes did I ſay? no, no, hold, 
I jaw but one Eye, tho' I ſuppoſe it had a Fellow, 
equally as killing. : 
Fel. But how came you to ſee her Bed, Sir? Sdeath, 
this Expectation gives a thouſand Racks.  Afede. 
Col. Why, 2 her Maid's giving Notice her Father 
was coming, ſhe thruſt me into the Bed- Chamber. 
Fel. Upon her Father's coming ? | 
(al. Ay, fo ſhe ſaid ; but putting my Ear to the Key- 
Hole of the Door, I found it was another Lover. 
Fel. Confound the Jilt! "Twas ſhe without Diſpute. 


. | Aide. 
Fred. Ah poor Colonel, ha, ha, ha, 

Cl. I diſcover'd they had had a Quarrel, but whether 
they were reconcil'd or not, I can't telb; for the ſecond 
Alarm brought the Father in good earneſt, and had like 
to have made the Gentleman and I acquainted, but ſhe 
found ſome other Stratagem to convey him out. 

Fel. Contagion ſeize her, and make her Body ugly as 
her Soul. There is nothing left to doubt of now. ---"Tis 
plain 'twas ſhe.---Sure he knows me, and takes this Me- 
thod to inſult me; Sdeath I cannot bear it. ( 4Afede. 

Fred. So when ſhe had difpatch'd her old Lover, ſhe 
paid you a Viſit in her Bed-chamber ; ha, Colonel? 

| Gol. No, Pox take the impertinent Puppy, he ſpoil's 
my Diverſion, I ſaw her no more. 

Fel. Very fine! give me Patience, Heaven, or I ſhall 
burſt with Rage. ( Afeae. 

Fred. That was hard. | 

Fol. Nay, what was worſe, the Nymph that intro- 
duced me conveyed me out again over the Top of a 
high Wall, where I ran the danger of having my Neck 
broke, for the Father it ſeems had locked the Door by 
which I enter'd. | | 
Fiel. That Way I miſs'd him: Damn her Inven- 
tion. (Aſde.) Pray, Colonel, was this the fame Lady 

you met upon the Terriero de paſſa this Morning? 

Col. Faith, I can't tell, Sir; 1 had a Deſign to know 
who that Lady was, but my Dog of a Footman, whom 
I had ordered to watch her home, fell faſt aſleep 1 


gave 
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him a rating for his Neglolt, and 1 have 
— 


7 


wo What, hve with frond the Lads ? 
Geb. Geud Faite, ha I Sir---an ſhe's call's Donna 
Violante, and her Parent Don Pedro de Mendoſa, en gin 
ee will gan wa mi, an't lik yer Honour, Iſe mak yee 
ken the Huſe uſe right weel. 
Fel. O Torture! Torture ( Afde. 
Cal. Ha! Fiolante ! That's the Lady's Name of the 
Houſe where my ita is, ſure it could not be 
her, at leaſt it was not t : ſame Houſe, 2 t. 
Fred. Violante p "Tis falſe; I wou'd not 44 — 
eredit him, Colonel. 
Si. The Deel burſt my Bladder, Sir, gin I lee. 


Fel. Surah, I fay you do lye, and I'll make you eat 
it, you Dog, (ticks him) and if your Maſter will juiti- 
you 
” Gol. Not I, faith, Sir,- I anſwer for no body's Lyes 
but my own ; if you pleaſe, kick him again. 
Gib. But gin he dus, Iſe ne take it, Sir, he was 
a thouſand Spaniards. (walks about in a Paſſion, 
Cel. I ow'd you a Beating, Sirrah, and I'm oblig' to 
this Gentleman for taking the Trouble of my Ha 


therefore ſay no more, dye hear, Sir? { {fide to Gibby. 
Gib. Troth de |, Sir, and feel tee. 


Fred. This muſt be a Miſtake, Colonel, for I ka 
Viclante perfectly well, and I am certain ſhe would not 
meet you upon the Terriers de paſſa. 

Col. Don't be too poſitive, Frederick, now I have ſome 
Reaſons to believe it was that very Lad 


y. 
Fel. You'd very much 2 me, Sir, if you'd let me 
Reaſons. 


know theſe 
Cal. Sir? 


Fel. Sir, I ſay I have a Right to enquire into det 
Reaſons you ſpeak of. 
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Cal. Ha, ha, really, Sir? Icannot conceive how you 
or any Man can have a Right to enquire into my 
Thoughts. 

Fel. Sir, I have a Right to every Thing that relates 
to Violante. — And he that traduces her Fame, and re- 
fuſes to ve his Reaſons for't, is a Villain. {Drazvs. 

Cal. What the Devil have I been doing? now Bliſ- 
ters on my Tongue, by Dozens. { Afede: 
Fred. Prithee, Felæ, don't quarrel, till you know 
for what ; this is all a Miſtake I'm poſitive. | 

Cal. Look ye, Sir, that I dare draw my Sword, I 
think will admit of no Diſpute——- But tho” fighting's 
my Trade, I'm not in love with it, and think it more 
honourable to decline this Buſineſs, than purſue it. 
This may be a Miſtake ; however I'll give you my 
Honour never to have any Affair directly, or indirectly 
with Vialante, provided ſhe is your Violante; but if 
there ſhould happen to be another of her Name, I hope 
you would not engroſs all the Violantes in the Kingdom. 

Fel. Your Vanity has given me ſufficient Reaſons to 
believe I'm not miſtaken ; I'll not to be impos'd upon, 
Sir. 

Col. Nor ] bully'd, Sir. | 

Fel. Bylly'd ! *Sdeath, ſuch another Word, and I'll 
nail thee to the Wall. 

Col. Are you ſure of that, Sparrard? [Drarus. 
Gib. (Draws) Say ne meer, Mon, aw my Sol here's 
Twa to Twa, dona fear, Sir, Gibby ſtonds by ye for 
the Honour of Scotland. (LYapours abcut. 

Fred. By St. Anthany you ſhan't fight (Interpoſes) on 
dare Suſpicion; be certain of the Injury, and then 

Fel. That I will this Moment, and then, Sir 
hope you are to be found : 
Col. Whenever you pleaſe, Sir. IExit Felix. 

Gib. Sbleed, Sir, — neer was a Scofſman yet that 
ſam'd to ſhow his Face. | (Strutting alcut. 

Fred. So, Quarrels ſpring up like Muſhrooms, in a 
Minute: Violante and he were but juſt reconciFd, and 
you have furniſh'd him with freſh Matter for falling out 

again; and I am certain, Colonel, Gibby is in the 


I 
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Gib. Gin I be, Sir, the Man that tald me leed, and 
gin he dud, the Deel be my Landlard, Hell my Win- 
ter-quarters, and a Rope my Winding-ſheet, gin 1 
dee not lik him as lang as I can hold a Stick ii my 
Hond, now ſee yee. 

Cal. J am ſorry for what I have ſaid, for the Lady's 
Sake; but who could divine that ſhe was his Mitreſs ? 
Prithee, who is this warm Spark? 5 

Fred. He is the Son of one of our Grandees, nam'd 
Don Lopez de Pimentell, a very honeſt Gentleman, but 
ſomething paſſionate in what relates to his Love. — He 
zs an only Son, which may perhaps be one Reaſon for 
indulging his Paſſion. | | 

Col. When Parents have but one Child, they either 
make a Madman or a Fool of him. | 

Fred. He is not the only Child, he has a Siſter ; but 
I think, thro? the Severity of his Father, who would have 
married her againſt her [nclination, ſhe has made her 
Eſcape, and notwithſtanding he has offe: ed five hun- 
dred Pounds, he can get no Tidings of her. 

Col. Ha! how long has ſhe been miſſing ? 

Fred. Nay, but fince laſt Night, it ſeems. 

Col. Laſt Night ! The very Time! How went ſhe ? 

Fred. No body can tell; they corje&ure chro' the 
Window. 

Col. I'm tranſported! This muſt be the Lady I caught. 
What ſort of a Woman 1s ſhe ? 

Fred. Middle-ſiz'd, a lovely brown, a fine pouting 
Lip, Eyes that roll and languiſh, and ſeem to ſpeak 
the exquiſite Pleaſure her Arms could give 

Col. On! I'm fir'd with this Deſcription — "Tis the 
very ſhe—— What's her Name? 

Fred. Iſabella - You are tranſported, Colonel. 

Col. J have a natural Tendency in me to the Fleſh, 
thou know'ſt, and who can hear of Charms fo exquiſite 
and yet remain unmov'd ? Oh, how I long for the ap- 

ointed Hour! I'll to the Terriero de paſſa, and wait my 
1 if ſhe fails to meet me, FI once more at- 
tempt to find her at Violante's in ſpite of her Brother's 
Jealouſy. [ 4fide.] Dear Frederic, I beg your Pardon, 
but I had forgot, I was to meet a Gentleman upon 95 
A — 
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lineſs at Five; I'll endeavour to diſpatch him, and wait 
on you again as ſoon as poſſible. 


Fred. Your humble Servant, Colonel. [Exit. 


Col. Gibby, I have no Buſineſs with you at preſent. 
[ Exit Colonel. 
Gib. That's weel —— naw will I gang and ſeek this 
Loon, and gar him gang with me to Des Pedrc's Huſe. 
Gin he'll no of himſel, Iſe gar him gang by 
the Lug, Sir; | no gang  Gibby hates a Lear. [ Exit. 
Scene a to Violante's Lodging. 
Euter Violante and Iſabella. 
Jab. The Hour draws on, Violante, and now my 
Heart begins to fail me, but I reſolve to venture for all 
that. 


Vio. What, does your Cou ſink, I/abella ? 

Jab. Only the * of Reſolution a little retreated, 
but Pl rally it again for all that. 

| Enter Flora. 

Flo. Don Felix is comin up, Madam. 


Jab. My Brother! Which way ſhall I get out — 


Diſpatch him as ſoon as you can, dear Violante. 
(Exit into the Cloſet. 


Vio. I will. ( Enter Felix i in a furly Poſlure.) Felix, 


what brings you home ſo ſoon, did [ not fay to-morrow ? 
Fel. My Paffion choaks me, I cannot ſpeak ; Oh! I 
_ burſt Ata.) (Throws bimſelf into a Chair. 
Vio. Bleſs me, are you not well, my Felix? 
Fel. Yes,---No,---I don't know what I am. 
Flo. Hey Day ! What's the Matter now ? Another 
jealous Wham | WE 
Fel. With what an Air ſhe carries it ! I ſweat 
at her Impudence. ( Afiae. 
Vio. If I were in your Place, Felix, I'd chuſe to ſtay _ 
at home, when theſe Fits of Spleen are upon me, and 
not trouble ſuch Perſons as are not obliged to bear with 
them. Here he affefts to be careleſs of her. 
Fel. I am very ſenſible, Madam, of what you mean: 
I diſturb you, no doubt ; 'but were 1 in a better Humour 
1 ſhould not incommode you leſs. I am but too well 
vnvinc'd you could eaſily diſpenſe with my Viſit. 
Vis. When you behave yourſelf as you ought to do, 


— 
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no. Company ſo welcome —But when you reſerve me 
for your ill Nature, I wave your Merit, and confider 
what's due to myſelf- And I muſt be ſo free to tell you, 
Felix, that theſe Humours of yours will abate, if not 

abſolutely deftroy the very Principles of Love. 

Fel. ( Riſing.) And I muſt be ſo free to tell you, Ma- 
dam, that fince you have made fuch ill Returns to the 
Reſpect that I have paid you, all you do ſhall be in- 
different to me for the future, and you ſhall find me 
abandon your Empire with ſo little Difficulty, that I'll 
convince the World your Chams are not ſo hard to 
break as your Vanity would tempt you to believe — I 
cannot brook the Provocation you give. 

Vio. This is not to be borne—lInlolent ! You aban- 
don! You! Whom I have io often forbad ever to ſee 
me more! Have you not fall'n at my Feet! Implor'd 

my Favour and Forgiveneſs ? ---Did not you tremblin 
wait, and wiſh, and ſigh, and ſwear yourſelf into my 
Heart? Ungrateful Man! If my Chains are ſo eaſily 

broke, as you pretend, then you are the ſillieſt Cox- 
comb living you did not break 'em long ago; and [ 
muſt think him capable of brooking any thing on whom 
ſuch Uſage could make no Impreſſion. 5 

Jab. ( Peeping.) A Duce als your Quarrels ; ſhe'll 
never think on me. | 

Fel. I always believed, Madam, my Weakneſs was 
the greateſt Addition to your Power; you wou'd be leſs 
imperious, had my Inclination been leſs forward to 
oblige you. You have indeed forbad me your Sight, 
but your Vanity even then aſſured you I would return, 
and I was Fool enough to feed your Pride—Your Eyes, 
with all their boaſted Charms, have acquired the . 
eſt Glory in conquering me. — And the brighteſt Paſ- 
ſage of your Life is, wounding this Heart with ſuch 
Arms as pierce but few Perſons of my Rank. 

OE [Walks about in a great Pet. 

Vio. Matchleſs Arrogance! True, Sir, I ſhould have 
kept Meaſures better with you, if the Conqueſt had 
been worth erving ; but we eafily hazard what 
gives us no Pain to loſe. As for my Eyes, you are 
miſtaken if you think they have vanquiſhed none but 
_ you; 
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you.; there are Men above your boaſted Rank who have 

confeſs d their Power, when their Misfortune in pleaſing 
vou made them obtain ſuch a diſgraceful Victory. 

Fel. Yes, Madam, I am no Stranger to your Vic- 

tories. | 
Vio. And what you call the brigheſt Paſſage of my 
Life, is not the leaft glorious Parts of yours. 
Fel. Ha, ha, don't put yourſelf into a Paſſion, Ma- 
dam, for I aſſure you, after this Day I ſhall give you 
no Trouble.-Vou may meet your Sparks on the Ter- 

riero de paſſa at four in the Morning, without the leaft 
Regard to mine For when I quit your Chamber, the 
World ſhant bring me back. mm 
Vio. I am fo well pleas'd with your Reſolution, I 
don't care how ſoon you take your Leave. ——But what 
you mean by the Terriero de pa//a at four in the Morh- 
ing, 1 can't gueſs: 
Fel. No, no, no, not you — You was not upon the 
Terriero de paſſa at Four this Morning. 

Vio. No, I was not; but if I was, I hope I may 

walk where I pleaſe, and at what Hour J pleaſe, with- 

out aſking your leave. 1 
Fe el. Oh, doubtleſs, Madam! And you might meet 
Colonel Britton there, and afterwards ſend your Emiſ- 
ſary to fetch him to your Houſe. =—— And upon your 
Father's coming in, thruſt him into your Bed-chamber 
— without aſkivg my leave. Tis no Buſineſs of mine 
if you are — 2 among all the Footmen in Town.--- 
Nay, if they Ballad you, and cry you about at a Half- 
penny a piece —— They may without my Leave. 

Vio. Audacious! Don't provoke me —— don't; my 
Reputation is not to be ſported with, (going up to him.) 
at this Rate. No, Sir, it is not, ( 22 into tears. 

Inhuman Felix Oh, Jabella, what a Train of 
Ills haſt thou brought on me? [ Afrde. 

Fel. Ha! I cannot bear to ſee her weep.— A Wo- 
man's Tears are far more fatal than our Swords. [ Aide. 
Oh, Yiulante——'Sdeath ! what a Dog am I? Now 
have I no Power to ſtir Doſt not thou know ſuch 
à Perſon as Colonel Britton? Prithee tell me, didſt not 
thou meet him at Four this Morning upon the Terriero 
de paſſa? Vio. 
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Vio. Were it not toclear my Fame, I would not an- 
ſwer thee, thou black Ingrate! ——But I cannot bear 
to be reproached with what I even bluſh to think of, 
much leſs to act; by Heaven, I have not ſeen the Ter- 
riero de paſſa chis Day. 
Fel. Did not a Scots Footman attack you in the Street 
neither, iolante? 


Vio. Les, but he miſtook me for another, or he was 


drunk, I know not which. 


Fel. And do not you know this Scots Colonel ? | 
Pio. Pray aſk me no more Queſtions, this Night ſhall: 


clear my Reputation, and leave you without Excuſe for 


your baſe Suſpicions; more than this I ſhall not ſatisfy 
you, therefore pray leave me. 


Fel. Didit thou ever love me, Violante? 
Vio. I'll anfwer nothing. — You was in haſte to be 
gone juſt ROW, 1 ſhould be 1 very well pleas'd to be alone, 


Sir. ( ( Sbe fits down and turns afede. 


Fel. I mal not long interrupt your Contemplation. 


— Stubborn to the laſt. 


Vio. Did ever Woman involve herſelf as I have done? 
Fel. Now would I give one of my Eyes to be Friends 
"with her; for ſomething whiſpers to my- Soul the is not 
uilty.— ( He pauſes, then pulls a Chair, ard ſits 
55 her at a little Dilonce, looking at her ſome time <vith- 
out ſpeaking. —T hen drazs a little nearer to her.) Give 


me your Hand at Parting however, F7c:ante, won't 


you, Here he lays his open upon her Knee ſeveral times.) 
won't you won't you won't you ? | 

Vin. ( Half regarding him) Won't I do what? 

Fel. You know what 1 would have, Violante. Oh, 


my Heart ! 


Vio. (Smiling.) I thought my Chains were eafily 
broke. (Laus her Hand into his.) 


Fel. ( Draws his Chair cloſe to her, and khifſes her 
Hand in a Rapture.) Too well thou knoweſt thy 


| Strength — Oh my charming Angel, my Heart is 


all thy own. Forgive my haſty Paſſion, tis the Tranſ- 
port of a Love ſincere ! 


Don Pedro within. | 
Pecpo. Bid Sancho get a new wheel to my Chariot 
prefently, | ho AY 


and, You fhan't go in- 
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Vio. Bleſs me ! my Father return d what ſhall 
we do now, Felix! We are rui n'd, paſt Redemp- 
Non. | 

Fel. No, no, no, my Love; I can leap from thy 
Cloſet Window. (Run: to the Door where Iſabella is, 

dub claps too the Door, and bolts it within fide. 

Jab. ( Peeping. ) Say you ſo: But I ſhall prevent you. 

el. Confuſion! Some body bolts the r within 
fide ; I'll ſee who you have conceal'd here, if I die for't; 
Oh Yulane! haſt thou again fſacrific'd me to my Ri- 
val. a ( Drarws. 
Vio. By Heaven thou haſt no Rival in my Heart, let 
that ſuffice--;Nay, ſure, you will not let my Father find 


you here Diſtraction ! 


Fel. Indeed but I ſhall---except you command this 
Door to be open'd, and that way conceal me from his 
Sight. [ He firuggles with her to come at the Door. 
Vio. Here me, Felix Though I were ſure the 

_ refuſing what you aſk would ſeparate us for ever, by all 
that's powerful you ſhall not enter here: Either you do 
love me, or you do not ; convince me by your Obe- 


e. 

Fel. That's not the Matter in debate I will know 

who is in this Cloſet, let the Conſequence be what it 
will. Nay, nay, nay, you ſtrive in vain; I will go in. 

Vio. You ſhall not go in 


h Enter Den Pedro. 
Ped. Hey day! What's here to do! I will go in, 
| and, I will go in 
Why, who are you, Sir? "© | 


Fal. Sdeath! What ſhall I fay now ? 


Ped. Don Felix, pray what's your Buſineſs in my 
Houſe ? Ha, Sir. | | 
Vio. Oh Sir, what Miracle return'd you home ſo 
ſoon ? Some Angel 'twas that brought my Father back 
to ſuccour the Diltreſs'd . This Ruffin he, I can- 
not call him Gentleman—— has committed ſuch an 


uncommon Rudeneſs, as the moſt fligate Wretch 
would be aſham'd to own 4 


— 


Fel. Ha, what the Devil does ſhe mean! (fide. 


Vio. 
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Vis. As I was at my Devotion in my Cloſet, I heard 
a loud Knocking at the Door, mix'd with a Woman's 
Voice, which ſeem'd to imply ſhe was in Danger —- 

Fel. I am confounded ! ( 4fide. 

Vio. I flew to the Door with the utmoſt Speed, where 
a Lady veil'd ruſh'd in upon me ; who falling on her 
Knees begged my Protection, from a Gentleman, who, 
ſhe ſaid, purſued her : I took Compaſſion on her Tears, 
and lock'd her into this Cloſet ; but in the Surprize, 
having left open the Door, this very Perſon whom you 
ſee, with his Sword drawn, ran in, proteſting, if I refus'd 
to give her up to his Revenge, he'd force the Door. 
Fel. What in the Name of Goodneſs does ſhe mean 
to do! Hang me! 3 (Adab. 

Vis. I ſtrove with him till I was out of Breath, and 
had you not come as you did, he muſt have enter'd— 
| But he's in drink, I ſuppoſe, or he could not have been 
guilty of ſuch an Indecorum.  [Eeering at Felix. 
Pied. I'mamaz'd! 3 
Fel. The Devil never fail'd a Woman at a Pinch: 
What a Tale has ſhe form'd in a Minute In drink, 
_ z a good hint; I'll lay hold on't to _ 


Aide. 
Ped. Fie, Don Felix No ſooner rid of 2 | 
are commencing another— to aſſault a Lady with 
a naked Sword, derogates much from the Character of 
a Gentleman, I aſſure you. 5 
Fel. (Counterfeits Drunkenneſs) Who, I aſſault a Lady 
upon Honour the Lady aſſaulted me, Sir; and 
would have ſeiz d this Body Politick upon the King's 
Highway let her come out, and deny it if ſhe can 
— pray, Sir, command the Door to be open'd, and 
let her prove mea Lyar if ſhe knows how I have 
been drinking right French Claret, Sir, but I love my 
own Country for all that. OE | 
Ped. Ay, ay, who doubts it, Sir? Open the Door, 
Violante, and let the Lady come out — Come, I warrant 
thee he ſhan't hurt her. | By 
| Fel. Ay, now which way will ſhe come off. 
Vio. (Unlocks the Door) Come forth, Madam, none 
ſhall dare to touch your * 


55 Tale here till you ſee her ſafe out, Violante. 
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with Safety, or loſe my Life——] hope ſhe ain 
Enter Iſabella weil'd and croſſes the Stage. "_ 
Jab. Excellent Girl! (Exit. 
Fel. The Devil l a Woman ! I'll ſee if ſhe be really 
ſo. (Offers to follow her. 

** 1 ) Not a Step, Sir, till the Lady be paſt 

8 . I never ſuffer the Laws of Hoſpita- 
to be violated in my Houſe, Sir. II keep Dex 


Vio. Get clear of my Father, and follow me to the 
Terriero de paſſa, where all Miſtakes ſhall be rectiſied. 
(Aae to Felix.) (Exit Violante. 

Peg. Come, Sir, you and I will take a Pipe and a 
Bottle together. 

Fiel. Damn your Pipe, Sir, I won't ſmoak ——1 hate 

Tobacco Nor I, I, I, I won't drink, Sir — No 
nor I won's lay neither, and how will you help your- 


Ped. As to ſmonking or drinking, you have your 

Liberty, but you ſhall ftay, Sir. (Gets between him 

5 — Felix firikes up bis Heels and Exit. 

Fel. Shall 1 ſo, Sir ?— But I tell you, old Gentle- 

2 I am in haſte to be married And ſo God be 
nm vou. 

Ped. Go to the Devil In haſte to be married, quotha, 
thou art in a fine Condition to be married truly! | 
Enter a Servant. 

Ser. Here's Don Lopex de Pimentell to wait on you, 
Ped. What the Devil does he want ? Bring kim up, 
he's in Purſuit of his Son I ſuppoſe. 
Enter Don Lopez. 
Top. I am glad to find you at home, Don Pedro; I 
was told that you was ſcen upon the Road to —_— i 
Afternoon. 


Pal. That might be, my Lord; but I had the Miſ- 
fortune to break the Wheel of my Chariot, which oblig d 
me — is your Pleaſure with me, my 
Lop. I am inform'd that my Daughter's in your 
Houſe, Don Pedro. K * _ 
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Ped. That's more than I know, my Lord ; but here 
was your Son juſt now as drunk as an Emperor. 


Ped. My Son drunk ! I never ſaw him in drink in my 
Life ; where is he, pray, Sir? 
Ped. Gone to be married. 
Lop. Married! To whom ? I don't know that he 
| courted any Body. 
Ped. Nay, 1 — nothing of that Within there ! 
[ Enter Servant.) bid my Daughter come hither, ſhe'll 
tell you another Story, my Lord. 

Ser. She's gone out in a Chair, Sir. 

| Ped. Out in a Chair | What do you mean, Sir ? Rn 

Ser. As I ſay, Sir; and Doxna Iſabella went in ano- 
ther juſt before her. 

Ser. And Don Felix followed in another; I overheard 
them all bid the chairs go to the Terriers 4 pea. 

Ped, Ha! What Buſineſs has my Daughter there ? 
I am confounded and'know not what to think. 
Within _ Exit. 

Lap. Heart miſ me plaguily Call me an 
Alquzile, Il purſue = ſtrait. 


Sczns changes to the Street 882 Don Pedro's Houſe, 
Lig. I wih 1 a ſee Fla Methinks I have 
an hankering Kindneſs after the Slut We muſt be 


cence. | 
Enter Gibby. | 
Gb. hs my Sol, Sir, but Iſe blithe to find yee here 
now. 
Lig. Ha! Brother! Give me thy Hand, Boy. 
Gib. No ſe faſt, ſe ye me —Brether, me ne Brethers, 
1 ſcorn a Lyar as muckle as a Thiefe, ſe ye now, and 
yee muſt gang intul this Houſe with me, and juſtifie to 
Donna Violante's Face, that ſhe was the Lady that gang'd 
in here this Morn, ſe yee me, or the Deel ha my Sol, 
Suu, byte and [| ſhall be twa Folks. | 
Life all Vit to Donna Violante s Face, quotha, for 
what? Bure you don't know what you ſay. 


Gib. 


— — — 
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Gib. Troth de I, Sir, as weel as yee de; therefore 


come along, and make no meer Words about it. 


[ Knocks haftily at the Door. 
Li. Why, what the Devil do you mean? Don't you: 
conſider you are in Portugal? Is the 1 
Gib. Fallow ! Iſe none of yer Fallow, Sir; a 
this Place were Hell, id gar ye de me Jultice, 1 


going | nay the Deel a Feet ye gang. (Lo ud of bm, 


and knocks again. 
Enter Don Pedro. 
Pra How now ! what makes you knock fo loud? 
Gib. Gin this be Don Pedro's Houſe, Sir, I wou'd 
ſpeak with Donna Violante, his Daughter. 
tif. Ha ! Don Pedro himſelf, I wiſh 12 
ae 
2 Ha ! What is it you want with my Daughter, 


% An ſhe be your Doughter, and lik your Honour, 


command her to come out, and anſwer for herſel now, 


ry or diſprove what this Shield told me 
orn 
I. So, here will be a fine Piece of Work. [fde. 
Ped. Why, what did he tell you, ha? 
Gib. By my Sol, Sir, Iſe tell you aw the Truth ; my 


| Maſter got a pratty Lady y upon the how de ye call't----. 
orn 


125 — at Five this , and he gar me watch 

her heam—— And in Troth I lodg'd te here ; and 
meeting this ill favour'd Thiefe, ſe ye me, I ſpiered wha 
ſhe was —— An he told me her Name was Donna Vio- 
lante, Don Pedro de 44 s Daughter. 

Ped. Ha! My Daughter with a Man abroad at Five 
in the Morning : | Death, Hell, and Furies, by St. Anthony 
I'm undone. | [Stamps. 

Gib. Wounds, Sir, ye put yer Saint intul bony Com- 


72 Who is your Maſter, you you? Adfheart 
I ſhall be trick'd of my Daughter, my Money too, 
that's worſt of all. 

Gib. Ye Dog you ! 'Sblead; Sir, don't call Names— 
nnd meta ora IF RPG: 


Ped. 
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Ped. And who are you, Raſcal, that knows my 
Daughter ſo well ? Ha! ( Holds up his Cane. 

L. What ſhall I ſay to make him give this Scotz 
Dog a good beating? (fide. ) I know your Daughter, 
1 Not I, 1 never ſaw your Daughter f in all my 


'Gib. 3 him abæun with his E.) Deel ha my 
ys Er gy: off get no your Carich for that Lye now. 
t, hoa ! Where are all my Servants ? ¶ Eater 
| . — on one Side, Colonel, Felix, Iſabella, and Vio- 
lante on the other Side.) Raiſe the Houſe in purſuit of 
my Daughter. 
Serv. Here ſhe comes, Senior. 
Col. Hey Day ! Whar's here to do ? 


Gib. This is the Loon like Tik, an lik yer Honour, | 


that ſent me heam with a Lye this Morn. 
Col. Come, come, 'tis all well, G:bby ; let him riſe. 
Ped. I am Thunder- truck and have no Power to 
ſpeak one Word. 


Fel. This is a Day of Jubilee, Lifſardo; no quarrel- 
lin with him this Day. 


J A Pox take his Fiſts INE theſe Britons are 
but a Word and a Blow. 


Enter Don Lopez, 


Lap. So, have I found you, Daughter? Then you have 


not han 4 yourſelf yet, | ſee. 
Col. But ſhe is married. my Lord. 
Lap. Married! Zounds, to whom? 
Cal. Even to your humble Servant, my Lord. If you 
Pleaſe to give us your Bleſſing. ( Kneels, 
Lop. Why, hark ye, Miſtreſs , are you really married ? 
J/ab. Really ſo, my Lord. 
Lop. And who are you, Sir ? 


Col. An honeſt North Britain by Birth, and a Colonel 


by Commiſſion, my Lord. 
Lap. An Heretic! The Devil! ( Howdi » I Coll ypan 
Ped. She has play'd you a ſlippery Trick indeed, my 


Lord. Well, my Girl, thou haſt been to ſee thy Friend 
married. 


hand, my Dear. [To Violante.] 


Fel. Next Week is a little I Sir; I hope to 
or OT OS 


Pea 


Next Week thou ſhalt have a better Huſ- 
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| Ped. What do you mean, Sir? You have not made a 
Rib of my Daughter too, have you ? 

Pio. Indeed but he has, Sir; I know not how, but he 
wok me in an unguarded Minute, — when my Thoughts 
were not over- ſtrong for a Nunnery, Father. - 

Lop. Your Daughter has play'd you a ſlippery Trick 
too, Senior. 
Ped. But your Son ſhall never be the better fort, my 

Lord; her twenty thouſand Pounds was left on certain 

Conditions, and [I'll not part with a Shilling. 

Lap. But we have a certain Thing call'd Law, ſhall 

make you do Juſtice, Sir. 5 

Ped. Well, we'll try that,. - my Lord, much good may 


it do you with your Daughter-in-Law. (Exit. 
Lop. I wiſh you much Joy of your Rib. (Exit. 
Enter Frederick. 


Fel. Frederick, welcome! I ſent for thee to be 
Witneſs of my good Fortune, and make one in a Coun- 
try Dance. 

Fred. Your Meſſenger has told me all, and I ſincerely 
ſhare in all your Happineſs. 55 

Cal. To the Right about, Frederick ; wiſh thy Friend 


Fred. I do with all my Soul; — and, Madam, I con- 
gratulate your Deliverance—Your Suſpicions are clear d 
now, I hope, Felix. 8 . 
Fel. They are, and I heartily aſk the Colonel Pardon, 

and wiſh him happy with my Siſter; for Love has 
taught me to know, that every Man's Happineſs con- 
fiſts in chuſing for himſelf 5 

4 After that Rule I fix here. [To Flora. 

Flo. That's your Miſtake; I prefer my Lady's Ser- 
vice, and turn you over to her that pleaded Right and 

Title to you To-day, 
Li, Chuſe, proud Fool; I ſhant aſk you twice. 

Gib. What ſay ye now, Laſs ; will ye ge yer Maiden- 
head to poor Gibby ?—— What ſay you, will ye dance 
the Reel of Bogie with me ? 

Inis. That may not leave my Lady] take you at 

our Word, And tho' our Wooing has been ſhort, I'll 
by her Example love you dearly.. [Mufick pl ” 
... 


A Woman keeps a SECRET. 71 
Fel. Hark ! I hear the Muſick ; ſomebody has done 


E us the Favour to ſend them, call them in. 


A Country Dance. 

Gib. Wounds, this is bony Muſick How caw ye 
that Thing that ye pinch by the Craig, and tickle the 
Weam, ond make it cry, Grum, Grun? 

Fred. Oh! that's a Guittar, Gzbby. 


Fel. Now, my Violante, I ſhall proclaim thy Virtues 
to the World. | 


Since thou'rt a Proof to their eternal Fame, 


N more let us thy Sex's Conduct Blame, 
That Man has no Advantage but the Name. | 
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r IL O G u R. 
Written by Mr. PHILIPS. 


FNUſom, with all our Modern Laws combin'd, 
Has given fuch Power deſpotic to Mankind, 
That wwe have only ſo much Virtue now, * 
As they are pleas'd in favour to allow, 
Thus like Mechanic Work we're us'd with Scorn, 
And wound up only for a preſent Turn; 
Some are for having our whole Sex enſlav d, 
Aﬀirming we've no Souls, and can't be ſav'd. 
But ⁊uere the Women all of my Opinion, 
We'd ſoon ſhake of this falſe uſurf'd Demi nion. 
We'd make the Tyrants own, that cve cou d prove, 
As fit for other Buſineſs as for Lowe. 
Lord ! What Prerogative might awe obtain, 
Could wwe from Yielding, a fexu Months refrain ! 
How fondly avou'd our dang ling Lowers doat ? 
What Homage wwou'd be paid to Petticoat? 
Tawa d be a Feſt to ſer the Change of Fate, 


How might we all of Politicks del ate; S 

Promiſe and fevear what wwe nc er meant to db, 2 . 

And wwhat"s ftill harder, Keep our Secrets too. | . 
, Marry ! Keep a Secret, /ays a Beau, ? 

And ſneers at ſome ill-natur'd Wit below ; > 


But faith, if we ſbeu d tell but half aue tnoau, 
There's many a ſpruce young Felloxy in this Place, 
Men d never more preſume to ſhox his Face; 
Women are not ſo weak, wwhate'er Men prate ; 4 
How many tip-top Beaus haue had the Fate, \ 
T* erjoy from Mamma's Secrets their Eftare. 4 
Who, if her early Folly had made known, 
Had rid behind the Coach that's now their own, 

| But here, the Wond rous Secret you diſcover ; 
A Lady ventures for a Friend, =—— 4 Lover. 
Prodigious ! for my Part I frankly own, 
Tad ſpoil d the Wonder, and the Woman ſhown, 


„ Alludi to an ironical Pamphlet tending 6 
that Women Mad no nl. — Fw 


INI S. 


